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There  is  no  period  of  ancient  history  would  afford 
a  more  useful  study  to  a  young  prince  than  an  ac- 
curate deUneation  of  the  whole  life  of  Tiberius. 
This  ought  to  be  done  with  great  care  and  ability, 
for  it  is  a  character  extremely  difficult  to  develope, 
and  one  that  by  a  continued  train  of  incidents  fur- 
nishes a  lesson  in  every  link  of  its  connexion,  highly 
interesting  to  all  pupils,  but  most  to  those  who  are 
on  the  road  to  empire.  To  trace  the  conduct  of 
Tiberius,  from  his  hrst  appearance  in  history  to  his 
death,  is  as  if  we  should  begin  with  the  last  acts  of 
Augustus,  and  read  his  story  backwards  to  its  com- 
mencement in  the  civil  wars  ;  each  narration  would 
then  begin  with  honour,  and  conclude  with  infamy. 
If  Augustus  had  never  attained  to  empire,  he  would 
have  had  a  most  disgraceful  page  in  history;  on  the 
other  hand,  had  Tiberius  died  with  Germanicus,  he 
would  have  merited  a  very  glorious  one.  It  should 
seem,  therefore,  that  he  was  by  nature  a  better  man 
than  his  predecessor.  The  cautious  timid  character 
of  Augustus  kept  him  under  constant  awe  of  those 
he  governed,  and  he  was  diligent  to  secure  to  him- 
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self  the  opinions  of  mankind ;  but  there  are  rents 
and  fissures  enough  in  the  veil,  ^vhich  adulation  has 
thrown  over  him,  through  which  to  spy  out  the  im- 
purities and  meannesses  of  his  natural  disposition. 
Tiberius  seems  on  his  part  also  to  have  had  a  jealous 
holding  and  respect  towards  Germanicus,  which  had 
an  influence  over  the  early  part  of  his  reign ;  but 
it  was  a  self  restraint  founded  in  emulation,  not  in 
fear.  It  is  hinted  that  Augustus  had  in  mind  to  re- 
store the  comraonAvealth,  and  give  back  her  liberties 
to  Rome  ;  and  these  may  very  possibly  have  been 
his  meditations  ;  but  they  never  arose  in  his  mind 
till  he  found  his  life  in  the  last  stage  of  decay,  when, 
having  no  heir  of  his  own  body,  he  would  willingly 
have  had  the  empire  cease  with  him,  and  left  pos- 
terity to  draw  the  conclusion,  that  no  successor 
could  be  found  fit  to  take  it  after  him  ;  this  I  can 
readily  believe  he  would  have  done  in  his  last  mo- 
ments if  he  could,  and  even  before  his  last  moments 
if  he  dared  ;  but  the  shock  which  such  a  revolution 
might  possibly  have  occasioned  alarmed  his  fears, 
and  he  was  too  tenacious  of  power  to  quit  it  upon 
any  other  motives  than  those  of  absolute  conviction 
that  he  could  hold  it  no  longer.  This  is  so  much 
in  character,  that  I  think  it  very  probable  he  might 
have  tried  it  upon  Tiberius  in  his  long  deathbed  con- 
versation with  him  at  Nola — Revocatum  ex  itinere 
Tihermm  diu  secreto  serinone  detinnit,  neque  post 
ulli  majori  negotio  aninmm  accommodavit .  (Sueto- 
nius.) This  passage  is  very  curious,  and  some  im- 
portant conjectures  may  fairly  be  grounded  upon  it. 
Suetonius  says  that  the  conference  was  long,  and 
also  that  it  was  private;  and  he  adds  that  Augus- 
tus, after  his  conversation  with  his  successor,  never 
turned  his  thoughts  to  any  important  business,  or, 
in  other  words,  any  matter  of  state  whatever.  The 
secrecy  of  this  conference  very  much  favours  my 
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conjecture,  that  he  made  au  attempt  to  dissuade 
Tiberius  from  holding  on  the  empire,  and  the  length 
of  time  it  took  up  corroborates  the  probability  of 
that  conjecture  ;  and  1  further  incline  to  think,  it 
likely  that  it  might  make  serious  impressions  on 
Tiberius's  mind  as  to  the  measure  proposed ;  for  I 
can  never  believe  that  the  repugnance  with  which 
Tiberius  took  the  charge  of  the  government  upon 
him  was  wholly  feigned,  though  historians  agree  in 
giving  it  that  turn  ;  his  long  and  voluntary  exile  in 
the  island  of  Rhodes,  where  he  seemed  for  a  time  to 
have  renounced  all  desire  of  succeeding  to  the  em- 
pire, might  be  a  reason  with  Augustus  for  making 
this  experiment  upon  a  man  of  his  cold  and  seques 
tered  habits.  At  all  events,  I  think  it  highly  natu- 
ral to  suppose,  that  Augustus  would  not  have  clo- 
seted him  in  this  manner,  if  it  were  only  for  the 
purpose  of  giving  him  lessons  and  instructions  in 
the  arts  of  government ;  for  in  that  case  his  vanity, 
which  made  him  act  a  part  for  applause  even  in  his 
expiring  moments,  would  have  opened  his  doors  to 
his  family  and  attendants,  that  they  might  have 
been  present  to  record  his  sayings  ;  and  we  should 
have  had  as  many  fine  maxims  in  his  dying  speech 
as  Socrates  uttered  in  his  prison,  or  Seneca  in  his 
bath.  Add  to  this,  that  he  certainly  bore  no  good 
will  to  Tiberius,  who  was  not  a  successor  to  his 
mind,  nor  could  he  wish  to  elevate  the  Claudian 
family  to  the  throne.  It  is  not  likely,  however, 
that  he  altogether  succeeded  with  Tiberius,  or 
brought  him  to  make  any  absolute  promise  of  abdi- 
cation ;  for  in  that  case  he  would  not  have  failed  to 
have  taken  credit  with  the  people  about  him,  for 
having  been  the  means  of  restoring  the  liberties  of 
his  country,  and  he  would  have  made  as  great  a 
parade  of  patriotism  as  would  have  become  a  Cato 
or  a  Solon ;  but  the  author  above  quoted  says  he 
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took  no  farther  account  of  public  business,  and 
therefore  we  may  conclude  the  conference,  if  it  took 
that  turn,  did  not  come  to  any  satisfactoiy  conclu- 
sion on  the  point. 

Tiberius  on  his  accession  found  the  empire  in  a 
critical  situation,  for  besides  the  movements  which 
Clemens  on  one  part  and  Scribonius  Libo  on  ano- 
ther were  making,  the  Pannonian  and  German 
armies  were  in  absolute  revolt.  This  was  no  time 
for  making  any  change  in  the  constitution  of  the  im- 
perial power,  had  he  been  so  disposed  ;  as  he  was  a 
man  of  deep  measures,  he  held  himself  on  the  reserve 
with  the  senate,  and  suffered  them  to  solicit  his  ac- 
ceptance of  the  sovereign  power  upon  their  knees. 
He  wished  to  have  assessors  in  the  government ;  he 
would  take  his  share,  and  whatever  department  in 
the  state  they  should  recommend  to  his  charge  he 
would  readily  undertake.  Had  he  persisted  in  re- 
fusing the  empire,  or  had  he  attempted  to  throw  the 
constitution  back  to  its  first  principles  of  freedom, 
the  mutinous  legions  would  have  forced  the  sove- 
reignty upon  Germanicus;  but  by  this  suggestion 
of  a  partition  he  artfully  sounded  the  temper  of  the 
senate,  where  there  were  some  leading  men  of  very 
doubtful  characters,  whom  Augustus  had  marked 
out  in  his  last  illness;  from  two  of  these,  Asinius 
Gallus  and  L.  Aruntius,  Tiberius's  proposal  drew 
an  answer,  in  which  they  demanded  of  him  to  de- 
clare what  particular  department  of  the  state  he 
would  choose  to  have  committed  to  him.  This  was 
opening  enough  for  one  of  his  penetration,  and  he 
drew  his  conclusions  upon  the  spot,  evading  for  the 
time  the  snare  that  was  laid  for  him. 

The  servile  and  excessive  adulation  of  the  senate 
soon  convinced  him  that  the  Roman  spirit  had  suf- 
fered a  total  change  under  the  reign  of  Augustus, 
and  that  the  state  might  indeed  be  thrown  into  con- 
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vulsions  by  any  attempt  at  a  change  in  favour  of 
freedom,  but  that  slavery  and  submission  under  a 
despotic  master  was  their  determined  choice,  and  if 
the  alternative  was  to  lie  between  himself  and  any 
other,  there  was  little  room  for  hesitation.  Who 
more  fit  than  the  adopted  heir  of  Augustus,  and  a 
descendant  of  the  Claudian  house,  which  ranked  so 
high  in  the  Patrician  nobility,  and  so  superior  in 
pretensions  of  ancestry  and  merit  to  the  Julian  and 
Octavian  gentry,  from  whom  his  predecessors  were 
ignobly  descended  ? 

When  the  German  and  Pannonian  mutinies  were 
appeased,  there  seems  to  have  been  a  period  of  re- 
pose, when  he  might  have  new  modeled  the  consti- 
tution, had  he  been  so  disposed  ;  but  this  I  take  to 
be  appearance  oidy,  for  those  mutinies  had  been 
quelled  by  Germanicus  and  Drusus,  and  both  these 
princes  were  in  the  adoption  ;  and  the  latter  of  a 
very  turbulent  and  ambitious  spirit. 

For  the  space  of  two  complete  years,  Tiberius 
never  stirred  out  of  the  doors  of  his  palace,  devoting 
his  whole  time  to  the  affairs  of  government.  In 
this  period  he  certainly  did  many  excellent  things ; 
and  though  his  manners  were  not  calculated  for  po- 
pularity, yet  his  reputation  through  the  empire  was 
universal ;  he  regulated  all  domestic  matters  with 
consummate  prudence,  and  on  some  occasions  with 
a  liberal  and  courteous  spirit.  In  the  distant  pro- 
vinces, where  wars  and  disturbances  were  more  fre- 
quent, public  measures  were  more  indebted  for  their 
success  to  the  good  policy  of  his  instructions  than 
to  the  courage  and  activity  of  his  generals,  though 
Germanicus  was  of  the  number. 

The  death  of  that  most  amiable  and  excellent 
prince,  which  was  imputed  to  the  machinations  of 
Cneius  Piso,  involved  Tiberius  in  some  degree  in 
the  same  suspicion ;  but  as  Tacitus,  in  his  account 
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of  the  event,  gives  admission  to  au  idle  story  of 
sorceries  and  incantations,  practised  by  Piso  for 
compassing  the  death  of  Germaniciis,  and  states  no 
circumstance  that  can  give  any  reasonable  ground 
for  belief,  that  he  actually  poisoned  him,  I  am  not 
inclined  to  give  credit  to  the  transaction,  even  in 
respect  to  Piso's  being  guilty  of  the  murder,  much 
less  with  regard  to  Tiberius.  Tacitus  indeed  hints 
at  secret  orders  supposed  by  some  to  have  been 
given  by  the  emperor  to  Piso;  but  this,  which  at 
best  is  mere  matter  of  report,  does  not  go  to  the 
atfair  of  the  poisoning,  but  only  to  some  private  in- 
timations, in  which  the  empress  was  chief  mover, 
for  mortifying  the  pride  of  Agrippina.  It  is  not  to 
be  supposed,  when  Piso  openly  returned  to  Rome, 
and  stood  a  public  trial,  that  these  orders,  had  any 
such  existed,  could  have  been  so  totally  suppressed 
that  neither  the  guilty  person  should  avail  himself  of 
them,  nor  any  one  member  of  so  great  and  numerous 
a  family  produce  them  in  vindication  of  him  when 
yet  living,  or  of  his  memory  after  death ;  and  this 
in  no  period  of  time,  not  even  when  the  Claudian 
family  were  superseded  in  the  empire,  and  anec- 
dotes were  industriously  collected  to  blacken  the 
character  of  Tiberius. 

The  death  of  Drusus  followed  that  of  Germani- 
cus,  and  the  same  groundless  suspicions  were  level- 
ed at  the  emperor ;  but  these  are  rejected  by  Tacitus 
with  contempt,  and  the  words  he  uses,  which  are 
very  strong,  are  a  proper  answer  to  both  imputa- 
tions— Neque  quisquam  scripior  tarn  infensus  cxtitit, 
ut  Tiberio  objecturet,  cum  omnia  conquirerent,  in- 
tender  entque. 

It  would  have  been  most  happy  for  the  memory 
of  Tiberius  had  his  life  been  terminated  at  this  fatal 
period  ;  henceforward  he  seems  to  have  been  sur- 
rendered to  desperation  and  disgust ;  he  retired  to 


53.  OBSERVER.  7 

the  Campania,  and  devolved  the  government  upon 
his  minister  Sejanus  ;  there  were  times  in  which 
some  marks  of  his  former  spirit  appeared,  but  they 
were  short  and  transient  emanations  ;  the  basest  of 
mankind  had  possession  of  his  soul,  and  whether  he 
was  drugged  by  Sejanus  and  his  agents,  or  that  his 
brain  was  affected  by  a  revulsion  of  that  scrophu- 
lous  humour,  which  broke  out  with  such  violence  in 
his  face  and  body,  it  seems  highly  natural  to  con- 
jecture, that  he  was  never  in  his  sound  mind  during 
his  secession  in  the  island  of  Capreaj.  A  number 
of  circumstances  might  be  adduced  in  support  of 
this  conjecture  ;  it  is  sufficient  to  instance  his  ex- 
traordinary letter  to  the  senate ;  can  words  be  found 
more  expressive  of  a  distracted  and  desperate  state 
of  mind  than  the  following?  Quid  scribam  vob'is, 
Patrcs  Conscripti,  aut  quomodo  scribam,  aut  quid 
omnio  non  scribam  hoc  tempore,  Dii  me  deceque  pejus 
perdant,  quam  perire  quotidie  sentio,  si  scio. 

I  beg  leave  now  to  repeat  what  I  advanced  in  the 
outset  of  this  paper,  and  which  alone  led  me  to  the 
subject  of  it,  that  a  detail  comprising  all  the  great 
and  interesting  events  within  the  life  of  Tiberius, 
with  reasonings  and  remarks  judiciously  inter- 
spersed as  these  occurrences  arise  in  the  course  of 
the  narration,  would  compound  such  a  body  of  use- 
ful precepts  and  instructions  as  would  apply  to 
every  species  of  example,  which  a  prince  should  be 
taught  either  to  imitate  or  avoid ;  and  these  lessons 
would  carry  the  greater  force  and  recommendation 
with  them,  and  have  an  advantage  over  all  fabulous 
morals,  by  being  incorporated  with  a  real  history  of 
the  most  interestinii-  sort. 
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However  disposed  we  may  be  to  execrate  the 
bloody  act  of  the  regicides,  yet  we  must  admit  the 
errors  and  misconduct  of  Charles's  unhappy  reign  to 
be  such  as  cannot  be  palliated ;  in  our  pity  for  his 
fate  we  must  not  forget  the  history  of  his  failings, 
nor,  whilst  we  are  sympathizing-  in  the  pathos  of  the 
tragedy,  overlook  its  moral. 

Four  successive  parliaments,  improvidently  dis- 
solved, were  sufficient  warnings  for  the  fifth  to  fall 
upon  expedients  for  securing  to  themselves  a  more 
permanent  duration,  by  laying  some  restraints  upon 
a  prerogative  so  wantonly  exerted. 

Let  us  call  to  mind  the  inauspicious  commence- 
ment of  this  monarch's  reign.  Before  the  ceremony 
of  his  coronation  had  taken  place,  he  espoused  a 
sister  of  France,  and  set  a  catholic  princess  on  the 
throne  of  a  protestant  kingdom,  scarce  cool  from 
the  ferment  of  religious  jealousies,  recently  emanci- 
pated from  the  yoke  of  Rome,  and  of  course  into- 
lerant through  terror,  if  not  by  principle.  The  most 
obnoxious  man  in  the  kingdom  was  Montague,  au- 
thor of  the  proscribed  tract,  intitled  Apdlo  Ccesa- 
rem,  and  him  Charles  enrolled  in  his  list  of  royal 
chaplains.  By  throwing  himself  incontinently  into 
the  hands  of  Buckingham,  he  showed  his  people 
they  were  to  expect  a  reign  of  favouritism,  and  the 
choice  of  the  minister  marked  the  character  of  the 
monarch.  He  levied  musteli  for  the  Palatinate  of 
twelve  thousand  men,  exacted  contributions  for  coat 
and  conduct  money,  declared  martial  law  in  the 
kingdom,  and  furnished  his  brother  of  France  with 
a  squadron  of  ships  for  the  unpopular  reduction  of 
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Rochelle,  aud  the  mariners  refused  the  service. 
These  measures  stirred  the  parliament  then  sitting 
to  move  tor  a  redress  of  grievances,  before  they  pro- 
vided for  his  debts,  and  their  remonstrances  pro- 
voked him  upon  the  instant  to  dissolve  them. 

Every  one  of  these  proceedings  took  place  before 
his  coronation,  and  form  the  melancholy  prelude  to 
his  misguided  government. 

A  second  parliament  was  called  together,  aud  to 
intimidate  them  from  resuming  their  redress  of  griev- 
ances, and  divert  their  attempts  from  the  person  of 
his  favourite,  he  haughtily  informs  them  that  he 
cannot  sufi'er  an  inquiry  even  on  the  meanest  of  his 
servants.  What  vvas  to  be  expected  from  such  a 
menacing  declaration?  They,  disdaining  illam  oscn- 
lari  qua.  sunt  oppressi,  mamun,  proceed  to  impeach 
Buckingham ;  the  king  commits  the  managers  of 
that  process  to  the  Tower,  and  resorting  to  his  pre- 
rogative, dissolves  his  second  parliament  as  sud- 
denly and  more  angrily  than  his  tirst. 

A  third  parliament  meets,  and  in  the  interim  new 
grievances  of  a  more  awakening  sort  had  supplied 
them  with  an  ample  field  for  complaint  and  remon- 
strance; in  the  intermission  of  their  sittings,  he  had 
exacted  a  loan,  which  they  interpreted  a  tax  without 
parliament,  and  of  course  a  flagrant  violation  of  the 
constitution  :  this  he  enforced  with  so  high  a  hand 
that  several  gentlemen  of  name  in  their  counties  had 
been  committed  to  close  imprisonment  for  refusing 
payment ;  ship  money  also  at  this  time  began  to  be 
questioned  as  an  intolerable  grievance,  and  being 
one  of  the  resources  for  enabling  the  crown  to  go- 
vern without  a  parliament,  it  was  considered  by 
many  as  a  violation  of  their  rights,  an  inequitable 
and  oppressive  tax,  which  ought  to  be  resisted,  and 
accordingly  it  was  resisted.    This  parliament  there- 
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fore,  after  a  short  and  inefficient  sitting,  shared  the 
sudden  fate  of  its  predecessors. 

The  same  precipitancy,  greater  blindness,  a  more 
confirmed  habit  of  obstinacy,  and  a  heightened  de- 
gree of  aggravation  marked  this  period  of  intermis- 
sion from  parhaments;  for  now  the  leading  members 
of  the  late  house  were  sent  to  close  imprisonment 
in  the  Tower,  and  informations  were  lodged  against 
them  in  the  Star  Chamber. 

The  troubles  in  Scotland  made  it  necessary  for 
the  king  once  more  to  have  resort  to  a  parliament; 
they  met  for  the  fourth  time  on  the  thirteenth  of 
April  1640,  and  the  fifth  day  of  the  following  month 
sent  them  back  to  their  constituents  to  tell  those 
grievances  in  the  ears  of  the  people,  which  their 

sovereign  disdained  to  listen  to. 111  counseled 

sovereign  !  but  will  that  word  apologize  for  conduct 
so  intemperate?  It  cannot.  A  mind  so  flexible 
towards  evil  counsel  can  possess  no  requisites  for 
government.  What  hope  now  remained  for  mode- 
rate measures,  when  the  people's  representatives 
should  again  assemble  ?  In  this  fatal  moment  the 
fuel  was  prepared  and  the  match  lighted,  to  give 
life  to  the  flames  of  civil  war ;  already  Scotland  had 
set  those  sparks  into  a  blaze :  the  king,  unable  to 
extinguish  the  conflagration  by  his  own  power  and 
resources,  for  the  fifth  and  last  time  convenes  his 
parliament;  but  it  was  now  too  late  for  any  confi- 
dence or  mutual  harmony  to  subsist  between  the 
crown  and  commons.  On  the  third  of  November 
following  their  last  dissolution,  the  new  elected 
members  take  possession  of  their  seats,  and  the 
house  soon  resounds  with  resolutions  for  the  im- 
peachment of  the  minister  Straftbrd,  and  the  pri- 
mate Laud.  The  humble  monarch  confirms  the  fa- 
tal bill  of  attainder,  and  sends  Strafl'ord  to  the  scaf- 
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fold ;  he  ratifies  the  act  for  securing  parHament 
against  future  dissohition,  and  subscribes  to  his  own 
death  warrant  with  the  same  pen. 

The  proceedings  of  this  famous  parHament  are  of 
a  mixed  nature;  in  many  we  discern  the  true  spirit 
of  patriotism,  and  not  a  few  seem  dictated  by  re- 
venge and  violence :  the  Courts  of  High  Commis- 
sion and  Star  Chamber  are  abolished,  and  posterity 
applauds  their  deliverers ;  the  city  crosses  are  pulled 
down,  the  bishops  sent  to  the  Tower,  and  their 
whole  order  menaced  with  expulsion  from  parlia- 
ment, and  here  we  discover  the  first  dawnings  of 
fanatic  frenzy.  An  incurable  breach  is  made  in 
the  constitution ;  its  branches  are  dissevered,  and 
the  axe  of  rebellion  is  laid  to  the  root  of  the  tree. 
The  royal  standard  is  set  up ;  the  father  of  his  peo- 
ple becomes  the  general  of  a  party,  and  the  land  is 
floated  with  the  blood  of  its  late  peaceable  inhabi- 
tants. Great  characters  start  forth  in  the  concus- 
sion, great  virtues  and  great  vices.  Equal  courage 
and  superior  conduct  at  length  prevail  for  the  leaders 
of  the  people ;  a  fanatic  champion  carries  all  before 
him;  the  sovereign  surrenders  himself  weakly,  ca- 
pitulates feebly,  negotiates  deceitfully,  and  dies 
heroically. 

And  this  is  the  reign,  this  is  the  exit  of  a  king ! 
Let  kings  ponder  it,  for  it  is  a  lesson,  humbling 
perhaps  to  their  pride  of  station,  but  pointedly  ad- 
dressed to  their  instruction. 

If  there  is  a  trust  in  life,  which  calls  upon  the  con- 
science of  the  man  who  undertakes  it  more  strongly 
than  any  other,  it  is  that  of  the  education  of  an  heir- 
apparent  to  a  crow  n :  the  training  such  a  pupil  is  a 
task  indeed ;  how  to  open  his  mind  to  a  proper 
knowledge  of  mankind,  without  letting  in  that  know- 
ledge which  inclines  to  evil ;  how  to  hold  off  flat- 
tery, and  yet  admit  familiarity;  how  to  give  the 
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lights  of  iiiforniation,  and  shut  out  the  false  colours 
of  seduction,  demands  ajudgment  for  distinguishing 
and  an  authority  for  controling,  which  few  gover- 
nors in  that  delicate  situation  ever  possess,  or  can 
long  retain.  To  educate  a  prince,  born  to  reign 
over  an  enlightened  people,  upon  the  narrow  scale 
of  secret  and  sequestered  tuition  would  be  an  abuse 
of  common  sense  ;  to  let  him  loose  upon  the  world 
is  no  less  hazardous  in  the  other  extreme,  and  each 
would  probably  devote  him  to  an  inglorious  destiny. 
That  he  should  know  the  leading  characters  in  the 
country  he  is  to  govern,  be  familiar  with  its  histor}^ 
its  constitution,  manners,  laws  and  liberties,  and 
correctly  comprehend  the  duties  and  distinctions  of 
his  own  hereditary  office,  are  points  that  no  one 
will  dispute.  That  he  should  travel  through  his 
kingdom  I  can  hardly  doubt,  but  whether  those  ex- 
cursions should  reach  into  other  states,  politically 
connected  with,  or  opposed  to,  his  own,  is  more 
than  I  will  presume  to  lay  down  as  a  general  rule, 
being  aware  that  it  must  depend  upon  personal  cir- 
cumstances:  splendour  he  may  be  indulged  in,  but 
excess  in  that,  as  in  every  thing  else,  must  be  avoid- 
ed, for  the  mischiefs  cannot  be  numbered  which  it 
will  entail  upon  him ;  excess  in  expense  will  sub- 
ject him  to  obligations  of  a  degrading  sort;  excess 
in  courtesy  will  lay  him  open  to  the  forward  and 
assuming,  raise  mountains  of  expectation  about  him, 
and  all  of  them  undermined  by  disappointment, 
ready  charged  for  explosion,  when  the  hand  of  pre- 
sumption shall  set  tire  to  the  train.  Excess  in  plea- 
sure will  lower  him  in  character,  destroy  health, 
respect,  and  that  becoming  dignity  of  mind,  that 
conscious  rectitude  which  is  to  direct  and  support 
him  when  he  becomes  the  dispenser  of  justice  to  his 
subjects,  the  protector  and  defender  of  their  reli- 
gion, the  model  of  their  imitation,  and  the  sovereign 
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arbiter  of  life  and  death  in  the  execution  of  every 
legal  condemnation.  To  court  popularity  is  both 
derogatory  and  dangerous,  nor  should  he  who  is 
destined  to  rule  over  the  whole  condescend  to  put 
himself  in  the  league  of  a  party.  To  be  a  protector 
of  learning  and  a  patron  of  the  arts  is  worthy  of  a 
prince;  but  let  him  beware  how  he  sinks  himself 
into  a  pedant  or  a  virtuoso.  It  is  a  mean  talent 
which  excels  in  trifles  !  the  fine  arts  are  more  likely 
to  flourish  under  a  prince,  whose  ignorance  of  thsm 
is  qualified  by  general  and  impartial  good  will  to- 
wards their  professors,  than  by  one  who  is  himself 
a  dabbler;  for  such  will  always  have  their  favou- 
rites, and  favouritism  never  fails  to  irritate  the  mhids 
of  men  of  genius  concerned  in  the  same  studies,  and 
turns  the  spirit  of  emulation  into  the  gall  of  acri- 
mony. 

Above  all  things,  let  it  be  his  inviolable  maxim  to 
distinguish  strongly  and  pointedly  in  his  attentions 
between  men  of  virtuous  morals  and  men  of  vicious. 
There  is  nothing  so  glorious  and  at  the  same  time 
nothing  so  easy ;  if  his  countenance  is  turned  to 
men  of  principle  and  character,  if  he  bestows  his 
smile  upon  the  worthy  only,  he  need  be  at  little 
pains  to  frown  upon  the  profligate ;  all  such  vermin 
will  crawl  out  of  his  path  and  shrink  away  from  his 
presence.  Glittering  talents  will  be  no  passport 
for  dissolute  morals,  and  ambition  will  then  be  re- 
tained in  no  other  cause  but  that  of  virtue ;  men 
will  not  choose  crooked  passages  and  bye  alleys  to 
l)referment  when  the  broad  highway  of  honesty  is 
laid  open  and  straight  before  them.  A  prince, 
though  he  gives  a  good  example  in  his  own  person, 
what  does  he  profit  the  world  if  he  draws  it  back 
again  by  the  bad  example  of  those  whom  he  em- 
ploys and  favours?  Better  might  it  be  for  a  nation 
to  see  a  libertine  on  its  throne  surrounded  by  vir- 

VOL.  II.  c 
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tuous  counsellors,  than  to  contemplate  a  virtuous 
sovereign  delegating  his  authority  to  unprincipled 
and  licentious  servants. 

The  king  who  declares  his  resolution  of  coun- 
tenancing the  virtuous  only  aciongst  his  subjects, 
speaks  the  language  of  an  honest  man  :  if  he  makes 
good  his  declaration,  he  performs  the  functions  of 
one,  and  earns  the  blessings  of  a  righteous  king;  a 
life  of  glory  in  this  world,  and  an  immortality  of 
happiness  in  the  world  to  come. 


No.  LV. 


Noil  ernt  his  locus. 


There  is  a  certain  delicacy  in  some  men's  nature 
which,  though  not  absolutely  to  be  termed  a  moral 
attribute,  is  nevertheless  so  grateful  to  society  at 
large,  and  so  recommendatory  of  those  who  possess 
it,  that  even  the  best  and  worthiest  characters  can- 
not be  truly  pleasing  without  it.  I  know  not  how 
to  describe  it  better  than  by  saying  it  consists  in  a 
happy  discernment  of  "  times  and  seasons." 

Though  this  engaging  talent  cannot  positively  be 
called  a  virtue,  yet  it  seems  to  be  the  result  of 
many  virtuous  and  refined  endowments  of  the  mind 
which  produces  it;  for  when  we  see  any  man  so 
tenderly  considerate  of  our  feelings,  as  to  put  aside 
his  own  for  our  accommodation  and  repose,  and  to 
consult  opportunities  with  a  respectful  attention  to 
our  ease  and  leisure,  it  is  natural  to  us  to  think  fa- 
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vourably  of  such  a  tlisposition,  and  although  much 
of  his  discernment  may  be  the  effect  of  a  good  judg- 
ment and  proper  knowledge  of  the  world,  yet  there 
must  be  a  great  proportion  of  sensibility,  candour, 
diffidence,  and  natural  modesty  in  the  composition 
of  a  faculty  so  conciliating  and  so  graceful.  A  man 
may  have  many  good  qualities,  and  yet  if  he  is  un- 
acquainted with  the  world,  he  will  rarely  be  found 
to  understand  those  apt  and  happy  moments  of 
which  I  am  now  speaking;  for  it  is  a  knowledge 
not  to  be  gained  without  a  nice  and  accurate  obser- 
vation of  mankind,  and  even  when  that  observation 
has  given  it,  men,  who  are  wanting  in  the  natural 
good  qualities  above  described,  may  indeed  avail 
themselves  of  such  occasions  to  serve  a  purpose  of 
their  own,  but  without  a  good  heart  no  man  will  ap- 
ply his  experience  to  general  practice. 

But  as  it  is  not  upon  theories  that  I  MUsh  to  em- 
ploy these  papers,  I  shall  now  devote  the  remainder 
of  my  attention  to  such  rules  and  observations  as 
occur  to  me  upon  the  subject  of  the  times  and  sea- 
sons. 

Men,  who  in  the  fashionable  phrase  live  out  of 
the  world,  have  a  certain  awkwardness  about  them, 
which  is  for  ever  putting  them  out  of  their  place  in 
society,  whenever  they  are  occasionally  drawn  into 
it.  If  it  is  their  studies  which  have  sequestered 
them  from  the  world,  they  contract  an  air  of  pedan- 
try, which  can  hardly  be  endured  in  any  mixed  com- 
pany without  exposing  the  object  of  it  to  ridicule ; 
for  the  very  essence  of  this  contracted  habit  consists 
in  an  utter  ignorance  of  times  and  seasons.  Most  of 
that  class  of  men  who  are  occupied  in  the  education 
of  youth,  and  not  a  few  of  the  young  men  them- 
selves who  are  educated  by  them,  are  of  this  de- 
scription. We  meet  with  many  of  Jack  Lizard's 
cast  in  the  Spectator,  who  will  learnedly  maintain 
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there  is  no  heat  in  fire.  There  is  a  disputatious  pre- 
cision in  these  people,  which  lets  nothing  pass  in 
free  conversation,  that  is  not  mathematically  true; 
they  will  confute  a  jest  by  syllogism,  canvass  a 
merry  tale  by  cross  examination  and  dates,  work 
every  common  calculation  by  X  the  unknown  quan- 
tity, and  in  the  festive  sallies  of  imagination  convict 
the  witty  speaker  of  false  grammar,  and  nonsuit  all 
the  merriment  of  the  table. 

The  man  of  form  and  ceremony,  who  has  shaped 
his  manners  to  the  model  of  what  is  commonly  called 
The  Old  Court,  is  another  grand  defaulter  against 
times  and  seasons.  His  entrances  and  exits  are  to 
be  performed  with  a  stated  regularity;  he  measures 
his  devoirs  with  an  exactitude  that  bespeaks  him  a 
correct  interpreter  of  The  Red  Book  ;  pays  his  com- 
pliments with  a  minuteness  that  leaves  no  one  of 
your  family  unnamed,  inquires  after  the  health  of 
your  child  who  is  dead,  and  desires  to  be  kindly  re- 
membered to  your  wife,  from  whom  you  are  divorced. 
Nature  formed  him  in  straight  lines,  habit  has  stif- 
fened him  into  an  unrelenting  rigidity,  and  no  fami- 
liarity can  b?nd  him  out  of  the  upright.  The  un- 
educated squire  of  rustic  manners  forms  a  contrast 
to  this  character,  but  he  is  altogether  as  great  an 
intruder  upon  times  and  seasons,  and  his  total  want 
of  form  operates  to  the  annoyance  of  society  as  ef- 
fectually as  the  other's  excess.  There  cannot  be  in 
human  nature  a  more  terrible  thing  than  vulgar  fa- 
miliarity ;  a  low  bred  fellow,  who  aifects  to  put  him- 
self at  his  ease  amongst  his  superiors  and  be  plea- 
sant company  to  them,  is  a  nuisance  to  society; 
there  is  nothing  so  ill  understood  by  the  world  in 
general  as  familiarity  :  if  it  was  not  for  the  terror, 
which  men  have  of  the  very  troublesome  conse- 
quences of  condescension  to  their  inferiors,  there 
would  not  be  a  hundreth  part  of  that  pride  and  hold- 
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ing-  back  amongst  the  higher  ranks,  of  which  the 
low  are  so  apt  to  complain.  How  few  men  do  we 
meet  with  who,  when  the  heart  is  open  and  the 
channel  free,  know  how  to  keep  their  course  within 
the  buoys  and  marks  that  true  good  manners  have 
set  up  for  all  men  to  steer  by !  Jokes  out  of  sea- 
son, unpleasant  truths  touched  upon  incautiously, 
j)lumj)  questions  (as  they  are  called)  put  without  any 
preface  or  refinement,  manual  caresses  compounded 
of  hugs,  and  slaps,  and  squeezes,  more  resembling 
the  gambols  of  a  bear  than  the  actions  of  a  gentle- 
man, are  sure  to  follow  upon  the  overflowing  ebul- 
litions of  a  vulgar  familiarity  broke  loose  from  all 
restraints.  It  is  a  painful  necessity  men  of  sensibi- 
lity are  under,  when  they  find  themselves  compelled 
to  draw  back  from  the  eager  advances  of  an  honest 
heart,  only  because  the  shock  of  its  good  humour  is 
too  violent  to  be  endured;  it  is  very  wounding  to 
a  social  nature  to  check  festivity  in  any  degree,  but 
there  is  nothing  sinks  the  spirits  so  effectually  as 
boisterous  mirth,  nobody  so  apt  to  overact  his  cha- 
racter as  a  jolly  fellow,  and,  stunned  with  the  voci- 
feration of  his  own  tongue,  to  forget  that  every  other 
man  is  silent  and  suffering.  In  short,  it  is  a  very 
difficult  thing  to  be  properly  happy  and  well  pleased 
with  the  company  we  are  in ;  and  none  but  men  of 
good  education,  great  discernment,  and  nice  feel- 
ings know  how  to  be  familiar.  These  rural  gentry 
are  great  dealers  in  long  stories  of  their  own  unin- 
teresting achievements ;  they  require  of  you  to  at- 
tend to  the  narrative  of  their  paltry  squabbles  and 
bickerings  with  their  neighbours ;  they  are  ex- 
tremely eloquent  upon  the  laws  against  poachers, 
upon  turnpike  roads  and  new  enclosures,  and  all 
these  topics  they  will  thrust  in  by  the  neck  and 
shoulders  to  the  exclusion  of  all  others. 

Plain  speaking,   if  we  consider  it  simply  as  a 
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mark  of  truth  and  honesty,  is  doubtless  a  very  me- 
ritorious quality,  but  experience  teaches  that  it  is 
too  frequently  under  bad  management,  and  obtruded 
on  society  out  of  time  and  season  in  such  a  manner 
as  to  be  highly  inconvenient  and  oftensive.  People 
are  not  always  in  a  tit  humour  to  be  told  of  their 
faults,  and  these  plain  speaking  friends  sometimes 
perform  their  office  so  clumsily  that  we  are  inclined 
to  suspect  they  are  more  interested  to  bring  us  to 
present  shame  than  future  reformation.  It  is  a  com- 
mon observation  with  them,  when  things  turn  out 
amiss,  to  put  us  in  mind  how  they  dissuaded  us  from 
such  and  such  an  undertaking,  that  they  foresaw 
what  would  happen,  and  that  the  event  is  neither 
more  nor  less  than  they  expected  and  predicted. 
These  retorts,  cast  in  our  teeth  in  the  very  moment 
of  vexation,  are  what  few  tempers,  when  galled  with 
disappointment,  can  patiently  put  up  with;  they 
may  possibly  be  the  result  of  zeal  and  sincerity,  but 
they  are  so  void  of  contrivance,  and  there  is  so  little 
delicacy  in  the  timing  of  them,  that  it  is  a  very  rare 
case  indeed,  when  they  happen  to  be  well  understood 
and  kindly  taken.  The  same  want  of  sensibility 
towards  human  infirmities,  that  will  not  spare  us  in 
the  moments  of  vexation,  will  make  no  allowances 
for  the  mind's  debility  in  the  hours  of  grief  and  sor- 
row. If  a  friend  of  this  sort  surprises  us  in  the 
weakness  of  the  soul,  when  death  perhaps  has  rob- 
bed us  of  some  beloved  object,  it  is  not  to  contri- 
bute a  tear,  but  to  read  us  a  lecture,  that  he  comes ; 
when  the  heart  is  agonized,  the  temper  is  irritable, 
and  as  a  moralizer  of  this  sort  is  almost  sure  to  find 
his  admonitions  take  the  contrary  effect  from  what 
he  intended,  he  is  apt  to  mistake  an  occasional  im- 
patience in  us  for  a  natural  one,  and  leaves  us  with 
the  impression  that  we  are  men  who  are  ill  pre- 
pared against  the  common  vicissitudes  of  life,  and 
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endowed  with  a  very  small  share  of  fortitude  and 
resignation  :  this  early  misconception  of  our  charac- 
ter in  the  course  of  time  leads  him  to  another;  for  he 
no  sooner  finds  us  recovered  to  a  proper  temper  of 
mind  than  he  calls  to  mind  our  former  impatience, 
and,  comparing  it  with  our  present  tranquillity,  con- 
cludes upon  appearances,  that  we  are  men  of  light 
and  trivial  natures,  subject  indeed  to  fits  and  starts 
of  passion,  but  incapable  of  retention;  and  as  he  has 
then  a  fine  subject  for  displaying  his  powers  of 
plain  speaking,  he  reminds  us  of  our  former  inat- 
tention to  his  good  advice,  and  takes  credit  for 
having  told  us  over  and  over  again  that  we  ought 
not  to  give  way  to  violent  sorrow,  and  that  we 
could  not  change  the  course  of  things  by  our  com- 
plaining of  them.  Thus  for  want  of  calculating 
times  and  seasons  he  begins  to  think  despisingly  of 
us,  and  we  in  spite  of  all  his  sincerity  grow  tired  of 
him  and  dread  his  company. 

Before  I  quit  this  subject  I  must  also  have  a  word 
with  the  valetudinarians,  and  I  wish  from  my  heart 
I  could  cure  them  of  their  complaints^ — that  species 
I  mean  which  comes  under  my  notice  as  an  Observer, 
without  intruding  upon  the  more  important  province 
of  the  physician.  Now  as  this  island  of  ours  is 
most  happily  supplied  with  a  large  and  learned 
body  of  professors  under  every  medical  description 
and  character,  whether  operative  or  deliberative, 
and  all  these  stand  ready  at  the  call  and  devoted  to 
the  service  of  the  sick  or  maimed,  whether  it  be  on 
foot,  on  horseback,  or  on  wheels,  to  resort  to  them 
in  their  distresses,  it  cannot  be  for  want  of  help  that 
the  valetudinarian  states  his  case  to  all  companies  so 
promiscuously.  Let  the  whole  family  of  death  be 
arrayed  on  one  side,  and  the  whole  army  of  physic, 
regulars  and  irregulars,  be  drawn  out  on  the  other, 
and  I  will  venture  to  say  that  for  every  possible  dis- 
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ease  iu  tbe  ranks  of  the  besieger,  there  shall  be  a 
champion  in  the  garrison  ready  to  turn  out  and  give 
him  battle.  Let  all  who  are  upon  the  sick  list  in  the 
community  be  laid  out  between  the  camps,  and  let 
the  respective  combatants  fight  it  out  over  the  bo- 
dies, but  let  the  forces  of  life  and  health  have  no 
share  in  the  fray.  Why  should  their  peace  be  dis- 
turbed, or  their  society  contaminated  by  the  infec- 
tious communication?  It  is  as  much  out  of  time 
and  place  for  a  man  to  be  giving  the  diary  of  his 
disease  in  company,  who  are  met  for  social  purposes, 
as  it  is  for  a  doctor  to  be  talking  politics  or  scandal 
in  a  sick  man's  chamber  :  yet  so  it  is  that  each  party 
are  for  ever  out  of  character ;  the  chatterer  disgusts 
his  patient  by  an  inattention  to  his  complaints,  and 
the  valetudinarian  disgusts  his  company  by  the  enu- 
meration of  them,  and  both  are  equally  out  of  sea- 
son. 

Every  man's  observation  may  furnish  him  with  in- 
stances not  here  enumerated,  but  if  what  I  have  said 
shall  seem  to  merit  more  consideration  than  I  have 
been  able  to  give  it  in  the  compass  of  this  paper, 
my  readers  may  improve  upon  the  hint,  and  society 
cannot  fail  to  profit  by  their  reflections. 
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No.  LVI. 


Q  TpiffdXOioi 


AiravTEg  oi  (pvaiavTeg  t(p'  tavToiq  jiix^-' 
'AvTOi  yap  8/c  'iaaaiv  dv^pwira  (pvcriv. 

MENANDER.     Gubematoribus. 

"  O  wretched  mortals  by  false  pride  betrav'd. 
Ye  know  not  of  what  nature  man  is  made." 


Though  I  think  our  nation  can  never  be  accused 
of  want  of  charity,  yet  I  have  observed  with  much 
concern  a  poor  unhappy  set  of  men  amongst  us, 
whose  case  is  not  commiserated  as  it  ought  to  be; 
— and  as  I  would  gladly  contribute  any  thing  in  my 
power  towards  their  relief,  the  best  proof  I  can  give 
them  of  my  good  will  is  by  endeavouring  to  con- 
vince them  of  a  certain  truth,  which  all  the  world 
except  themselves  has  discovered  long  ago,  viz. 
"  That  a  proud  man  is  the  most  contemptible  being 
in  nature,"  Now  if  these  proud  men  to  whom  I  ad- 
dress myself,  and  for  whose  miserable  situation  I 
have  such  compassion,  shall  once  find  a  friend  to 
convince  them,  that  they  are  "  truly  the  most  con- 
temptible beings  in  nature,"  it  can  never  be  sup- 
posed they  will  persist  to  entertain  a  companion  in 
their  bosoms  who  aftbrds  them  so  little  pleasure,  and 
yet  involves  them  in  so  much  disgrace,  I  must  con- 
sider them  therefore  as  mistaken  rather  than  obsti- 
nate, and  treat  them  accordingly :  for  how  can  I 
suppose  there  would  be  such  an  absurdity  in  the 
world  as  a  proud  man,  if  the  poor  creature  was  not 
behindhand  with  the  rest  of  mankind  in  a  discovery 
that  concerns  himself  so  materially?  1  admit  in- 
deed that  piide  is  a  very  foolish  thing,  but  I  con- 
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tend  that  wise  men  are  sometimes  surprised  into  very- 
foolish  things,  and  if  a  little  friendly  hint  can  rescue 
them,  it  would  be  an  ill  natured  action  to  withhold 
the  information  :  "  If  you  are  proud,  you  are  a  fool" 
■ — says  an  old  Greek  author  called  Sotades — 'Av' 
a\a4ov?7c,  rwr'  dvoiac  iarl  (ppvuy/Lia — but  I  hope  a 
little  plain  English,  without  the  help  of  Sotades,  will 
serve  to  open  the  eyes  of  a  plain  Englishman,  and 
prevent  him  from  strutting  about  the  world  merely 
to  make  sport  for  his  neighbours ;  for  I  declare  in 
truth,  that  so  far  from  being  annoyed  and  made  sple- 
netic as  some  folks  are,  when  I  fall  into  company 
with  a  proud  fellow  creature,  I  feel  no  other  impulse 
than  of  pity,  with  now  and  then  a  small  propensity 
to  titter,  for  it  would  be  downright  rudeness  to  laugh 
in  a  man's  face  on  such  an  occasion  ;  and  it  hurts  me 
to  see  an  honest  gentleman,  who  may  have  many 
more  natural  good  qualities  than  he  himself  is  aware 
of,  run  about  from  house  to  house  only  to  make  sport 
for  the  scoffers,  and  take  a  world  of  pains,  and  put 
on  an  air  of  gravity  and  importance  for  no  better 
purpose  than  to  provoke  ridicule  and  contempt — 
"  Why  is  earth  and  ashes  proud?"  said  the  son  of 
Sirach ;  "  Pride  was  not  made  for  men." 

As  I  am  determined  to  put  these  poor  men  upon 
their  guard  in  all  points,  I  shall  remind  them  of  ano- 
ther error  they  are  in,  which  sadly  aggravates  their 
misfortunes,  and  which  arises  from  a  circumstance 
of  a  mere  local  nature,  viz.  "  That  England  is  the 
worst  country  a  proud  man  can  exhibit  himself  in." 
— I  do  really  wish  they  would  well  consider  the 
land  they  live  in ;  if  they  do  not  know,  they  ought 
to  be  told,  that  we  are  a  free  people  ;  that  freedom 
tends  to  make  us  independent  of  one  another,  fear- 
less in  our  persons,  warm  in  our  resentments,  bold 
of  tongue,  and  vindictive  against  insult;  England  is 
the  place  upon  earth,  where  a  proud  stomach  finds 
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the  least  to  feed  upon  :  indeed  it  is  the  only  stomach 
that  can  here  complain  of  its  entertainment :  if  the 
proud  man  thinks  it  will  be  sujSicient  to  pay  his  fine 
of  affability  to  his  neighbours  once  in  seven  years 
upon  a  parliamentary  canvass,  he  is  cruelly  mis- 
taken ;  the  common  people  in  this  country  have 
such  a  share  of  intuition,  understand  their  own 
strength  so  well,  and  scrutinize  into  the  weaknesses 
of  their  superiors  so  acutely,  that  they  are  neither 
to  be  deceived  nor  intimidated;  and  on  that  account 
(as  the  proud  man's  character  is  compounded  of  the 
impostor  and  the  bully)  they  are  the  very  worst 
people  he  can  deal  with.  A  man  may  strut  in  Spain, 
vapour  in  France,  or  kick  and  cuff  the  vulgar  as  he 
likes  in  Russia ;  he  may  sit  erect  in  his  palanquin 
in  India  without  dropping  his  eyes  upon  the  earth 
he  moves  over ;  but  if  he  carries  his  head  in  the  air 
here,  and  expects  the  crowd  to  make  way  for  him, 
he  will  soon  run  foul  of  somebody  that  will  make 
him  repent  of  his  stateliness.  Pride  then,  it  seems, 
not  only  exposes  a  man  to  contempt,  but  puts  him 
in  danger;  it  is  also  a  very  expensive  frolic,  if  he 
keeps  it  up  as  it  should  be  kept,  for  what  signifies 
his  being  proud,  if  there  is  not  somebody  always 
present  to  exercise  his  pride  upon  ?  He  must  there- 
fore of  necessity  have  a  set  of  humble  cousins  and 
toad-eaters  about  him ;  and  as  such  cattle  cannot 
be  had  for  nothing  in  this  country,  he  must  pay 
them  according  to  the  value  of  their  services;  com- 
mon trash  may  be  had  at  a  common  price,  but 
clever  fellows  know  their  own  consequence,  and 
will  stand  out  upon  terms  ;  If  Nebuchadnezzar  had 
not  had  "  all  people,  nations  and  languages"  at  his 
command,  he  might  have  called  til!  he  was  hoarse 
before  any  one  would  have  come  to  worship  his 
"image  in  the  plain  of  Dura;"  let  the  proud  man 
take   notice  withal   that  Nebuchadnezzar's  image 
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was  made  of  gold,  and  if  he  expects  to  be  wor- 
shiped by  all  people  after  this  fashion,  and  casts  him- 
self in  the  same  mould,  he  must  also  cast  himself  in 
the  same  metal.  Now  if  I  am  right  in  my  assertion, 
that  sycophants  bear  a  higher  price  in  England  than 
elsewhere  (and,  if  scarcity  makes  things  dear,  1 
trust  they  do),  let  the  proud  man  consider  if  it  be 
worth  his  while  to  pay  dear  for  bad  company,  when 
he  may  have  good  fellowship  at  an  easy  rate  :  here 
then  is  another  instance  of  his  bad  policy,  and  sure 
it  is  a  sorrowful  thing  to  be  poor  and  proud. 

That  I  may  thoroughly  do  my  duty  to  an  order  of 
men  to  whose  service  I  dedicate  this  short  essay,  I 
must  not  omit  to  mention  that  it  behoves  a  proud 
man  in  all  places  and  on  all  occasions  to  preserve 
an  air  of  gloominess  and  melancholy,  and  never  to 
suft'er  so  vulgar  an  expression  as  mirth  or  laughter 
to  disarrange  the  decorum  of  his  features:  other 
men  will  be  apt  to  make  merry  with  his  humour, 
but  he  must  never  be  made  merry  by  theirs :  in 
this  respect  he  is  truly  to  be  pitied,  for  if  once  he 
grows  sociable  he  is  undone.  On  the  contrary,  he 
must  for  ever  remain  in  the  very  predicament  of  the 
proud  man  described  in  the  fragment  of  Euripides's 
Ixion — <P(\o(<,'  d/LiiKTOt:  kui  TrdtDjiroXti — Urbi  atqve 
amicfs  paiitcr  insociabilis.  He  must  have  no  friend, 
for  that  would  be  to  admit  an  equal ;  he  must  take 
no  advice,  for  that  would  be  to  acknowledge  a  su- 
perior. Such  society  as  he  can  find  in  his  own 
thoughts,  and  such  wisdom  as  he  was  sent  into  the 
world  with,  such  he  must  go  on  with  :  as  wit  is  not 
absolutely  annexed  to  pedigree  in  this  country,  and 
arts  and  sciences  sometimes  condescend  to  throw 
their  beams  upon  the  low  born  and  the  humble,  it  is 
not  jMJssible  for  the  proud  man  to  descend  amongst 
them  for  information  and  society  ;  if  truth  does  not 
hang  within  his  reach,  he  will  never  dive  into  a  well 
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to  fetch  it  up.  His  errors,  like  some  arguments,  move 
ill  a  circle:  tor  his  pride  begets  ignorance,  and  his 
ignorance  begets  pride :  and  thus  in  the  end  he  has 
more  reasons  for  being  melancholy  than  Master 
Stephen  had,  not  only  because  it  is  gentlemanlike, 
but  because  he  can't  help  it,  and  don't  know  how  to 
be  merry. 

I  might  enumerate  many  more  properties  of  this 
contemptible  character,  but  these  are  enough,  and  a 
proud  man  is  so  dull  a  fellow  at  best,  that  I  shall 
gladly  take  my  leave  of  him ;  I  confess  also  that  I 
am  not  able  to  treat  the  subject  in  any  other  than  a 
vague  and  desultory  manner,  for  I  know  not  how 
to  define  it  myself,  and  at  the  same  time  am  not 
reconciled  to  any  other  definition  of  pride  which  I 
have  met  in  Mr.  Locke's  essay  or  elsewhere.  It  is 
called  a  passion,  and  yet  it  has  not  the  essentials  of 
a  passion ;  for  I  can  bring  to  mind  nothing  under 
that  description  which  has  not  reference  either  to 
God,  to  our  fellow  creatures,  or  to  ourselves.  The 
sensual  passions  for  instance,  of  v.'hatever  sort,  have 
their  end  in  selfish  gratification  ;  the  generous  attri- 
butes, such  as  valour,  friendship,  public  spirit,  mu- 
nificence, and  contempt  of  danger,  have  respect  to 
our  fellow  creatures  :  they  look  for  their  account  in 
an  honourable  fame,  in  the  enjoyment  of  present 
praise,  and  in  the  anticipation  of  that  which  poste- 
rity shall  bestow ;  whilst  the  less  ostentatious  and 
purer  virtues  of  self  denial,  resignation,  humility, 
piety,  forbearance,  and  many  others,  are  addressed 
to  (rod  alone,  they  offer  no  gratification  to  self,  they 
seek  for  no  applause  from  man :  but  in  which  of 
these  three  general  classes  shall  we  discover  the 
passion  of  pride  ?  I  have  indeed  sometimes  seen  it 
under  the  cloak  of  religion,  but  nothing  can  be  more 
opposite  to  the  practice  of  it.  It  is  in  vain  to 
inquire  for  it  amongst  the  generous  and  social  attri- 
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butes,  for  its  place  is  no  where  to  be  found  in  so- 
ciety ;  and  I  am  equally  at  a  loss  to  think  how  that 
can  be  called  a  selfish  gratification,  which  brings 
nothing  home  to  a  man's  heart  but  mortification, 
contempt,  abhorrence,  secret  discontent,  and  public 
ridicule.  It  is  composed  of  contraries,  and  founded 
in  absurdity ;  for  at  the  same  time  that  it  cannot 
subsist  without  the  world's  respect,  it  is  so  consti- 
tuted as  never  to  obtain  it.  Anger  is  proverbially 
termed  a  short  madness,  but  pride  methinks  is  a  per- 
petual one :  if  I  had  been  inclined  to  use  a  softer 
word,  I  would  have  called  it  folly;  I  do  confess  I 
have  often  seen  it  in  that  more  venial  character,  and 
therefore,  not  to  decide  upon  the  point  too  hastily,  1 
shall  leave  the  proud  man  to  make  his  choice,  be- 
tween folly  and  madness,  and  take  out  his  commis- 
sion from  which  party  he  sees  fit. 

Good  Heaven !  how  pleasant,  how  complacent 
to  itself  and  others  is  an  humble  disposition  !  To 
a  soul  so  tempered  how  delightfully  life  passes  in 
brotherly  love  and  simplicity  of  manners  !  Every 
eye  bestows  the  cheering  look  of  approbation  upon 
the  humble  man  :  every  brow  frowns  contempt  upon 
the  proud.  Let  me  therefore  advise  every  gentle- 
man, when  he  finds  himself  inclined  to  take  up  the 
character  of  pride,  to  consider  well  whether  he  can 
be  quite  proud  enough  for  all  purposes  of  life  ;  whe- 
ther his  pride  reaches  to  that  pitch  as  to  meet  uni- 
versal contempt  with  indifference :  whether  it  will 
bear  him  out  against  mortification,  when  he  finds 
himself  excluded  from  society,  and  understands 
that  he  is  ridiculed  by  every  body  in  it :  whether  it 
is  convenient  to  him  always  to  walk  with  a  stiff 
back  and  a  stern  countenance ;  and  lastly,  whether 
he  is  perfectly  sure  that  he  has  that  strength  and 
self-support  in  his  own  human  iiature  as  may  defy 
the  power  and  set  at  nought  the  favour  of  God, 
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who  resisteth   the  proud,   but   r/iveth  grace   to  the 
humble. 

There  is  yet  another  little  easy  process  which  I 
would  recommend  to  him  as  a  kind  of  probationary 
rehearsal  before  he  performs  in  public  :  I  am  per- 
suaded it  will  not  be  amiss  if  he  first  runs  over  a 
few  of  his  airs  and  graces  by  himself  in  his  own 
closet :  let  him  examine  himself  from  head  to  foot 
in  his  glass,  and  if  he  finds  himself  no  handsomer, 
no  stronger,  no  taller  than  the  rest  of  his  fellow 
creatures,  he  may  venture  without  risk  to  con- 
clude that  he  like  them  is  a  man,  and  nothing  more. 
Having  settled  this  point,  and  taken  place  in  the 
human  creation,  he  may  next  proceed  to  consider 
what  that  place  ought  to  be  ;  for  this  purpose  he 
may  consult  his  pedigree  and  his  rentroll,  and  if 
upon  a  careful  perusal  of  these  documents  he  shall 
lind  (as  most  likely  he  will),  that  he  is  not  decidedly 
the  noblest  and  the  richest  man  in  the  world,  per- 
haps he  will  see  no  good  cause  why  he  should  strut 
over  the  face  of  it  as  if  it  was  his  own  :  I  would 
then  have  him  go  back  to  his  glass  and  set  his  fea- 
tures in  order  for  the  very  proudest  and  most  arro- 
gant look  he  can  put  on  ;  let  hira  Ivnit  his  brow, 
stretch  his  nostrils,  and  bite  his  lips  with  all  the 
dignity  he  can  summon:  and  after  this,  when  he 
has  reversed  the  experiment  by  softening  them  into 
a  mild  complacent  look  with  as  much  benignity  as 
he  can  tind  in  his  heart  to  bestow  upon  them,  let 
him  ask  himself  honestly  and  fairly  which  character 
best  becomes  him,  and  whether  he  does  not  look 
more  like  a  man  with  some  humanity  than  without 
it:  I  would  in  the  next  place  have  him  call  his 
understanding  to  a  short  audit,  and  upon  casting  up 
the  sum  total  of  his  wit,  learning,  talents,  and  ac- 
complishments, compute  the  balance  between  others 
and  himself,  and  if  it  shall  turn  out  that  his  stock  of 
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all  these  is  not  the  prodigious  thing  it  ought  to  be, 
and  even  greater  than  all  other  men's,  he  will  do 
well  to  husband  it  with  a  little  frugal  humility.  The 
last  thing  he  must  do  (and  if  he  does  nothing  else  I 
should  hope  it  would  be  sufficient),  is  to  take  down 
his  Bible  from  the  shelf  and  look  out  for  the  parable 
of  the  Pharisee  and  Publican ;  it  is  a  short  story 
and  soon  read,  but  the  moral  is  so  much  to  his  pur- 
pose, that  he  may  depend  upon  it,  if  that  does  not 
correct  his  pride,  his  pride  is  incorrigible,  and  all 
the  Observers  in  the  world  will  be  but  waste  paper 
in  his  service. 


No.  LVII. 


MaKfipiog  oaTiq  ovffiav  leat  vovv  £X*'* 
Xpfjrai  yap  ovTog  hq  d  8tT  ravTi]  koXwq'' 
O'vTtx)  fjiU'^tiv  Sh  TTcivTci  Kat  TrXoi'Toi^  cpiptu]. 
Aa\)ifXoavvii]q  yap  yivtr  iv'ioiQ  a'lVtoc. 

MENANDER  CIRCULATORE. 

Abundance  is  a  blessing  to  the  wise; 

The  use  of  riches  in  discretion  lies: 

Learn  this,  ye  men  of  wealth — a  heavy  purse 

In  a  fool's  pocket  is  a  heavy  curse. 


There  are  so  many  striking  advantages  in  the  pos- 
session of  wealth,  that  the  inheritance  of  a  great 
estate,  devolving  upon  a  man  in  the  vigour  of  mind 
and  body,  appears  to  the  eye  of  speculation  as  a  lot 
of  singular  felicity. 

There  are  some  countries  where  no  subject  can 
properly  be  said  to  be  independent;  but  in  a  con- 
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stitution  so  happily  tempered  as  ours,  that  blessing- 
seems  peculiarly  annexed  to  affluence.  The  Eng- 
lish landed  gentleman  who  can  set  his  foot  upon 
his  own  soil  and  say  to  all  the  world — This  is  my 
freehold;  the  law  defends  my  right:  Touch  it  who 
dare! — is  surely  as  independent  as  any  man  within 
the  rules  of  society  can  be,  so  long  as  he  encumbers 
himself  by  no  exceedings  of  expense  beyond  the 
compass  of  his  income.  If  a  great  estate  therefore 
gives  a  man  independence,  it  gives  him  that  which 
all  who  do  not  possess  it  seem  to  sigh  for. 

When  I  consider  the  numberless  indulgences 
which  are  the  concomitants  of  a  great  fortune,  and 
the  facility  it  atibrds  to  the  gratitication  of  every 
generous  passion,  1  am  mortified  to  find  how  few 
who  are  possessed  of  these  advantages  avail  them- 
selves of  their  situation  to  any  worthy  purposes. 
That  happy  temper  which  can  preserve  a  medium 
between  dissipation  and  avarice  is  not  often  to  be 
found,  and  where  1  meet  one  man  who  can  laudably 
acquit  himself  under  the  test  of  prosperity,  I  could 
instance  numbers  who  deport  themselves  with  ho- 
nour under  the  visitation  of  adversity.  Man  must 
be  in  a  certain  degree  the  artificer  of  his  own  hap- 
piness :  the  tools  and  materials  may  be  put  into  his 
hands  by  the  bounty  of  Providence,  but  the  work- 
manship must  be  his  own. 

I  lately  took  a  journey  into  a  distant  county  upon 
a  visit  to  a  gentleman  of  fortune,  whom  I  shall  call 
Attains.  I  had  never  seen  him  since  his  accession 
to  a  very  considerable  estate ;  and  as  I  have  met 
with  few  acquaintance  in  life  of  more  pleasant  qua- 
lities, or  a  more  social  temper  than  Attalus,  before 
this  great  property  unexpectedly  deyolved  upon 
him,  I  flattered  myself  that  fortune  had  in  this  in- 
stance bestowed  her  favours  upon  one  who  deserved 
them;  and  that  I  should  find  in  Attalus's  society 

D'2 
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the  pleasing  gratification  of  seeing  all  those  max- 
ims which  I  had  hitherto  revolved  in  my  mind  as 
matter  of  speculation  only,  now  brought  forth  into 
actual  practice;  for  amongst  all  my  observations 
upon  human  affairs,  few  have  given  me  greater  and 
more  frequent  disappointment,  than  the  almost  ge- 
neral abuse  of  riches.  Those  rules  of  liberal  eco- 
nomy which  would  make  wealth  a  blessing  to  its 
owner  and  to  all  he  were  connected  with,  seem  so 
obvious  to  me  who  have  no  other  interest  in  the 
subject  than  what  meditation  affords,  that  I  am  apt 
to  wonder  how  men  can  make  such  false  estimates 
of  the  true  enjoyments  of  life,  and  wander  out  of 
the  way  of  happiness,  to  which  the  heart  and  under- 
standing seem  to  point  the  road  too  plainly  to  admit 
of  a  mistake. 

With  these  sanguine  expectations  I  pursued  my 
journey  towards  the  magnificent  seat  of  Attains, 
and  in  my  approach  it  was  with  pleasure  I  remarked 
the  beauty  of  the  country  about  it ;  I  recollected 
how  much  he  used  to  be  devoted  to  rural  exercises, 
and  I  found  him  situated  in  the  very  spot  most  fa- 
vourable to  his  beloved  amusements ;  the  soil  was 
clean,  the  hills  easy,  and  the  downs  were  chequered 
with  thick  copses,  that  seemed  the  finest  nurseries 
in  nature  for  a  sportsman's  game.  When  I  entered 
upon  his  ornamented  demesne,  nothing  could  be 
more  enchanting  than  the  scenery  ;  the  ground  was 
finely  shaped  into  hill  and  vale;  the  horizon  every 
where  bold  and  romantic,  and  the  hand  of  art  had 
evidently  improved  the  workmanship  of  nature  with 
consummate  taste  ;  upon  the  broken  declivity  stately 
groves  of  beech  were  happily  disposed  ;  the  lawn 
was  of  the  finest  verdure,  gently  sloping  from  the 
house ;  a  rapid  river  of  the  purest  transparency  ran 
through  it,  and  fell  over  a  rocky  channel  into  a 
noble  lake  within  view  of  the  mans-ion  ;  behind  this 
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upon  the  northern  and  eastern  flanks  I  could  dis- 
cern the  tops  of  very  stately  trees,  that  sheltered  a 
spacious  enclosure  of  pleasure  ground  and  gardens, 
with  all  the  delicious  accompaniments  of  hothouses 
and  conservatories. 

It  was  a  scene  to  seize  the  imagination  with  rap- 
ture :  a  poet's  language  would  have  run  spontane- 
ously into  metre  at  the  sight  of  it.  "  What  a  sub- 
ject," said  I  within  myself  "  is  here  present  for 
those  ingenious  bards  who  have  the  happy  talent  of 
describing  nature  in  her  fairest  forms  !  Oh  !  that  I 
could  plant  the  delightful  author  of  The  Task  in 
this  very  spot !  perhaps  whilst  his  eye — in  a  fine 
phrensy  rolling — glanced  over  this  enchanting  pros- 
pect, he  might  burst  forth  into  the  following,  or 
something  like  the  following  rhapsody — ' 


Bless'd  above  men,  if  he  perceives  and  feels 
The  blessings  he  is  heir  to,  He  !  to  whom 
His  provident  forefathers  have  bequeathed 
In  this  fair  district  of  their  native  isle 
A  free  inheritance,  compact  and  clear. 
How  sweet  the  vivifying  dawn  to  him 
Who  with  a  fond  paternal  eye  can  trace 
Beloved  scenes,  where  rivers,  groves  and  lawns 
Rise  at  the  touch  of  the  Orphean  hand. 
And  Nature,  like  a  docile  child,  repays 
Her  kind  disposer's  care  !  Master  and  friend 
Of  all  that  blooms  or  breathes  within  the  verge 
Of  this  wide  stretch'd  horizon,  he  surveys 
His  upland  pastures  white  with  fleecy  flocks, 
Rich  meadows  dappled  o'er  with  grazing  herds. 
And  valleys  waving  thick  with  golden  grain. 

Where  can  the  world  display  a  fairer  scene? 
And  what  has  Nature  for  the  sons  of  men 
Better  provided  than  this  happy  isle; 
Mark!  how  she's  girded  by  hor  watery  zone. 
Whilst  all  the  neighbouring  continent  is  treuch'd 
And  furrow'd  with  the  ghastly  seams  of  war: 
Barriers  and  forts,  and  arm'd  battalions  stand 
On  the  fierce  confines  of  each  rival  state, 
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Jealous  (o  guard,  or  eager  to  invade ; 

Between  their  hostile  camps  a  field  of  blood, 

Behind  them  desolation  void  and  drear. 

Where  at  the  summons  of  the  surly  drum 

The  rising  and  the  setting  sun  reflects 

Nought  but  the  gleam  of  arms,  now  here,  now  there 

Flashing  amain,  as  the  bright  phalanx  moves: 

Wasteful  and  wide  the  blank  in  Nature's  map, 

And  far  far  distant  where  the  scene  begins 

Of  human  habitation,  thinly  group'd 

Over  the  meagre  earth  ;  for  there  no  youth 

No  sturdy  peasant,  who  with  limbs  and  strength 

Might  fill  the  gaps  of  battle,  dares  approach  ; 

Old  age  instead,  with  weak,  and  trembling  hand, 

Feebly  solicits  the  indignant  soil 

For  a  precarious  meal,  poor  at  the  best. 

Oh  Albion,  oh,  bless'd  isle,  on  whose  white  cliffs 
Peace  builds  her  halcyon  nest,  thou  who,  embraced 
By  the  uxorious  ocean,  sitst  secure. 
Smiling  and  gay,  and  crown'd  with  every  wreath 
That  Art  can  fashion  or  rich  Commerce  waft 
To  deck  thee  like  a  bride,  compare  these  scenes 
With  pity  not  with  scorn,  and  let  thy  heart, 
Not  wanton  with  prosperity,  but  warm 
With  grateful  adoration,  send  up  praise 
To  the  great  Giver — thence  thy  blessings  come. 

The  soft  luxurious  nations  will  complain 
Of  thy  rude  wintry  clime,  and  chide  the  winds 
That  ruffle  their  fine  forms  ;  trembling  they  view 
The  boisterous  barrier  that  defends  thy  coast, 
Nor  dare  to  pass  it  till  their  pilot  bird, 
The  winter-sleeping  swallow,  points  the  way; 
But  envy  not  their  suns,  and  sigh  not  thou 
For  the  clear  azure  of  their  cloudless  skies ; 
The  same  strong  blast  that  beds  the  knotted  oak 
Firm  in  his  clay-bound  cradle,  nerves  the  arm 
Of  the  stout  hind,  who  fells  him  to  the  ground. 
These  are  the  manly  offspring  of  our  isle ; 
Theirs  are  the  pure  delights  of  rural  life. 
Freedom  their  birthright  and  their  dwelling  peace; 
The  vine,  that  mantles  o'er  their  cottage  roof, 
Gives  them  a  shade  no  tyrant  dares  to  spoil. 

Mark  !  how  the  sturdy  peasant  breasts  the  storm. 
The  white  snow  sleeting  o'er  his  brawny  chest ; 
He  heeds  it  not,  but  carols  as  he  goes 
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Some  jocund  measure  or  love-ditty,  soon 

In  sprightlier  key  and  happier  accent  sung 

To  the  kind  wench  at  home,  whose  ruddy  cheeks 

Shall  thaw  the  icy  winter  on  his  lips, 

And  melt  his  frozen  features  into  joy. 

But  who  that  ever  lieard  the  hunter's  shout, 

When  the  shrill  fox-hound  doubles  on  the  scent. 

Which  of  you,  sons  and  fathers  of  the  chase. 

Which  of  your  hardy,  bold,  adventurous  band 

Will  pine  and  murmur  for  Italian  skies? 

Hark  !   from  the  covert  side  your  game  is  view'd  ! 

Music,  which  none  but  British  dryads  hear. 

Shouts,  wiiich  no  foreign  echoes  can  repeat, 

Ring  through  the  hollow  wood  and  sweep  the  vale. 

Now,  now,  ve  joyous  sportsmen,  ye  whose  hearts 

Are  unison'd  to  the  ecstatic  cry 

Of  the  full  pack,  now  give  jour  steeds  the  rein  ! 

Yours  is  the  day — mine  was,  and  is  no  more  : 

Yet  ever  as  I  hear  you  in  the  wind. 

Though  chill'd  and  hovering  o'er  my  winter  hearth, 

Forth,  like  some  Greenwich  veteran,  if  chance 

The  conquering  name  of  Rodney  meets  his  ear. 

Forth  1  must  come  to  share  the  gladening  sound, 

To  show  my  scars  and  boast  of  former  feats. 

They  say  our  clime's  inconstant,  changeful — True  ! 
It  gives  the  lie  to  all  astrology, 
Makes  the  diviner  mad  and  almost  mocks 
Philosophy  itself;  Cameleonlike 
Our  sky  puts  on  all  colours,  blushing  now, 
Now  lowering  like  a  froward  pettish  child  ; 
This  hour  a  zephyr,  and  the  next  a  storm. 
Angry  and  pleased  by  fits — Yet  take  our  clime, 
Take  it  for  all  in  all,  and  day  by  day 
Through  all  the  varying  seasons  of  the  year, 
For  the  mihd's  vigour  and  (he  body's  strength, 
Where  is  its  rival .' — Beauty  is  its  own  : 
Not  the  voluptuous  region  of  the  Nile, 
Not  aromatic  India's  spicy  breath. 
Nor  evening  breeze  from  Tagus,  Rhone,  or  Loire 
Can  tinge  the  maiden  cheek  with  bloom  so  fresh. 
Here,  too,  if  exercise  and  temperance  call, 
Health  shall  obey  their  summons;  every  fount, 
Each  rilling  stream  conveys  it  to  our  lips ; 
In  every  zephyr  we  inhale  her  breath  ; 
The  shepherd  tracks  her  in  the  morning  dew, 
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As  o'er  the  grassy  down  or  to  the  heath 

Streaming  with  fragrance  he  conducts  his  flock. 

But  oh  !  defend  me  from  the  baneful  east. 

Screen  me,  ye  groves!  ye  interposing  hills 

Rise  up  and  cover  me!  Agues  and  rheums. 

All  Holland's  marshes  strike  me  in  the  gale! 

Like  Egypt's  blight  his  breath  is  all  alive  : 

His  very  dew  is  poison,  honey  sweet. 

Teeming  with  putrefaction  ;  in  his  fog 

The  locust  and  the  caterpillar  swarm. 

And  vegetable  nature  falls  before  them : 

Open  all  quarters  else,  and  blow  upon  me. 

But  bar  that  gate,  O  regent  of  the  winds! 

It  gives  the  food  that  melancholy  dotes  on, 

The  quickener  that  provokes  the  slanderer's  spleen, 

Makes  green  the  eye  of  Jealousy,  and  feeds 

The  swelling  gorge  of  Envy  till  it  bursts: 

'Tis  now  the  poet's  unpropitious  hour; 

The  student  trims  his  midnight  lamp  in  vain. 

And  beauty  fades  upon  the  painter's  eye  : 

Hang  up  thy  pallet,  Romney  !  and  convene 

The  ga>'  companions  of  thy  social  board  ; 

Apelles'  self  would  throw  his  pencil  by. 

And  swear  the  skies  conspired  against  his  art. 

But  what  must  Europe's  softer  climes  endure, 
Thy  coast,  Calabria  !  or  the  neighbouring  isle. 
Of  ancient  Ceres  once  the  fruitful  seat? 
Where  is  the  bloom  of  Enna's  flowery  field, 
Mellifluous  Hybla,  and  the  golden  vale 
Of  rich  Panormus,  when  the  fell  Siroc, 
Hot  from  the  furnace  of  the  Libyan  sands, 
Breathes  all  its  plagues  upon  them  ?    Hapless  isle, 
Why  must  I  call  to  mind  thy  past  renown? 
Is  it  this  desolating  blast  alone 
That  strips  thy  verdure  ?     Is  it  in  the  gulf 
Of  yawning  earthquakes  that  thy  glory  sinks? 
Or  hath  the  flood  that  thundering  jEtna  pours 
From  her  convulsed  and  flaming  entrails  whelm'd 
In  one  wide  ruin  every  noble  spark 
Of  pristine  virtue,  genius,  n  isdoun,  wit  ? 
Ah  no  !  the  elements  are  not  in  fault; 
Nature  is  still  the  same  :  'Tis  not  the  blast 
From  Afric's  burning  sands,  it  is  the  breath 
Of  Spain's  desj)Otic  master  lays  thee  low; 
'Tis  not  alone  the  quaking  earth  that  reels 
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Under  thy  tottering  cities,  'tis  the  fall 

Of  freedom,  'tis  the  pit  which  slavery  digs, 

That  buries  every  virtue  ;  'tis  the  flood 

Of  superstition,  the  insatiate  fires 

Of  persecuting  zealots  that  devour  thee; 

These  are  the  Titans  that  disturb  thy  peace, 

This  is  thy  grave,  O  Sicily  !  the  hell 

Deeper  than  that  which  heathen  poets  feign'd 

Under  thy  burning  mountain,  that  engulfs 

Jjach  grace  and  every  muse,  arts,  arms,  and  all 

That  elegance  inspires  or  fame  records. 
Return,  ye  victims  of  caprice  and  spleen. 

Ye  summer  friends,  daughters  more  fitly  call'd 

Than  sons  of  Albion,  to  your  native  shores 

Return,  self  exiles  as  you  are,  and  face 

This  only  tyrant  which  our  isle  endures, 

This  hoary  headed  terror  of  the  year. 

Stern  Winter — What,  though  in  his  icy  chains 

Imprison'd  for  a  time  e'en  Father  Thames 

Checks  his  imperial  current  and  beholds 

His  wealthy  navigation  in  arrest, 

Yet  soon,  like  Perseus,  on  his  winged  steed. 

Forth  from  the  horns  of  tlie  celestial  ram 

Spring,  his  deliverer,  comes — down,  down  at  once 

The  frighted  monster  dives  into  the  earth. 

Or  bursts  asunder  with  a  hideous  crash. 

As  through  his  stubborn  ribs  the'  all  conquering  sun 

Drives  his  refulgent  spear:  the  ransom'd  floods, 

As  at  a  signal,  rise  and  clap  their  hands; 

The  mountains  shout  for  joy  ;  the  laughing  hours 

Dance  o'er  the  eastern  hills,  and  in  the  lap 

Of  marriageable  earth  their  odours  fling. 

Wreaths  of  each  vernal  flowret,  whilst  the  choir 

Of  feather'd  songsters  make  the  groves  resound 

With  Nature's  hymenasals — all  is  joy. 

Hail,  bounteous  Spring!  primeval  season,  hail! 
Nature's  glad  herald  !  who  to  all  the  tribes 
That  link  creation's  scale,  from  lordly  man 
To  the  small  insect,  that  eludes  his  sight, 
Proclaims  that  universal  law  of  life. 
The  first  great  blessing  of  the  new  born  world, 
'  Increase  and  multiply  !' — No  sooner  heard 
By  sultry  climes,  than  straight  the  rebel  sun 
Mounts  his  bright  throne,  and  o'er  the  withering  eartii 
Scatters  his  bold  Titaniau  fires  around. 
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And  cancels  Heaven's  high  edict;  Nature  feels 

Quick  growth  and  quick  decay  ;  the  verdant  scene 

Glitters  awhile,  and  vanishes  at  once. 

Not  such  the  tints  that  Albion's  landscape  wears, 

Her  mantle,  dipp'd  in  never  fading  green, 

Keeps  fresh  its  vernal  honours  through  the  year ; 

Soft  dewdrops  nurse  her  rose's  maiden  bloom, 

And  genial  showers  refresh  her  vivid  lawn. 

Through  other  lands  indignant  of  delay 

Spring  travels  homeward  with  a  stranger's  haste; 

Here  he  reposes,  dwells  upon  the  scene 

Enamour'd,  native  here  prolongs  his  stay, 

And  when  his  fiery  successor  at  length 

Warns  him  from  hence,  with  lingering  step  and  slow. 

And  many  a  stream  of  falling  tears  he  parts, 

Like  one,  whom  surly  creditors  arrest 

In  a  fond  consort's  arms,  and  force  him  thence. 

But  now,  my  muse,  to  humbler  themes  descend  ! 
'Tis  not  for  me  to  paint  the  various  gifts 
Which  freedom,  science,  art,  or  favouring  Heaven 
Shower  on  my  native  isle;  quench'd  are  the  fires 
Which  young  ambition  kindled  in  my  breast ; 
Morning  and  noon  of  life's  short  day  are  pass'd. 
And  what  remains  for  me  ere  night  comes  on, 
But  one  still  hour  perchance  of  glimmering  eve 
For  sober  contemplation  ?     Come,  my  Muse, 
Come  then  !  and  as  from  some  high  mountain's  top 
The  careful  shepherd  counts  his  straggling  flock. 
So  will  we  take  one  patient  la'it  survey 
Of  this  unquiet,  babbling,  anxious  world  ; 
We'll  scan  it  with  a  calm  but  curious  eye  ; 
Silence  and  solitude  are  all  our  own; 
Theirs  is  the  tumult,  theirs  the  throng;  my  soul 
Js  fitted  to  the  task— for,  oh  fair  truth  ! 
Yet  I  am  thine,  on  thy  perennial  base 
I  will  inscribe  my  monumental  verse; 
And  though  my  heart  with  kindred  ardour  beats 
To  every  brave  compatriot,  yet  no  ties. 
Though  dignified  with  friendship's  specious  name. 
Shall  shackle  my  free  mind,  nor  any  space 
Less  than  the  world's  wide  compass  bound  my  love. 

No  more  ;  for  now  the  hospitable  gates 
Of  wealthy  Attains  invite  their  guest; 
I  paused  and  look'd,  and  yielding  to  the  wish 
That  fortune  had  bequeath'd  me  such  a  lot. 


57.  OBSERVER.  37 

A  momentary  sigh  surprised  my  heart : 

Flocks,  herds,  and  fields  of  golden  grain,  of  these 

I  envied  not  the  owner;  but  I  saw 

The  curling  smoke  from  cottages  ascend. 

And  heard  the  merry  din  of  childish  sports; 

I  saw  the  peasant  stooping  to  his  plough 

And  whistling  time  away:   I  met  a  form 

Fair  as  a  fabled  nymph  ;  Nature  had  spread 

Her  toilette,  Health  her  handmaid  dealt  the  bloom. 

Simplicity  attired  her;  by  the  copse 

Skirting  the  horn  beam  row,  where  violets  bud 

And  the  first  primrose  opens  to  the  spring, 

"With  her  fond  lover  arm  in  arm  she  w.ilk'd, 

Not  with  the  stealthy  step  and  harlot  leer 

Of  guilty  assignation,  nor  unnerved 

By  midnight  feast  or  revel,  but  in  prime 

Of  youth  and  health  and  beauty's  genuine  glow  : 

I  mark'd  the  conscious  look  of  honest  truth, 

That  greets  the  passenger  w  ith  eye  direct. 

Nor  fears  nor  meditates  surprise;  my  heart 

Yearn'd  at  the  sight,  and  as  they  pass'd  I  cried — 

"  Why  was  it  not  my  fortune  to  have  said 

Go  and  be  happy  .'" — On  a  rising  slope 

Full  to  the  south  the  stately  mansion  stands, 

Where  dwells  the  master  of  this  rich  domain  ; 

Plain  and  of  chaste  proportion  the  device. 

Not  libel'd  and  bedaub'd  with  tawdrj'  frize 

Or  laced  pilaster,  patch'd  with  refuse  scraps. 

Like  that  fraternal  pile  on  Thames's  bank, 

Which  draws  its  title  not  its  taste  from  Greece. 

Happy  !   if  there  in  rural  peace  he  dwells, 
Untortured  by  ambition,  and  enjoys 
An  eye  for  nature  and  a  heart  for  man. 


VOL.  n. 
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No.  LVIII. 


OvK  icaficu  nXiiTtlv  «r'  ? np^Ojuai,  aXX<i  ^loi  thj 
Zj]v  ciTTO  Twv  oXiywv  (.lyjciv  iy^oi'Ti  kukov. 

Theognis. 

"  I  ask  not  wealth;  let  me  enjoy 
A  bumble  lot  without  annoy  !" 


Upon  my  arrival  at  the  house  I  was  shown  into  a 
small  room  in  the  base  stoiy-,  which  the  owner  of 
this  fine  place  usually  occupied,  and  in  which  he 
now  received  me :  here  I  had  been  but  a  very  few 
minutes  before  he  proposed  to  show  me  the  house, 
and  for  that  purpose  conducted  me  up  stairs  to  the 
grand  apartment,  and  from  thence  made  the  entire 
tour,  without  excepting  any  one  of  the  bed  cham- 
bers, offices,  or  even  closets  in  the  house  :  1  cannot 
say  my  friend  Attains  consulted  times  and  seasons 
in  choosing  so  early  a  moment  after  my  arrival  for 
parading  me  about  in  this  manner ;    some   of  the 
apartments  were  certainly  very  splendid ;    a  great 
deal  of  rich  furniture  and  many  fine  pictures  soli- 
cited my  notice,  but  the  fatigue  of  so  ill  timed  a  pe- 
rambulation disabled  me  from  expressing  that  de- 
gree of  admiration  which  seemed  to  be  expected  on 
this  occasion,  and  which  on  any  other  I  should  have 
been  forward  to  bestow:  I  was  sorry  for  this,  be- 
cause I  believe  he  enjoyed  little  other  pleasure  in 
the  possession  of  his  house,  besides  this  of  showing 
it ;  but  it  happened  to  my  host,  as  it  does  too  fre- 
quently to  the  owners  of  fine  places,  that  he  missed 
the  tribute  of  flattery  by  too  great  eagerness  in  ex- 
acting it. 


53.  OBSERVER.  39 

It  appeared  to  me  that  Attalus  was  no  longer  the 
gay  lively  man  he  was  formerly  :  there  was  a  gloom 
upon  his  countenance,  and  an  inquietude  in  his  man- 
ner, which  seemed  to  lay  him  under  a  constraint 
that  he  could  not  naturally  get  rid  of:  time  hung 
heavy  on  our  hands  till  the  hour  of  dinner,  and  it 
was  not  without  regret  I  perceived  he  had  arranged 
his  family  meals  upon  the  fashionable  system  of 
London  hours,  and  at  the  distance  of  two  hundred 
miles  from  the  capital  had  by  choice  adopted  those 
very  habits  which  nothing  but  the  general  custom 
of  late  assemblies  and  long  sittings  in  parliament 
can  excuse  upon  the  plea  of  necessity :  it  was  now 
the  midst  of  summer,  which  made  the  absurdity  of 
such  a  disposition  of  our  time  more  glaring,  for 
whilst  the  best  hours  of  the  afternoon  were  devoted 
to  the  table,  all  exercise  and  enjoyment  out  of  doors 
were  either  to  be  given  up,  or  taken  only  in  the  me- 
ridian heat  of  the  day.  1  discovered  a  further  bad 
consequence  of  these  habits  upon  society  and  good  - 
fellowship,  for  such  of  the  neighbouring  gentry,  who 
had  not  copied  his  example,  were  deterred  from 
making  him  any  visits,  not  presuming  to  disturb  him 
at  unsuitable  hours,  and  yet  not  able  without  a  total 
disarrangement  of  their  own  comforts,  to  make  their 
time  conform  to  his.  Attalus  himself,  I  must  ac- 
knowledge, both  saw  and  confessed  the  bad  sys- 
tem he  was  upon :  he  found  himself  grown  unpo- 
pular amongst  his  country  neighbours  on  this  very 
score,  and  was  piqued  by  their  neglect  of  him  :  "  It 
was  a  villanous  custom,"  he  observed,  "  and  de- 
structive both  of  health  and  pleasure;  but  all  peo- 
ple of  fashion  dined  at  five,  and  what  could  he  do  ? 
he  must  live  as  other  great  families  lived  ;  if  indeed 
he  was  a  mere  private  gentleman,  he  might  do  as  he 
liked  best."  If  it  be  so,  thought  I,  this  man's  great 
fortune  is  an  incumbrance  to  him :  if  it  robs  him  of 
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health  and  pleasure,  what  does  it  give  him,  nay,  what 
can  it  give  him  in  compensation  for  the  loss  of  such 
blessings?  if  fashion  takes  away  from  Attalus  the 
liberty  of  doing  what  he  best  likes,  and  is  best  for 
him,  I  must  have  been  mistaken  in  supposing  inde- 
pendence was  the  result  of  affluence ;  I  suspect 
there  are  not  all  the  advantages  in  his  condition 
^vhich  I  supposed  there  were — I  will  examine  this 
more  narrowly. 

The  next  morning,  after  a  late  breakfast,  the  con- 
sequence I  had  foreseen  ensued,  for  we  were  ad- 
vanced into  the  hottest  hours  of  the  day,  when  At- 
talus, being  impatient  to  show  nie  the  beauties  of 
his  park  and  grounds,  gave  orders  for  the  equipages 
and  horses  to  be  made  ready,  and  we  were  to  set 
out  upon  the  survey  in  a  burning  sun.  When  the 
train  was  in  waiting  at  the  door,  we  sallied  forth, 
but  here  a  discussion  began,  in  which  so  many 
things  required  a  new  arrangement,  that  a  long  stop 
was  put  to  our  march,  whilst  the  scrutinizing  eye  of 
Attalus  was  employed  in  a  minute  examination  of 
every  thing  appertaining  to  the  cavalry  and  car- 
riages :  the  horses  were  wrong  harnessed,  they  were 
to  be  changed  from  the  oft-side  to  the  near-side,  sad- 
dles were  to  be  altered,  and  both  groom  and  coach- 
man were  heartily  recommended  to  repeated  dam- 
nation for  their  stupidity  and  inattention.—  "  Never 
any  man  was  so  plagued  with  rascally  servants  as  I 
am,"  cried  Attalus;  "  they  are  the  curse  and  vex- 
ation of  my  life  ;  I  wish  I  could  live  without  them : 
no  man  can  be  happy  who  has  to  do  with  them." — 
Is  it  so  ?  (said  I  within  myself)  then  1  have  the  ad- 
vantage over  you  in  that  respect,  for  I  have  but  one 
man  and  one  horse,  and  both  are  always  ready  at  a 
moment's  warning. 

I  mounted  a  phaeton  with  Attalus,  and  we  set 
forward  in  a  broiling  day  :  my  conductor  immedi- 
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ately  began  to  vent  his  angry  humour  upon  the 
wrong  object,  and  plied  his  thong  at  such  a  furious 
rate  upon  his  unottending  horses,  that  the  high  met- 
tled animals  so  resented  the  unjust  correction,  that 
after  struggling  and  kicking  under  the  lash  for  some 
time,  one  of  them  reared  across  the  pole  of  the  chaise 
and  snapped  it :  this  produced  a  storm  of  passion 
more  violent  than  the  first ;  and  though  it  was  evi- 
dent the  servant  had  put  the  horses  on  their  proper 
sides  at  first,  the  fault  was  charged  upon  him  with 
vehement  imprecations,  and  this  produced  a  second 
halt  longer  and  more  disagreeable  than  our  setting- 
out  had  been  :  our  purpose  however  was  not  to  be 
defeated,  and  we  must  positively  proceed.  Attains 
was  not  in  a  humour  to  submit  with  patience  to 
disappointments,  so  that  having  ordered  two  of  his 
servants  to  dismount,  we  took  their  horses  and  set 
off  upon  our  tour :  the  beauties  of  nature  were  be- 
fore us,  but  that  serenity  of  mind,  which  should 
ever  accompany  the  contemplation  of  those  beau- 
ties, was  wanting.  Attains  was  one  of  fortune's 
spoiled  children,  and  his  temper,  grown  irritable  by 
indulgence  and  humorsome  by  prosperity,  had  lost 
its  relish  for  simplicity,  and  was  wholly  given  up  to 
a  silly  passion  for  ostentation  and  parade;  he  imme- 
diately began  to  harangue  upon  the  many  evil  qua- 
lities of  servants,  a  topic  at  the  best  unedifying  and 
commonly  most  disgusting  to  the  hearers ;  he  be- 
wailed his  ov/n  ill  fortune  in  that  respect  very  bit- 
terly, and  so  much  of  the  way  passed  off  before  this 
philippic  was  concluded  that  I  began  to  think  I  had 
been  carried  out  for  no  better  purpose  than  to  hear  a 
declamation  in  the  open  air :  I  brought  him  at  last 
to  a  stop,  by  observing,  he  had  a  paradise  about  him, 
and  that  it  was  a  pity  his  vexations  did  not  suffer 
him  to  enjoy  it. — Upon  this  hint  he  seemed  to  re- 
collect himself,  and  proceeded  to  expatiate  upon  his 

e2 
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own  improvements,  pointing  out  to  me  what  he  had 
done,  and  what  he  had  more  in  mind  to  do,  if  his 
overseer  had  obeyed  his  instructions,  and  proper 
people  had  been  found  to  execute  his  designs. 

1  took  notice  of  a  group  of  neat  cottages  which 
had  a  very  picturesque  and  pleasing  appearance,  for 
they  were  deliciously  situated,  and  had  all  the  air, 
as  I  observed,  of  happy  habitations — "  No  matter 
for  that,"  replied  Attalus,  "  down  they  must  all 
come,  for  they  are  cruelly  in  my  eye,  and  I  purpose 
to  throw  all  that  hill  into  wilderness  with  plantations 
of  pine,  where  you  see  the  rock  and  broken  ground, 
which  will  be  a  bold  and  striking  contrast  to  the  or- 
namented grounds  about  it — I  am  surprised,"  added 
he,  "  you  can  see  any  beauty  in  those  paltry  huts." 
— Before  1  could  make  reply,  an  old  peasant  had 
approached  us,  and  humbly  inquired  of  Attalus, 
when  he  was  to  be  dislodged  from  his  cottage — "  I 
have  ordered  the  workmen  to  take  it  down  next 
week,"  said  he,  "  the  season  is  favourable  for  your 
removal,  and  you  must  seek  out  elsewhere."  The 
decree  was  heard  without  an  etlort  to  reply;  a  sigh 
was  all  the  plea  the  poor  man  oflfered,  and  with  that 
sigh  he  sent  a  look  to  heaven  that  in  its  passage  rent 
my  heart;   I  determined  to  be  gone  next  morning. 

We  proceeded  in  our  circuit  till  we  were  crossed 
by  a  high  inclosure,  which  awkwardly  enough  sepa- 
rated a  pasture  of  about  three  acres,  in  which  was 
a  brick  kiln  too  conspicuously  placed  not  to  annoy 
the  sight,  and  at  that  very  moment  too  furiously 
employed  in  the  act  of  duty,  not  to  be  excessively 
oft'ensive  to  the  smell ;  we  found  ourselves  involved 
in  columns  of  thick  smoke,  which  were  not  of  the 
most  grateful  odour  in  the  world ;  I  confess  I  was 
not  a  little  surprised  at  the  location  of  this  flaming- 
nuisance,  and  as  we  were  making  our  way  through 
the  smothering  cloud,  remarked  to  Attalus  that  or- 
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iiament  must  give  place  to  use. — "  1  brought  you 
hither,"  says  he,  "  purposely  to  show  you  how  I  am 
treated  by  a  surly  obstinate  fellow  in  my  neighbour- 
hood, who  has  not  another  foot  of  land  in  the  world, 
but  this  cursed  patch  of  ground,  and  which  the  ras- 
cal keeps  on  purpose  to  spite  me,  though  I  have 
bidden  three  times  the  value  of  it :  indeed,  it  is  in- 
dispensably necessary  to  me,  as  you  may  well  be- 
lieve by  the  annoyance  it  produces  in  his  hands ;  I 
have  tried  all  means  to  get  it  from  him,  rough  and 
smooth,  and  if  a  prosecution  would  have  laid  against 
it,  I  would  have  driven  him  out  of  it  by  the  expenses 
of  a  suit,  but  all  to  no  purpose ;  T  am  so  tormented 
by  the  fellow's  obstinacy,  and  my  comforts  are  so 
sacrificed  by  the  nuisance,  that  I  have  no  longer 
any  enjoyment  in  my  place;  nay,  1  have  stopped 
most  of  my  works  and  discharged  my  labourers, 
for  what  signifies  carrying  on  improvements,  when 
I  can  no  longer  live  in  my  house  with  that  cursed 
brick  kiln  for  ever  in  my  eye,  and  with  little  inter- 
mission in  my  nostrils  also?" 

A  new  theme  of  discontent  was  now  started, 
which  the  unhappy  Attains  pursued  with  heavy 
complaints  as  we  traveled  down  a  stream  of  smoke, 
which  seemed  as  if  maliciously  to  pursue  us,  deter- 
mined not  to  quit  its  execrator,  till  he  left  ofl'  his 
execrations ;  at  last  they  both  ceased  in  the  same 
moment  and  parted  by  consent.  As  soon  as  At- 
talus  desisted  from  his  invectives  I  took  up  my  re- 
flections, and  if  a  wish  could  have  purchased  his 
possessions,  encumbered  with  the  vexations  of  their 
owner,  I  would  not  have  taken  them  at  the  price. 
Down  sunk  the  vision  of  prosperity;  swifter  than 
the  shifting  of  a  playhouse  scene  vanished  all  the 
enchanting  prospect;  a  naked  lodge  in  a  warren 
with  content  had  been  more  enviable  in  my  eye 
than  his  palace  haunted  with  disgust.     I  saw  At- 
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talus,  the  veriest  darling  of  fortune,  sickening  and 
surfeited  with  prosperity ;  peevish  with  his  servants, 
unsociable  to  his  neighbours,  a  slave  to  fashions, 
which  he  obeyed  and  disapproved,  unfeeling  to  the 
poor,  tired  v/ith  the  splendour  of  a  niagniiicent 
house,  and  possessing  an  extensive  territory,  yet 
sighing  after  a  small  nook  of  land,  the  want  of 
which  poisoned  all  his  comforts. — And  what  then 
are  riches  ?  said  I  within  myself.  The  disturbers  of 
human  happiness ;  the  corrupters  of  human  nature. 
I  remember  this  Attalus  in  his  youth;  I  knew  him 
intimately  at  school  and  college;  he  was  of  a  joy- 
ous, social  temper ;  placid,  accommodating,  full  of 
resource ;  always  in  good  humour  with  himself  and 
the  world,  and  he  had  a  heart  as  liberal  and  com- 
passionate as  it  was  sincere  and  open ;  this  great 
estate  was  then  out  of  sight :  it  must  be  this  estate 
then  which  has  wrought  the  unhappy  change  in  his 
manners  and  disposition  ;  and  if  riches  operate  thus 
upon  a  nature  like  his,  where  is  the  wonder  if  we 
meet  so  many  wretches  who  derive  their  wants  from 
their  abundance. 

How  beautiful  is  the  maxim  of  Menander!— 
M^i'i^jjV  (.\nv  cei  irXovaiav — enrich  your  mind! 
"  lliches,"  says  the  same  elegant  and  moral  drama- 
tist, "  are  no  better  than  an  actor's  wardrobe,"  the 
paltry  tinsel  that  enables  him  to  glitter  for  a  few 
minutes  in  a  counterfeited  character — 

To  fret  and  strut  his  hour  upon  the  stage, 
And  then  be  heard  no  more. 

In  another  place  he  says,  "  they  transform  a  man 
into  a  different  kind  of  being  from  what  he  was  ori- 
ginally''— 

Eig  tTtpov  yOog,  hk  tv  0/  to  TrpoaOev  i]V, 

and  then  concludes  with  that  Attic  simplicity,  so 
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neatly  turned  and  elegantly  expressed  as  to  distance 
all  translation : 

KptiTTOv  yap  tffrw,  dv  (tkotti]  tiq  Kara  \6yov, 
Ml)  TToW  a7iSiog  oXiya  5'  7}ceojQ  *Xfi*'' 

Better  to  choose,  if  you  would  choose  the  best, 
A  cheerful  poverty  than  vveallh  iiiiblessd. 


No.  LIX. 


Omnes  codem  cogimur  ;  omnium 

Versntnr  urna  serins  ociiis 

Sors  exitura,  horat.  caum. 

All  to  the  same  last  home  are  bound  ; 
Time's  never  weary  wheel  runs  rouiiil ; 
And  life  at  longest  or  at  shortest  date 
Snaps  like  a  thread  betwixt  the  shears  of  Fate. 


I  REMEMBER  to  have  been  told  of  a  certain  hu- 
morist, who  set  up  a  very  singular  doctrine  upon  the 
subject  of  death,  asserting  that  he  had  discovered  it 
to  be  not  a  necessary  and  inevitable  event,  but  an 
act  of  choice  and  volition  ;  he  maintained  that  he  had 
certain  powers  and  resources  within  himself  suffi- 
cient to  support  him  in  his  resolution  of  holding  out 
against  the  summons  of  death,  till  he  became  weary 
of  life;  and  he  pledged  himself  to  his  friends,  that 
he  would  in  his  own  person  give  experimental  proof 
of  his  hypothesis. 

What  particular  address  death  made  use  of,  when 
this  ingenious  gentleman  was  prevailed  upon  to  step 
out  of  the  world,  1  cannot  take  upon  myself  to  say; 
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but  certain  it  is,  that  in  some  weak  moment  he  was 
over  persuaded  to  lay  his  head  cahnly  on  the  pillow 
and  surrender  up  his  breath. 

Though  an  event,  so  contrary  to  the  promise  he 
had  given,  must  have  been  a  staggering  circum- 
stance to  many  who  were  interested  in  the  success 
of  his  experiment,  yet  I  see  good  reason  to  suspect 
that  his  hypothesis  is  not  totally  discredited,  and 
that  he  has  yet  some  surviving  disciples,  who  are 
acting  such  a  part  in  this  world  as  nobody  Avould 
act  but  upon  a  strong  presumption  that  they  shall 
not  be  compelled  to  go  out  of  it,  and  enter  upon 
another. 

Mortality,  it  must  be  owned,  hath  means  of  pro- 
viding for  the  event  of  death,  though  none  have  yet 
been  discovered  of  preventing  it.  Keligion  and  vir- 
tue are  the  great  physicians  of  the  soul :  patience 
and  resignation  are  the  nursing  mothers  of  the  hu- 
man heart  in  sickness  and  in  sorrow ;  conscience 
can  smooth  the  pillow  under  an  aching  head,  and 
Christian  hope  administers  a  cordial  even  in  our 
last  moments,  that  lulls  the  agonies  of  death.  But 
where  is  the  need  of  these  had  this  discoveiy  been 
established  ?  Why  call  in  physicians  and  resort  to 
cordials  if  we  can  hold  danger  at  a  distance  with- 
out their  help  ?  I  am  to  presume,  therefore,  that 
every  human  being,  who  makes  his  own  will  his 
master  and  goes  all  lengths  in  gratifying  his  guilty 
passions  without  restraint,  must  rely  upon  his  own 
will  for  keeping  him  out  of  all  danger  of  future  trou- 
ble, or  he  would  never  commit  himself  so  confiden- 
tially and  entirely  to  a  master  which  can  give  him 
no  security  in  return  for  his  blind  obedience  and  de- 
votion. All  persons  of  this  description  I  accord- 
ingly set  down  in  the  lump  as  converts  to  the  doc- 
trine of  the  learned  gentleman  who  advanced  the 
interesting  discovery  above  mentioned,  but  who  ua- 
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luckily  missed  some  step  in  the  proof,  that  was  to 
have  established  it. 

To  what  lengths  of  credulity  they  may  really  go 
is  hard  to  say,  but  some  such  hopes  as  these  must 
buoy  them  up,  because  I  cannot  think  that  any  man 
would  be  wilfully  wicked,  fraudulent,  perfidious, 
avaricious,  cruel,  or  whatever  else  is  detestable  in 
the  eye  of  God,  if  he  saw  death,  his  messenger,  at 
the  door ;  and  I  am  even  unwilling  to  believe  that  he 
would  be  wantonly  guilty,  was  he  only  convinced 
that  when  death  shall  come  to  the  door  he  must  be 
obliged  to  admit  him  :  for  if  this  be  so,  and  if  admis- 
sion may  not  be  denied,  then  hath  death  a  kind  of 
visitorial  power  over  us,  which  makes  him  not  a 
guest  to  be  invited  at  our  pleasure,  but  a  lord  and 
master  of  the  house,  to  enter  it  as  his  own,  and 
(which  is  worst  of  all)  without  giving  notice  to  us 
to  provide  for  his  entertainment.  What  man  is 
such  a  fool  in  common  life  as  to  take  up  his  abode 
in  a  tenement  of  which  he  is  sure  to  be  dispossessed, 
and  yet  neglect  to  prepare  himself  against  a  sur- 
prise, which  he  is  subject  to  every  moment  of  the 
day  and  night?  We  are  not  apt  to  overlook  our 
own  interests  and  safety  in  worldly  concerns,  and 
therefore  when  the  soul  is  given  up  to  sin,  1  must 
suspect  some  error  in  the  brain. 

What  shall  I  say  to  persuade  the  inconsiderate 
that  they  exist  upon  the  precarious  sufterance  of 
every  moment  that  passes  over  them  in  succession  ? 
How  shall  I  warn  a  giddy  fool  not  to  play  his  antic 
tricks,  and  caper  on  the  very  utmost  edge  of  a  pre- 
cipice 1  Who  will  guide  the  reeling  drunkard  in  his 
path,  and  teach  him  to  avoid  the  gravestones  of  his 
fellow  sots,  set  up  by  death  as  marks  and  signals  to 
apprise  him  of  his  danger  ?  If  the  voice  of  nature, 
deposing  to  the  evidence  of  life's  deceitful  tenure 
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from  the  beginning  of  things  to  the  moment  present, 
will  neither  gain  audience  nor  belief,  what  can  the 
moralist  expect? 

Which  of  all  those  headlong  voluptuaries,  who 
seem  in  such  haste  to  get  to  the  end  of  life,  is  pos- 
sessed of  the  art  of  prolonging  it  at  pleasure?  To 
whom  has  the  secret  been  imparted  ?  Either  they 
are  deceived  by  a  vain  hope  of  evading  death,  or 
there  is  something  in  a  life  of  dissipation  not  worth 
preserving.  I  am  astonished  at  the  stupidity  of  any 
man  who  can  deny  himself  the  gratification  of  con- 
scious integrity.  The  proud  man  must  be  a  consum- 
mate blockhead  to  take  such  wearisome  pains  for 
a  little  extorted  flattery  of  the  most  servile  sort,  and 
overlook  the  ready  means  of  gaining  general  re- 
spect upon  the  noblest  terms.  Is  it  not  an  abuse 
of  language  and  an  insult  to  common  sense  for  a 
silly  fellow  to  announce  himself  to  the  world  as  a 
man  of  pleasure,  when  there  is  not  an  action  in  his 
life,  but  leaves  a  sting  behind  it  to  belie  the  charac- 
ter he  professes  ?  Can  one  fellow  creature  find 
amusement  in  tormenting  another?  Is  it  possible 
there  can  be  a  recreation  in  malice  when  it  slanders 
the  innocent;  in  fraud,  when  it  cheats  the  unsus- 
pecting; in  perfidy,  when  it  betrays  a  benefactor? 
If  any  being  who  does  me  wrong  will  justify  him- 
self against  the  wrong  by  confessing  that  he  takes 
delight  in  injury,  I  will  own  to  one  instance  of  hu- 
man depravity,  which  till  that  shall  happen  I  will 
persist  to  hope  is  not  in  existence.  The  fact  is 
that  all  men  have  that  respect  for  justice,  that  they 
attempt  to  shelter  their  very  worst  actions  under 
its  defence;  and  even  those  contemptible  pilferers 
of  reputation,  who  would  be  as  much  unknown  by 
their  names  as  they  are  by  the  concealment  of  them, 
qualify  (I  am  persuaded)  the  dirty  deed  they  are 
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about  by  some  convenient  phantom  of  offence  in  the 
character  they  assault ;  even  their  hands  cannot  be 
raised  to  strike  without  prefacing  the  blow  by  say- 
ing to  themselves — This  man  deserves  to  die. — 
Foolish  wretches,  what  computation  must  they  make 
of  life  who  devote  so  great  a  portion  of  it  to  mise- 
ries and  reproaches  of  their  own  creating! 

Let  a  rational  creature  for  once  talk  common 
sense  to  himself,  and  if  no  better  words  than  the 
following  occur  to  his  thoughts,  let  him  make  use 
of  them  :  he  is  heartily  welcome  to  the  loan. 

"  I  know  there  is  a  period  in  approach,  when  I 
must  encounter  an  enemy  to  my  life,  whose  power 
is  irresistible.  This  is  a  very  serious  thing  for  me 
to  reflect  upon,  and  knowing  it  to  be  a  truth  infal- 
lible, I  am  out  of  hope,  that  I  can  so  far  forget  the 
terms  of  my  existence  as  totally  to  expel  it  from 
my  thoughts.  If  I  could  foresee  the  precise  hour 
when  this  enemy  will  come,  I  would  provide  against 
it  as  well  as  1  am  able,  and  fortify  my  mind  to  re- 
ceive him  with  such  complacency  as  I  could  muster. 
But  of  this  hour  I  have,  alas  !  no  foresight;  it  may 
be  this  moment,  or  the  next,  or  years  may  intervene 
before  it  comes  to  pass.  It  behoves  me  then  to  be 
upon  my  guard.  He  may  approach  in  terrors  that 
agonize  me  to  think  of;  he  may  seize  my  soul  in  the 
commission  of  some  dreadful  act,  and  transport  it 
to  a  place  whose  horrors  have  no  termination :  I 
"will  not  then  commit  that  dreadful  act,  because  I 
will  not  expose  myself  to  that  dreadful  punishment. 
It  is  in  my  own  choice  to  refrain  from  it,  and  I  am 
not  such  a  desperate  fool  to  make  choice  of  misery. 
If  I  act  with  this  precaution,  \^ill  he  still  appear  in 
this  shape  of  terror !  Certainly  he  will  not,  nor  can 
he  injustice  transport  me  to  a  place  of  punishment, 
when    I   have    committed    nothing   to   deserve   it. 

VOL.  II.  F 
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Whither  then  will  he  convey  me  ?  To  the  mansions 
of  everlasting  happiness.  Where  are  my  fears? 
What  is  now  become  of  his  terrors  ?  He  is  my 
passport,  my  conductor,  my  friend.  I  will  wel- 
come him  with  embraces.  I  will  smile  upon  him 
with  gratitude,  and  accompany  him  with  exulta- 
tion." 


No.  LX. 


I  WOULD  wish  no  man  to  deceive  himself  with  opi- 
nions, which  he  has  not  thoroughly  reflected  upon 
in  his  solitary  hours.  Till  he  has  communed  m  ith 
his  own  heart  in  his  chamber,  it  will  be  dangerous 
to  commit  himself  to  its  impulses  amidst  the  dis- 
tractions of  society.  In  solitude  he  will  hear  ano- 
ther voice  than  he  has  been  used  to  hear  in  the  col- 
loquial scenes  of  life ;  for  conscience,  though  mute 
as  the  ancient  chorus  in  the  bustle  of  the  drama, 
will  be  found  a  powerful  speaker  in  soliloquy.  If 
I  could  believe  that  any  man  in  these  times  had 
seriously  and  deliberately  reasoned  himself  into  an 
absolute  contempt  of  things  sacred,  I  should  expect 
that  such  a  being  should  uniformly  act  up  to  his 
principles  in  all  situations,  and,  having  thrown 
aside  all  the  restraints  of  religion,  should  discharge 
from  his  mind  all  those  fears,  apprehensions,  and 
solicitudes,  that  have  any  connexion  with  the  dread 
of  futurity.  But,  without  knowing  what  passes  in 
the  private  thoughts  of  men,  who  profess  these 
daring  notions,  I  cannot  help  observing,  that,  if 
noisy  clamour  be  a  mark  of  cowardice,  they  also 
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have  the  symptoms  strongly  upon  them  of  belying 
their  own  conscience.  They  are  bold  in  the  crowd, 
and  loudest  in  the  revels  of  the  feast;  there  they  can 
echo  the  insult,  dash  the  ridicule  in  the  very  face 
of  Heaven,  and  stun  their  consciences  in  the  roar 
of  the  carousal. 

Let  me  picture  to  myself  a  man  of  this  descrip- 
tion surprised  into  unexpected  solitude  after  the 
revels  of  an  evening,  where  he  has  been  the  wit  of 
the  company  at  the  expense  of  decency  and  reli- 
gion ;  here  his  triumphs  are  over ;  the  plaudits  of 
his  comrades  no  longer  encourage  him ;  the  lights 
of  the  feast  are  extinguished,  and  he  is  surrendered 
to  darkness  and  reflection.  Place  him  in  the  midst 
of  a  desert  heath,  a  lonesome  traveller  in  some  dark 
tempestuous  night,  and  let  the  elements  subscribe 
their  terrors  to  encounter  this  redoubted  cham- 
pion— ^ 

Who  durst  defy  the  Omnipotent. 

If  consistency  be  the  test  of  a  man's  sincerity,  he 
ought  now  to  hold  the  same  language  of  defiance, 
and  with  undaunted  spirit  cry  out  to  the  elements — 
"  Do  your  worst,  ye  blind  tools  of  chance  !  Since 
there  can  be  neither  intelligence  nor  direction  in 
your  rage,  I  set  you  at  nought.  You  may  indeed 
subject  me  to  some  bodily  inconvenience,  but  you 
can  raise  no  terrors  in  my  mind,  for  I  have  said 
you  have  no  master.  There  is  no  hand  to  point  the 
lightning,  and  the  stroke  of  its  flash  is  directed  to 
no  aim.  If  it  smites  the  oak,  it  perishes;  if  it  pe- 
netrates my  breast  it  annihilates  my  existence,  and 
there  is  no  soul  within  me  to  resume  it.  What 
have  I  to  fear  ?  The  worst  you  threaten  is  a  mo- 
mentary extinction  without  pain  or  struggle ;  and 
as  I  only  wait  on  earth  till  I  am  weary  of  life,  the 
most  you  can  do  is  to  forestall  me  in  the  natural 


52  OBSERVER.  GO. 

rights  of  suicide.  I  have  lived  in  this  world  as  the 
only  world  1  have  to  live  in,  and  have  done  all 
things  therein  as  a  man  who  acts  without  account 
to  an  hereafter.  The  moral  offices  as  they  are 
called  I  have  sometimes  regarded  as  a  system  of 
worldly  wisdom  ;  and  where  they  have  not  crossed 
my  purposes  or  thwarted  my  pleasures,  I  have  oc- 
casionally thought  fit  to  comply  with  them.  My 
proper  pride  in  some  instances,  and  self-interest  in 
others,  have  dissuaded  me  from  the  open  violation 
of  a  trust,  for  it  is  inconvenient  to  be  detected ; 
and  though  I  acknowledge  no  remonstrances  from 
within  upon  the  score  of  infamy,  I  do  not  like  the 
clamours  of  the  crowd.  As  for  those  mercenary 
inducements,  which  a  pretended  revelation  holds 
forth  as  lures  for  patience  under  wrongs  and  tame 
resionation  to  misfortune,  I  reaard  them  as  dero- 
gatory  to  my  nature ;  they  sink  the  very  character 
of  virtue  by  meanly  tendering  a  reversionary  hap- 
piness as  the  bribe  for  practising  it ;  the  doctrine 
therefore  of  a  future  life,  in  which  the  obedient  are 
to  expect  rewards,  and  the  disobedient  are  threat- 
ened with  punishments,  confutes  itself  by  its  own 
internal  weakness,  and  is  a  system  so  sordid  in  its 
principle  that  it  can  only  be  calculated  to  dupe  us 
into  mental  slavery,  and  frighten  us  out  of  that 
generous  privilege  which  is  our  universal  birthright, 
the  privilege  of  dismissing  ourselves  out  of  exist- 
ence when  we  are  tired  with  its  conditions." 

Had  I  fabricated  this  language  for  infidelity  with 
the  purpose  of  stamping  greater  detestation  upon 
its  audacity,  I  had  rather  bear  the  blame  of  having 
overcharged  tlie  character,  than  to  be  able  (as  I 
now  am)  to  point  out  a  recent  publication  which 
openly  a\  ows  this  shameless  doctrine.  But  as  I  do 
not  wish  to  help  any  anonymous  blasphemer  into 
notice,  let  the  toleration  of  the  times  be  his  shelter, 
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and  their  contempt  his  answer !  In  the  meantime  I 
will  take  leave  to  oppose  to  it  a  short  passage  from 
a  tract  lately  translated  into  English,  intitled  Phi- 
losophical and  Critical  Inquiries  concerning  Chris- 
tianity, by  Mr.  Bonnet  ol"  Geneva;  a  work  well 
deserving  an  attentive  perusal : 

"  Here  I  invite  that  reader  who  can  elevate  his 
mind  to  the  contemplation  of  the  ways  of  Provi- 
dence, to  meditate  with  me  on  the  admirable 
methods  of  Divine  Wisdom  in  the  establishment  of 
Christianity;  a  religion,  the  universality  of  which 
was  to  comprehend  all  ages,  all  places,  nations, 
ranks,  and  situations  in  life  ;  a  religion  which  made 
no  distinction  between  the  crowned  head  and  that 
of  the  lowest  subject ;  formed  to  disengage  the 
heart  from  terrestrial  things,  to  ennoble,  to  refine, 
to  sublime  the  thoughts  and  aftections  of  man ;  to 
render  him  conscious  of  the  dignity  of  his  nature, 
the  importance  of  his  end,  to  carry  his  hopes  even 
to  eternity,  and  thus  associate  him  with  superior 
intelligences ;  a  religion  which  gave  every  thing  to 
the  spirit  and  nothing  to  the  flesh;  which  called  its 
disciples  to  the  greatest  sacrifices,  because  men  who 
are  taught  to  fear  God  alone  can  undergo  the  se- 
verest trials  ;  a  religion  in  short  (to  conclude  my 
weak  conceptions  on  so  sublime  a  subject)  which 
was  the  perfection  or  completion  of  natural  law,  the 
science  of  the  truly  wise,  the  refuge  of  the  humble, 
the  consolation  of  the  wretched ;  so  majestic  in  its 
simplicity,  so  sublime  in  its  doctrine,  so  great  in  its 
object,  so  astonishing  in  its  effects.  I  have  endea- 
voured (says  this  excellent  author  in  his  conclu- 
sions) to  explore  the  inmost  recesses  of  my  heart ; 
and  having  discovered  no  secret  motive  there  which 
should  induce  me  to  reject  a  religion  so  well  calcu- 
lated to  supply  the  defects  of  my  reason,  to  comfort 
me  under  alliiction,  and  to  advance  the  perfection 
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of  my  nature,  I  receive  this  religion  as  the  greatest 
blessing  Heaven  in  its  goodness  could  confer  upon 
mankind ;  and  I  should  still  receive  it  with  gratitude 
were  I  to  consider  it  only  as  the  very  best  and  most 
perfect  system  of  practical  philosophy. 

"  BONNET," 

That  man,  hurried  away  by  the  impetuosity  of  his 
passions,  is  capable  of  strange  and  monstrous  irre- 
gularities I  am  not  to  learn  ;  even  vanity  and  the 
mean  ambition  of  being  eccentric  may  draw  out  very 
wild  expressions  from  him  in  his  unguarded  hours; 
but  that  any  creature  should  be  deliberately  blas- 
phemous, and  reason  himself  (if  I  may  so  express 
it)  into  irrationality,  surpasses  my  conception,  and 
is  a  species  of  desperation  for  which  I  have  no 
name. 

If  the  voice  of  universal  nature,  the  experience 
of  all  ages,  the  light  of  reason  and  the  immediate 
evidence  of  my  senses  cannot  awaken  me  to  a  de- 
pendence upon  my  God,  a  reverence  for  his  religion, 
and  a  humble  opinion  of  myself,  what  a  lost  crea- 
ture am  I! 

Where  can  we  meet  a  more  touching  description 
of  God's  omnipresence  and  providence  than  in  the 
i:}9th  Psalm  ]  And  how  can  I  better  conclude  this 
paper  than  by  the  following  humble  attempt  at  a 
translation  of  that  most  beautiful  address  to  the 
Creator  of  mankind. 

PSALM  CXXXIX. 

1  O  Lord,  who  by  thy  mighty  power 
Hast  scarch"d  me  nut  in  every  part, 
Thou  know'st  each  thouglit  at  every  hour, 
Or  ere  it  rises  to  my  heart. 

2  Tn  whatsoever  path  I  stray, 
AVIiere'er  I  make  my  hed  at  night, 
No  maze  can  so  conceal  my  way, 
But  1  stand  open  to  thy  sight. 
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3  Nor  can  my  tongue  pronounce  a  word, 
How  secretly  soe'er  'twere  said, 

But  in  thine  ear  it  shall  be  heard, 
And  by  thy  judgment  shall  be  weigh'd. 

4  In  every  particle  I  see 

The  fashion  of  thy  plastic  hand  : 

5  Knowledge  too  excellent  for  me, 
Me,  wretched  man,  to  understand. 

G  Whither,  ah!  whither  then  can  I 
From  thine  all  present  spirit  go? 

7  To  Heaven?  'tis  there  thou'rt  throned  on  high: 
To  Hell?  'tis  there  thou  rulest  below. 

8  Lend  me,  O  Morning,  lend  me  wings! 
On  the  first  beam  of  opening  day 

To  the  last  wave  that  ocean  flings 
On  the  worlds  shore  I'll  Hit  away. 

9  Ah,  fool !  if  there  I  meant  to  hide. 
For  thou  my  God  shalt  reach  me  there. 
E'en  there  tliy  hand  shall  be  my  guide, 
Thy  right  hand  hold  me  in  its  care. 

10  Again,  if  calling  out  for  night, 

I  bid  it  shroud  ine  from  thine  ejes, 
Thy  presence  makes  a  burst  of  light, 
And  darkness  to  the  centre  hies. 

11  Nay,  darkness  cannot  intervene 
Betwixt  the  universe  and  Thee: 
Light  or  no  light,  there's  nought  I  ween 
God  self-illumined  cannot  see. 

12  Thine  is  each  atom  of  my  frame. 
Thy  fingers  strung  my  inmost  reins 
E'en  in  the  womb,  or  ere  I  came 
To  life  and  caused  a  mother's  pains. 

13  Oh!  what  a  fearful  work  is  man! 
A  wonder  of  creative  art! 

]My  God,  how  marvellous  thy  plan! 
'Tis  character'd  upon  my  heart. 

14  I\Iy  very  bones,  though  deep  conceal'd 
And  buried  in  this  living  clay. 

Arc  to  thy  searching  sight  reveal'd 
As  clear  as  in  the  face  of  day. 


56  OBSERVER.  GO. 

15  That  eye,  which  through  creation  darts, 
My  substance,  yet  imperfect,  scann'd. 
And  in  thy  books  my  embryo  parts 
Were  written  and  their  uses  planu'd. 

16  Ere  time  to  shape  and  fashion  drew 
These  ductile  members  one  by  one, 
Into  man's  image  ere  they  grew 

Thy  great  prospective  work  was  done. 

17  O  God  !  how  gracious,  how  divine. 
How  dear  thy  counsels  to  my  soul ! 
Myriads  to  myriads  could  I  join, 
They'd  fail  to  number  up  the  whole. 

18  1  might  as  well  go  tell  the  sand 
And  count  it  over  grain  by  grain : 
No  ;  in  thy  presence  let  me  stand. 
And  waking,  with  my  God  remain. 

19  Wilt  thou  not.  Lord,  avenge  the  good  ? 
Shall  not  blasphemers  be  destroy'd  ? 
Depart  from  me  ye  men  of  blood, 
Hence,  murderer,  and  my  sight  avoid  ! 

20  Loud  are  their  hostile  voices  heard 
To  take  thy  sacred  name  in  vain  : 

21  Am  I  not  grieved?     Doth  not  each  word 
Wring  my  afflicted  heart  with  pain  ? 

Doth  not  my  zealous  soul  return 
Hatred  for  hatred  to  thy  foes  ? 

22  Yea,  Lord  !   1  feel  my  bosom  burn. 
As  though  against  my  peace  they  rose. 

23  Try  me,  dread  power!  and  search  my  heart; 
Lay  all  its  movements  in  thy  view  ! 
Explore  it  to  its  inmost  part. 

Nor  spare  it  if  'tis  found  untrue. 

24  If  devious  from  thy  paths  I  stray 
And  wickedness  be  found  with  me. 
Oh  !  lead  me  back  the  better  way 
To  everlasting  life  and  Thee. 
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No.  LXI. 

The  deistical  writers,  who  would  fain  persuade  us 
that  the  world  was  in  possession  of  as  pure  a  system 
of  morality  before  the  introduction  of  Christianity 
as  since,  affect  to  make  a  great  display  of  the  virtues 
of  many  eminent  heathens,  particularly  of  the  philo- 
sophers Socrates,  Plato,  and  some  others. 

VYhen  they  set  up  these  characters  as  examples 
of  perfection,  which  human  nature,  with  the  aids  of 
revelation,  either  has  not  attained  to,  or  not  ex- 
ceeded, they  put  us  upon  an  invidious  task  which 
no  man  would  voluntarily  engage  in,  and  challenge 
us  to  discuss  a  question,  which  if  thoroughly  agi- 
tated, cannot  fail  to  strip  the  illustrious  dead  of 
more  than  half  the  honours  which  the  voice  of  ages 
has  agreed  to  give  them. 

It  is  therefore  to  be  wished  that  they  had  held 
the  argument  to  its  general  terms,  and  shown  us 
where  that  system  of  ethics  is  to  be  found  which 
they  are  prepared  to  bring  into  comparison  with  the 
moral  doctrines  of  Christ.  This  I  take  to  be  the 
fair  ground  whereon  the  controversy  should  have 
been  decided,  and  here  it  would  infallibly  have  been 
brought  to  issue  ;  but  they  knew  their  weapons  bet- 
ter than  to  trust  them  in  so  close  a  conflict. 

The  maxims  of  some  heathen  philosophers,  and 
the  moral  writings  of  Plato,  Cicero,  and  Seneca, 
contain  many  noble  truths  worthy  to  be  held  in 
veneration  by  posterity  ;  and  if  the  deist  can  from 
these  produce  a  system  of  morality  as  pure  and  per- 
fect as  that  which  claims  its  origin  from  divine 
revelation,  he  will  prove  that  God  gave  to  man  a 
faculty  of  distinguishing  between  right  and  wrong 
with  such  correctness  that  his  own  immediate  reve- 
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lation  added  no  lights  to  those  which  the  powers 
of  reason  had  aheady  discovered.  Let  us  grant 
therefore  for  a  moment  that  Christ's  rehgion  re- 
vealed to  the  world  no  new  truths  in  morality,  nor 
removed  any  old  errors,  and  what  triumph  accrues 
to  the  deist  by  the  admission  ?  The  most  he  gains 
is  to  bring  reason  to  a  level  with  revelation  as  to 
its  moral  doctrines  :  in  so  doing  he  dignifies  man's 
nature,  and  shows  how  excellent  a  faculty  God 
gave  his  creatures  in  their  original  formation  to 
guide  their  judgments  and  control  their  actions ; 
but  will  this  diminish  the  importance  of  revealed 
rehgion  ?  Certainly  not,  unless  he  can  prove  one 
or  both  of  the  following  positions  ;  viz. 

First,  That  the  moral  tenets  of  Christianity  either 
fall  short  of,  or  run  counter  to,  the  moral  tenets  of 
natural  religion  ;  or. 

Secondly,  That  Christ's  mission  was  nugatory 
and  superfluous,  because  the  world  was  already  in 
possession  of  as  good  a  system  of  morality  as  he 
imparted  to  mankind. 

As  to  the  first,  I  believe  it  has  never  been  at- 
tempted by  any  heathen  or  deistical  advocate  to 
convict  the  Gospel  system  of  false  morality,  or  to 
allege  that  it  is  short  and  defective  in  any  one  par- 
ticular duty  when  compared  with  that  system  which 
the  world  was  possessed  of  without  its  aid.  No 
man  I  believe  has  controverted  its  truths,  though 
many  have  disputed  its  discoveries.  No  man  has 
been  hardy  enough  to  say  of  any  of  its  doctrines — 
This  we  ought  not  to  practise!  though  many  have 
been  vain  enough  to  cry  out — All  this  xve  knew  6e- 
fore. — Let  us  leave  this  position  therefore  for  the 
present,  and  pass  to  the  next,  viz.  Whether  Christ's 
mission  was  nugatory  and  superfluous,  because  the 
world  already  knew  as  much  morality  as  he  taught 
them. 
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This  Avill  at  once  be  answered,  if  the  Gospel  as- 
sertion be  estabhshed,  that  life  and  immortality  were 
brought  to  light.  We  need  not  adduce  any  other 
of  the  mysteries  of  revelation :  we  may  safely  rest 
the  question  here,  and  say  with  the  apostle  to  the 
Gentile  world — Behold!  I  show  you  a  mystery: 
We  shall  not  all  sleep,  but  we  shall  all  be  changed; 
in  a  moment,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  at  the  last 
trump  (for  the  trumpet  shall  sound),  and  the  dead 
shall  be  raised  incorruptible,  and  we  shall  be  changed. 
Mark  to  how  short  an  issue  the  argument  is  now 
brought!  Either  the  apostle  is  not  warranted  in 
calling  this  a  mystery,  or  the  deist  is  not  warranted 
in  calling  Christ's  mission  nugatory  and  super- 
fluous. 

It  now  rests  with  the  deist  to  produce  from  the 
writings  and  opinions  of  mankind,  antecedent  to 
Christianity,  such  a  revelation  of  things  to  come  as 
can  fully  anticipate  the  Gospel  revelation,  or  else 
to  admit  with  the  apostle  that  a  mystery  ivas  shown; 
and  if  the  importance  of  this  mystery  be  admitted, 
as  it  surely  must,  the  importance  of  Christ's  mission 
can  no  longer  be  disputed ;  and  though  revelation 
shall  have  added  nothing  to  the  heathen  system  of 
morality,  still  it  does  not  follow  that  it  was  super- 
fluous and  nugatory. 

Let  the  deist  resort  to  the  heathen  Elysium  and 
the  realms  of  Pluto  in  search  of  evidences  to  set  in 
competition  with  the  Christian  revelation  of  a  future 
state  ;  let  him  call  in  Socrates,  Plato,  and  as  many 
more  as  he  can  collect  in  his  cause ;  it  is  but  lost 
labour  to  follow  the  various  tracks  of  reason  through 
the  pathless  ocean  of  conjecture,  always  wandering, 
though  with  difterent  degrees  of  deviation.  What 
does  it  avail  though  Seneca  had  taught  as  good  mo- 
rality as  Christ  himself  preached  from  the  Mount? 
How  does  it  afl"ect  revealed  religion  though  Tully's 


60  OBSERVER.  01. 

Offices  were  found  superior  to  Saint  Paul's  Epis- 
tles? Let  the  deist  indulge  himself  in  declaiming 
on  the  virtues  of  the  heathen  heroes  ami  philoso- 
phers ;  let  him  ransack  the  annals  of  the  Christian 
world  and  present  us  with  legions  of  crusaders 
drenched  in  human  blood,  furious  fanatics  rushing 
on  each  other's  throats  for  the  distinction  of  a  word, 
massacring  whole  nations,  and  laying  nature  waste 
for  a  metaphysical  quibble,  it  touches  not  religion  ; 
let  him  array  a  host  of  persecuting  Inquisitors  with 
all  their  torturing  engines,  the  picture  indeed  is  ter- 
rible, but  who  will  say  it  is  the  picture  of  Chris- 
tianity. 

When  we  consider  the  ages  which  have  elapsed 
since  the  introduction  of  Christianity ,  and  the  events 
attending  its  propagation,  how  wonderful  is  the  his- 
tory we  contemplate  !  we  see  a  mighty  light  spread- 
ing over  all  mankind  from  one  spark  kindled  in  an 
obscure  corner  of  the  earth.  A  humble  persecuted 
teacher  preaches  a  religion  of  peace,  of  forgive- 
ness of  injuries,  of  submission  to  temporal  authori- 
ties, of  meekness,  piety,  brotherly  love  and  universal 
benevolence;  he  is  tried,  condemned,  and  executed 
for  his  doctrines  :  he  rises  from  the  tomb,  and  break- 
ing down  the  doors  of  death,  sets  open  to  all  man- 
kind tile  evidence  of  a  life  to  come,  and  at  the 
same  time  points  out  the  sure  path  to  everlasting- 
happiness  in  that  future  state.  A  few  unlettered 
disciples,  his  adherents  and  survivors,  take  up  his 
doctrines,  and  going  forth  amongst  the  provinces  of 
the  Roman  empire,  then  in  its  zenith,  preach  a  reli- 
gion to  the  Gentiles  directly  striking  at  the  founda- 
tion of  the  most  splendid  fabrics  Superstition  ever 
reared  on  earth.  These  Gentiles  are  not  a  rude 
and  barbarous  race,  but  men  of  illuminated  minds, 
acute  philosophers,  eloquent  orators,  powerful  rea- 
souers,  eminent  in   arts  and  sciences,  and  armed 
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with  sovereign  power :  What  an  undertaking  for 
the  teachers  of  Christianity !  What  a  conflict  for  a 
religion  holding  forth  no  temporal  allurements  ! 
On  the  contrary,  promising  nothing  but  mortification 
in  this  world,  and  referring  all  hope  of  a  reward  for 
present  sufferings  to  the  unseen  glories  of  a  life  to 
come. 

The  next  scene  which  this  review  presents  to  us 
shows  the  followers  of  Christianity  suffering  under 
persecution  by  the  heathen,  whom  their  numbers 
had  alarmed,  and  who  began  to  tremble  for  their 
gods  :  in  the  revolution  of  ages  the  church  becomes 
triumphant,  and,  made  wanton  by  prosperity,  dege- 
nerates from  its  primitive  simplicity,  and  running 
into  idle  controversies  and  metaphysical  schisms 
persecutes  its  seceding  brethren  with  unremitting 
fury;  whilst  the  popes,  thundering  out  anathemas 
and  hurling  torches  from  their  throne,  seem  the 
vicegerents  of  the  furies  rather  than  of  the  Author 
of  a  religious  peace  :  the  present  time  affords  a 
different  view ;  the  temper  of  the  church  grown 
milder,  though  its  zeal  less  fervent;  men  of  difi'erent 
communions  begin  to  draw  nearer  to  each  other: 
as  refinement  of  manners  becomes  more  general, 
toleration  spreads;  we  are  no  longer  slaves  to  the 
laws  of  religion,  but  converts  to  the  reason  of  it; 
and  being  allowed  to  examine  the  evidence  and 
foundation  of  the  faith  that  is  in  us,  we  discover 
that  Christianity  is  a  religion  of  charity,  toleration, 
reason,  and  peace,  enjoining  us  to  "have  compas- 
sion one  of  another,  love  as  brethren,  be  pitiful,  be 
courteous,  not  rendering  railing  for  railing,  but  con- 
trariM'ise  blessing;  knowing  that  we  are  thereunto 
called,  that  we  should  inherit  a  blessing. 
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Dark  and  erroneous  as  the  minds  of  men  in  ge- 
neral were  before  the  appearance  of  Christ,  no  friend 
to  revelation  ever  meant  to  say  that  all  the  gross 
and  glaring  absurdities  of  the  heathen  system  as 
vulgarly  professed  were  universally  adopted,  and 
that  no  thinking  man  amongst  them  entertained 
better  conceptions  of  God's  nature  and  attributes, 
juster  notions  of  his  superintendence  and  provi- 
dence, purer  maxims  of  morality,  and  more  elevated 
expectations  of  a  future  state,  than  are  to  be  found 
in  the  extravagant  accounts  of  their  established 
theology.  No  thinking  man  could  seriously  sub- 
scribe his  belief  to  such  fabulous  and  chimerical 
legends  ;  and  indeed  it  appears  that  opinions  were 
permitted  to  pass  without  censure  very  irrecon- 
lilable  to  the  popular  faith,  and  great  latitude  given 
to  speculation  in  their  reasonings  upon  natural  reli- 
gion ;  and  what  can  be  more  gratifying  to  philan- 
tiiropy  than  to  trace  these  eftbrts  of  right  reason 
which  redound  to  the  honour  of  man's  nature,  and 
exhibit  to  our  view  the  human  understanding  unas- 
sisted by  the  lights  of  revelation,  and  supported 
only  by  its  natural  powers,  emerging  from  the 
darkness  of  idolatry  and  breaking  forth  into  the 
following  description  of  the  Supreme  Being,  which 
is  faithfully  translated  from  the  fragment  of  an 
ancient  Greek  tragic  poet:  — 

"  Let  not  mortal  corruption  mix  with  your  idea 
of  God,  nor  think  of  him  as  of  a  corporeal  being 
such  as  thyself,  ho  is  inscrutable  to  man  ;  now  ap- 
pearing liiie   tire,  implacable  in  his  anger;  now  in 
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thick  darkness,  now  in  the  flood  of  waters;  now  he 
puts  on  the  terrors  of  a  ravening'  beast,  of  the  thun- 
der, the  winds,  the  Hghtning,  of  conflagrations,  of 
clouds:  hiin  the  seas  obey,  the  savage  rocks,  the 
springs  of  fresh  water,  and  the  rivers  that  flow 
along  their  winding  channels ;  the  earth  herself 
stands  in  awe  of  him  :  the  high  tops  of  the  moun- 
tains, the  wide  expanse  of  the  cerulean  ocean 
tremble  at  the  frown  of  their  Lord  and  Huler." 

This  is  a  strain  in  the  sublime  style  of  the  Psalmist, 
and  similar  ideas  of  the  Supreme  Being  may  be 
collected  from  the  remains  of  various  heathen 
writers. 

Antiphanes,  theSocratic  philosopher,  says, "  That 
God  is  the  resemblance  of  nothing  upon  earth,  so 
that  no  conception  can  be  derived  from  any  efligy 
or  likeness  of  the  Author  of  the  Universe." 

Xeno])hoti  observes,  "That  a  Being  who  controls 
and  governs  all  things  must  needs  be  great  and 
powerful,  but  being  by  his  nature  invisible,  no  man 
can  discern  what  form  or  shape  he  is  of." 

Thales,  being  asked  to  define  the  Deity,  replied 
that  "  He  was  without  beginning  and  without  end." 
Being  farther  interrogated,  "  If  the  actions  of  men 
could  escape  the  intelligence  of  God?"  he  answered, 
"  No,  nor  even  their  thoughts." 

Philemon,  the  comic  poet,  introduces  the  follow- 
ing question  and  answer  in  a  dialogue  :  "  Tell  me, 
I  beseech  you,  what  is  your  conception  of  God?" 
"  As  of  a  Being,  who,  seeing  all  things,  is  himself 
unseen." 

Menander  says,  that  "  God,  the  lord  and  father 
of  all  things,  is  alone  worthy  of  our  humble  adora- 
tion, being  at  once  the  maker  and  the  giver  of  all 
blessings." 

Melanippidas,  a  writer  also  of  comedy,  introduces 
this  solemn  invocation  to  the  Supreme  Being,  "  Hear 
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lue,  O  Father,  whom  the  whole  world  regards  with 
wonder,  and  adores !  to  whom  the  immortal  soul  of 
man  is  precious." 

Euripides,  in  a  strain  of  great  sublimity,  exclaims, 
"  Thee  I  invoke,  the  selfcreated  Being,  who  framed 
all  nature  in  th^"^  etherial  mould,  whom  light  and 
darkness  and  the  whole  multitude  of  the  starry 
train  encircle  in  eternal  chorus."' 

Sophocles  also,  in  a  fragment  of  one  of  his  trage- 
dies, asserts  the  unity  of  the  Supreme  Being  :  "  Of 
a  truth  there  is  one  and  only  one  God,  the  maker 
of  heaven  and  earth,  the  sea  and  all  which  it  con- 
tains." 

These  selections,  to  which  however  many  others 
might  be  added,  will  serve  to  show  what  enlightened 
ideas  were  entertained  by  some  of  the  nature  of 
God.  1  will  next  adduce  a  few  passages  to  show 
what  just  conceptions  some  had  formed  of  God's 
providence  and  justice,  of  the  distribution  of  good 
and  evil  in  this  life,  and  of  the  expectation  of  a 
future  retribution  in  the  life  to  come. 

Ariston,  the  dramatic  poet,  hath  bequeathed  us 
the  following  part  of  a  dialogue  : — 

"Take  heart:  be  patient!  God  will  not  fail  to 
help  the  good,  and  especially  those  who  are  as  ex- 
cellent as  yourself:  where  would  be  the  encourage- 
ment to  persist  in  righteousness  unless  those  who 
do  well  are  eminently  to  be  rewarded  for  their  well 
doing? 

"  1  would  it  were  as  you  say  !  but  I  too  often  see 
men  who  square  their  actions  to  the  rules  of  recti- 
tude oppressed  with  misfortunes;  whilst  they  who 
have  nothing  at  heart  but  their  own  selfish  interest 
and  advantage  enjoy  prosperity  unkown  to  us. 

"  Tor  the  present  moment  it  may  be  so,  but  we 
must  look  beyond  the  present  moment  and  await 
the  issue  when  this  earth  shall  be  dissolved ;  for  to 
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think  that  chance  governs  the  affairs  of  this  life  is  a 
notion  as  false  as  it  is  evil,  and  is  the  plea  which 
vicious  men  set  up  for  vicious  morals ;  but  be  thou 
sure  that  the  good  works  of  the  righteous  shall  meet 
a  reward,  and  the  iniquities  of  the  unrighteous  a 
punishment;  for  nothing  can  come  to  pass  in  this 
world  but  by  the  will  and  permission  of  God." 

Epicharmns,  the  oldest  of  the  comic  poets,  says, 
in  one  of  the  few  fragments  which  remain  of  his 
writings,  "If  your  life  hath  been  holy  you  need 
have  no  dread  of  death,  for  the  spirit  of  the  blessed 
shall  exist  for  ever  in  heaven." 

Euripides  has  the  following  passage :  "If  any 
mortal  flatters  himself  that  the  sin  which  he  commits 
can  escape  the  notice  of  an  avenging  Deity,  he  in- 
dulges a  vain  hope,  deceiving  himself  in  a  false  pre- 
sumption of  impunity,  because  the  divine  justice 
suspends  for  a  time  the  punishment  of  his  evil  ac- 
tions ;  but  hearken  to  me,  ye  who  say  there  is  no 
God,  and  by  that  wicked  infidelity  enhance  your 
crimes  :  There  is,  there  is  a  God!  Let  the  evil  doer 
then  account  the  present  hour  only  as  gain,  for  he 
is  doomed  to  everlasting  punishment  in  the  life  to 
come." 

The  Sybilline  verses  hold  the  same  language,  but 
these  I  have  taken  notice  of  in  a  former  paper. 

I  reserve  myself  for  one  more  extract,  which  I 
shall  recommend  to  the  reader  as  the  finest  which 
can  be  instanced  from  any  heathen  writer ;  exhibiting 
the  most  elevated  conceptions  of  the  being  and  su- 
perintendence of  one  supreme  all-seeing  ineffable 
God,  and  of  the  existence  of  a  future  state  of  re- 
wards and  punishments;  by  the  just  distribution  of 
which  to  the  good  and  evil,  all  the  seeming  irre- 
gularities of  moral  justice  in  this  life  shall  hereafter 
be  set  straight;  and  this,  if  I  mistake  not,  is  the 
summary  of  all  that  natural  religion  can  attain  to. 

g2 
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The  following  is  a  close  translation  of  this  famous 
fragment:  — 

Thinkest  thou,  O  Niceratus,  that  those  departed 
spirits  who  are  satiated  with  the  luxuries  of  life 
shall  escape  as  from  an  oblivious  God?  the  eye  of 
justice  is  wakeful  and  all-seeing;  and  we  may 
truly  pronounce  that  there  are  two  several  roads 
conducting  us  to  the  grave  ;  one  proper  to  the  just, 
the  other  to  the  unjust;  for  if  just  and  unjust  fare 
alike,  and  the  grave  shall  cover  both  to  all  eternity 
— hence!  get  thee  hence  at  once!  destroy,  lay 
waste,  defraud,  confound  at  pleasure  !  But  deceive 
not  thyself;  there  is  a  judgment  after  death,  M'hich 
God,  the  lord  of  all  things,  will  exact ;  whose  tre- 
mendous name  is  not  to  be  uttered  by  my  lips,  and 
he  it  is  who  limits  the  appointed  date  of  the  trans- 
gressor." 

It  is  curious  to  discover  sentiments  of  this  vene- 
rable sort  in  the  fragment  of  a  Greek  comedy,  yet 
certain  it  is  that  it  has  either  Philemon  or  Diphilus 
for  its  author ;  both  writers  of  the  New  Comedy, 
and  contemporaries.  Justin,  Clemens,  and  Euse- 
bius  have  all  quoted  it ;  the  former  from  Philemon, 
both  the  latter  from  Diphilus:  Grotius  and  Le 
Clerc  follow  the  authority  of  Justin,  and  insert  it  in 
their  collection  of  Philemon's  fragments.  Herte- 
lius,  upon  the  joint  authorities  of  Clemens  and 
Eusebius,  gives  it  to  Diphilus,  and  publishes  it  as 
such  in  his  valuable  and  rare  remains  of  the  Greek 
comic  writers.  1  conceive  there  are  now  no  data 
upon  which  criticism  can  decide  for  either  of  these 
two  claimants,  and  the  honour  must  accordingly 
remain  suspended  between  them. 

Sentences  of  this  sort  are  certainly  very  precious 
relics,  and  their  preservation  is  owing  to  a  happy 
custom  which  the  Greeks  had  of  marking  the  mar- 
gins of  their  books  opj)osite  to  any  passage  which 
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particularly  struck  them,  and  this  mark  was  ge- 
nerally the  letter  y,  the  initial  of  yjoij^roy  (useful), 
and  the  collection  afterwards  made  of  these  distin- 
guished passages  they  called  -ypti-ojuaOctay. 

It  would  be  a  curious  and  amusing  collation  ot 
moral  and  religious  sentences,  extracted  from  hea- 
then writers,  with  corresponding  texts  selectetl 
from  the  Holy  Scriptures.  Grotius  had  done  some- 
thing towards  it  in  his  preface  to  the  Collectanea  of 
Stobaius  ;  but  the  quotations  already  given  will  suf- 
fice to  show,  in  a  general  point  of  view,  what  had 
been  the  advances  of  human  reason  before  God  en- 
lightened the  world  by  his  special  revelation. 
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If  the  deist,  who  contends  for  the  all  sufficiency  of 
natural  religion,  shall  think  that  in  these  passages, 
which  I  have  quoted  in  the  preceding  number,  he 
has  discovered  fresh  resources  on  tlie  part  of  human 
reason  as  opposed  to  divine  revelation,  he  would  find 
himself  involved  in  a  very  false  conclusion.  Though 
it  were  in  my  power  to  have  collected  every  moral 
and  religious  sentence  which  has  fallen  from  the 
pens  of  the  heathen  writers  antecedent  to  Christi- 
anity, and,  although  it  should  thereby  appear  that 
the  morality  of  the  gospel  had  been  the  morality  of 
right  reason  in  all  a£,es  of  the  world,  he  would  still 
remain  as  much  unfurnished  as  ever  for  establishing 
his  favourite  position,  that  the  Scriptures  reveal  no- 
thing more  than  man's  understanding  had  discovered 
without  their  aid.  We  may  therefore  console  our- 
selves without  scruple,  in  discovering  that  the  hea- 
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then  world  was  not  immersed  in  total  darkness,  and 
the  candid  mind,  however  interested  for  Chritianity, 
may  be  gratified  with  the  reflection  that  the  human 
understanding  was  not  so  wholly  enslaved,  but  that 
in  certain  instances  it  could  surmount  the  preju- 
dices of  system,  and,  casting  oft'  the  shackles  of 
idolatry,  argue  up  to  that  supreme  of  all  things, 
which  the  historian  Tacitus  emphatically  defines, 
summum  illud  et  ceternum  neque  mutabile  neque  in- 
territurum. 

Now  when  the  mind  is  settled  in  the  proof  of 
One  Supreme  Being,  there  are  two  several  modes 
of  reasoning,  by  which  natural  rehgion  may  deduce 
the  probability  of  a  future  state  :  one  of  these  results 
from  an  examination  of  the  human  soul,  the  other 
from  reflecting  on  the  unequal  distribution  of  hap- 
piness in  the  present  life. 

Every  man,  who  is  capable  of  examining  his  own 
faculties,  must  discern  a  certain  power  within  him, 
which  is  neither  coeval  with,  nor  dependent  upon 
his  body  and  his  members ;  I  mean  that  power  of 
reflection  which  we  universally  agree  to  seat  in  the 
soul :  it  is  not  coeval  with  the  body,  because  we 
were  not  in  the  use  and  exercise  of  it  when  we 
were  infants ;  it  is  not  dependent  on  it  because  it  is 
not  subject  to  the  changes  which  the  body  under- 
goes in  its  passage  from  the  womb  to  the  grave ; 
for  instance,  it  is  not  destroyed  or  even  impaired  by 
amputation  of  the  limbs  or  members,  it  does  not 
evaporate  by  the  continual  flux  and  exhalation  of 
the  corporeal  humours,  is  not  disturbed  by  motion 
of  the  limbs,  nor  deprived  of  its  powers  by  their  in- 
action ;  it  is  not  necessarily  involved  in  the  sick- 
ness and  infirmity  of  the  body,  for  whilst  that  is  de- 
caying and  dissolving  away  by  an  incurable  disease, 
the  intellectual  faculties  shall  in  many  cases  re- 
main perfect  and  unimpaired :   why,  ihen,  should 
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it  be  supposed  the  soul  of  a  man  is  to  die  with  his 
body,  and  accompany  it  into  the  obUvious  grave, 
when  it  did  not  make  its  entrance  with  it  into  life, 
nor  partook  of  its  decay,  its  fluctuations,  changes, 
and  casualties  ? 

If  these  obvious  reflections  upon  the  nature  and 
properties  of  the  soul  lead  to  the  persuasion  of  a 
future  state,  the  same  train  of  reasoning  will  natu- 
rally discover  that  the  condition  of  the  soul  in  that 
future  state  must  be  determined  by  the  merits  or 
demerits  of  its  antecedent  life.  It  has  never  been 
the  notion  of  heathen  or  of  deist,  that  both  the  good 
and  the  evil  shall  enter  upon  equal  and  undistin- 
guished felicity  or  punishment.  No  reasoning  man 
could  ever  conceive  that  the  soul  of  Nero  and  the 
soul  of  Antoninus  in  a  future  state  partook  of  the 
same  common  lot.  And  thus  it  follows  upon  the 
evidence  of  reason,  that  the  soul  of  man  shall  be  re- 
warded or  punished  hereafter,  according  to  his  good 
or  evil  conduct  here ;  and  this  consequence  is  the 
more  obvious,  because  it  does  not  appear  in  the 
moral  government  of  the  world,  that  any  such  just 
and  regular  distribution  of  rewards  and  punishments 
obtains  on  this  side  the  grave;  a  circumstance  no 
otherwise  to  be  reconciled  to  our  suitable  concep- 
tions of  divine  justice  than  by  refering  things  to  the 
hnal  decision  of  a  judgment  to  come. 

Though  all  these  discoveries  are  open  to  reason, 
let  no  man  conclude  that  what  the  reason  of  a  few 
discovered  were  either  communicated  to,  or  ac- 
knowledged by  all.  No,  the  world  was  dark  and 
grossly  ignorant;  some  indeed  have  argued  well  and 
clearly,  others  confusedly,  and  the  bulk  of  mankind 
not  at  all.  The  being  of  a  God,  and  the  unity  of 
that  Supreme  Being,  struck  conviction  to  the  hearts 
of  those  who  employed  their  reason  coolly  and  dis- 
passionately in  such  sublime  inquiries;  but  where 
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v/as  the  multitude  meanwhile  ?  Bewildered  with  a 
mob  of  deities,  whom  their  own  fables  had  endowed 
with  human  attributes,  passions,  and  infirmities, 
whom  their  own  superstition  had  deified  and  en- 
rolled amongst  the  immortals,  till  the  sacred  history 
of  Olympus  became  no  less  impure  than  the  jour- 
nals of  a  brothel.  Many  there  were  no  doubt  who 
saw  the  monstrous  absurdity  of  such  a  system,  yet 
not  every  one  who  discerned  error  could  discover 
truth.  The  immortality  of  the  soul,  a  doctrine  so 
harmonious  to  man's  nature,  was  decried  by  sys- 
tem and  opposed  by  subtilty ;  the  question  of  a  fu- 
ture state  was  hung  up  in  doubt,  or  bandied  between 
conflicting  disputants  through  all  the  quirks  and 
evasions  of  sophistry  and  logic.  Philosophy,  so 
called,  was  split  into  a  variety  of  sects,  and  the  hy- 
pothesis of  each  enthusiastic  founder  became  the 
standing  creed  of  his  school,  which  it  was  an  invio- 
lable point  of  honour  never  to  desert.  In  this  con- 
fusion of  systems  men  chose  for  themselves,  not 
according  to  conviction,  but  by  the  impulse  of  pas- 
sion, or  from  motives  of  convenience.  The  volup- 
tuary was  interested  to  dismiss  the  gods  to- their  re- 
pose, that  his  might  not  be  interrupted  by  them  ;  and 
all  who  wished  to  have  their  range  of  sensuality  in 
this  world  without  fear  or  control  readily  enlisted 
under  the  banners  of  Epicurus  till  his  followers  out- 
numbered all  the  rest!  This  was  the  court  creed 
under  the  worst  of  the  Roman  emperors ;  and  the 
whole  body  of  the  nation,  with  few  exceptions, 
adopted  it;  for  what  could  be  more  natural  than 
for  the  desperate  to  bury  conscience  in  the  grave 
of  atheism,  or  rush  into  annihilation  by  the  point 
of  the  poniard  when  they  were  weary  of  existence 
and  discarded  by  fortune?  With  some  it  was  the 
standard  principle  of  their  sect  to  doubt,  with  others 
to  argue  every  thing;  and  when  we  recollect  that 
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Cicero  himself  was  of  the  iVew'  Academy,  we  have 
a  clue  to  unravel  all  the  seeming  contradictions  of 
his  moral  and  metaphysical  sentiments,  amidst  the 
confnsion  of  which  we  are  never  to  expect  his  real 
opinion,  but  within  the  pale  of  his  own  particular 
school,  and  that  school  professed  controversy  upon 
every  point.  I  will  instance  one  passage  which  would 
have  done  honour  to  his  sentiment,  had  he  spoke  his 
own  language  as  well  as  that  of  the  Platonists, 
whom  he  is  here  personating — Nee  vero  Dens,  qui 
intelligitur  a  nobis,  alio  modo  intelUgi  potest,  quam 
mens  soluta  qucedam  et  libera,  segregata  ab  omni  con- 
cretione  mortali,  omnia  sentiens  et  tnovens.  Whilst 
the  purest  truths  were  thrown  out  only  as  themes 
for  sophistry  to  cavil  at,  the  mass  of  mankind  re- 
sembled a  chaos,  in  which,  if  some  few  sparks  of 
light  glimmered,  they  only  served  to  cast  the  gene- 
ral horror  into  darker  shades. 

It  must  not,  however,  be  forgotten,  that  there  was 
a  peculiar  people  then  upon  earth,  who  professed  to 
worship  that  one  Supreme  Being,  of  whose  nature 
and  attributes  certain  individuals  only  amongst  the 
Gentile  nations  entertained  suitable  conceptions. 

Whilst  all  the  known  world  were  idolaters  by 
establishment,  the  Jews  alone  were  Unitarians  upon 
system.  Their  history  was  most  wonderful,  for  it 
undertook  to  give  a  relation  of  things,  whereof  no 
human  records  could  possibly  be  taken,  and  all 
who  received  it  for  truth  must  receive  it  as  the  re- 
lation of  God  himself,  for  how  else  should  men  ob- 
tain a  knowledge  of  the  Creator's  thoughts  and 
operations  in  the  first  formation  of  all  things?  Ac- 
cordingly we  find  their  inspired  historian,  after  he 
has  brought  down  his  narration  to  the  journal  of  his 
own  time,  holding  conferences  with  God  himself, 
and  receiving  through  his  immediate  communication 
certain  laws  and  commandments  which  he  was  to 
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deliver  to  the  people,  and  according-  to  vvliieh  they 
were  to  live  and  be  governed.  In  this  manner 
Moses  appears  as  the  commissioned  legislator  of  a 
Theocracy,  impowered  to  work  miracles  in  confir- 
mation of  his  vicegerent  anthority,  and  to  denounce 
the  most  tremendous  punishments  upon  the  nation 
so  highly  favoured,  if  in  any  future  time  they  should 
disobey  and  fall  off  from  these  sacred  statutes  and 
ordinances. 

A  people  under  such  a  government,  set  apart  and 
distinguished  from  all  other  nations  by  means  so 
supernatural,  form  a  very  interesting  object  for  our 
contemplation,  and  their  history  abounds  in  events 
no  less  extraordinary  and  miraculous  than  the  re- 
velation itself  of  those  laws,  upon  which  their  con- 
stitution was  first  established.  Their  tedious  cap- 
tivities, their  wonderful  deliverances,  the  adminis- 
tration of  their  priests  and  prophets,  their  triumphs 
and  successes,  whilst  adhering  to  God's  worship, 
and  their  deplorable  condition,  when  they  corrupted 
his  service  with  the  impurities  of  the  idolatrous  na- 
tions, whom  they  drove  from  their  possessions,  form 
a  most  surprishig  change  of  incidents,  to  which  the 
annals  of  no  other  people  upon  earth  can  be  said  to 
bear  resemblance. 

Had  it  suited  the  all-wise  purposes  of  God,  when 
he  revealed  himself  to  this  peculiar  people,  to  have 
macie  them  the  instruments  for  disseminating  the 
knowledge  of  his  true  religion  and  worship  over  the 
Gentile  world,  their  office  and  administralion  had 
been  glorious  indeed ;  but  this  part  was  either  not 
alloted  to  them,  or  justly  forfeited  by  their  degene- 
rate and  abandoned  conduct  :  disobedient  and  re- 
bellious against  God's  ordinances,  they  were  so  far 
from  propagating  these  imparted  lights  to  the  neigh- 
bouring nations  that  they  themselves  sunk  into  their 
darkness,  and  whilst  all  the  land  was  overrun  with 
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idols,  few  were  the  kness  which  bowed  to  the  living, 
true,  and  only  God. 

Moses,  their  inspired  lawgiver,  judge,  and  pro- 
phet, is  generally  said  to  have  delivered  to  them  no 
doctrine  of  a  future  state.  I  am  aware  there  is  a 
learned  author  now  living,  one  of  their  nation,  David 
Levi  by  name,  who  controverts  this  assertion  ;  it  is 
fit,  therefore,  I  should  leave  it  in  reference  to  his 
future  proofs,  when  he  shall  see  proper  to  produce 
them;  in  the  meantime  I  may  fairly  state  it  upon 
this  alternative,  that  if  Moses  did  not  impart  the 
doctrine  above  mentioned,  it  was  wholly  reserved 
for  future  special  revelation ;  if  he  did  impart  it, 
there  must  have  been  an  obstinate  want  of  faith  in 
great  part  of  the  Jewish  nation,  who  knowingly  pro- 
fessed a  contrary  doctrine,  or  else  there  must  have 
been  some  obscurity  in  Moses's  account,  if  they  in- 
nocently misunderstood  it.  The  Sadducees  were  a 
great  portion  of  the  Jewish  community,  and  if  they 
were  instructed  by  their  lawgiver  to  believe  and 
expect  a  future  state,  it  is  high  matter  of  offence  in 
them  to  have  disobeyed  their  teacher ;  on  the  other 
hand,  if  they  were  not  instructed  to  this  effect  by 
Moses,  yet  having  been  taught  the  knowledge  of 
one  all  righteous  God,  it  becomes  just  matter  of 
surprise,  how  they  came  to  overlook  a  consequence 
so  evident. 


VOL.  ir. 
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No.  LXIV. 

From  the  review  we  have  taken  of  the  state  of  man- 
kind, in  respect  to  their  religious  opinions  at  the 
Christian  era,  it  appears  that  the  Gentile  world  was 
systematically  devoted  to  idolatry,  whilst  the  rem- 
nant of  the  Jewish  tribes  professed  the  worship  of 
the  true  God ;  but  at  the  same  time  there  did  not 
exist  on  earth  any  other  temple  dedicated  to  God's 
service,  save  that  at  Jerusalem.  The  nation  so 
highly  favoured  by  him,  and  so  enlightened  by  his 
immediate  revelations,  was  in  the  lowest  state  of 
political  and  religious  declension ;  ten  out  of  their 
twelve  tribes  had  been  carried  away  into  captivity, 
from  which  there  has  to  this  hour  been  no  redemp- 
tion, and  the  remaining  two  were  brought  under  the 
Roman  yoke,  and  divided  into  sects,  one  of  which 
opposed  the  opinion  of  the  other,  and  maintained 
that  there  was  to  be  no  resurrection  of  the  dead ; 
the  controversy  was  momentous,  for  the  eternal  wel- 
fare of  mankind  was  the  object  of  discussion,  and 
who  was  to  decide  upon  it?  The  worshipers  of  the 
true  God  had  one  place  only  upon  earth,  wherein  to 
call  upon  his  name  ;  the  groves  and  altars  of  the  idols 
occupied  all  the  rest.  Who  was  to  restore  his  Avor- 
ship?  Who  was  to  redeem  mankind  from  almost 
total  ignorance  and  corruption?  Where  was  the 
light  that  was  to  lighten  the  Gentiles  ?  Reason 
could  do  no  more ;  it  could  only  argue  for  the  pro- 
bability of  a  future  state  of  rewards  and  punishments, 
but  demonstration  was  required  ;  an  evidence  that 
might  remove  all  doubts,  and  this  was  not  in  the 
power  of  man  to  furnish.  Some  Being  therefore 
must  appear  of  more  than  human  talents,  to  instruct 
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mankind,  of  more  than  human  authority,  to  reform 
them.  The  world  was  lost,  unless  it  should  please 
God  to  interpose,  for  the  work  was  above  human 
hands,  and  nothing  but  the  power  which  created  the 
world  could  save  the  world. 

Let  any  man  cast  his  ideas  back  to  this  period, 
and  ask  his  reason  if  it  was  not  natural  to  suppose 
that  the  Almighty  Being,  to  whom  this  general  ruin 
and  disorder  must  be  visible,  would  in  mercy  to  his 
creatures  send  some  help  amongst  them;  unless  it 
had  been  his  purpose  to  abandon  them  to  destruc- 
tion, we  may  presume  to  say  he  surely  would.  Is 
it  then  with  man  to  prescribe  in  what  particular 
mode  and  form  that  redemption  should  come  ?  Cer- 
tainly it  is  not  with  man,  but  with  God  only;  he, 
who  grants  the  vouchsafement  will  direct  the  means. 
Be  these  what  they  may,  they  must  be  preternatural 
and  miraculous,  because  we  have  agreed  that  it  is 
beyond  the  reach  of  man  by  any  natural  powers  of 
his  own  to  accomplish :  a  special  inspiration  then  is 
requisite  ;  some  revelation,  it  should  seem,  we  know 
not  what,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where,  nor  whence, 
except  that  it  must  come  from  God  himself.  What 
if  he  sends  a  being  upon  earth  to  tell  us  his  imme- 
diate will,  to  teach  us  how  to  please  him,  and  to  con- 
vince us  of  the  reality  of  a  future  state  ?  That  being 
then  must  come  down  from  him,  he  must  have 
powers  miraculous,  he  must  have  qualities  divine 
and  perfect,  he  must  return  on  earth  from  the  grave, 
and  personally  show  us  he  has  survived  it,  and  is 
corporeally  living  after  death.  Will  this  be  evi- 
dence demonstrative?  Who  can  withstand  it?  He 
must  be  of  all  men  most  obstinately  bent  upon  his 
own  destruction,  who  should  attempt  to  hold  out 
against  it;  he  must  prefer  darkness  to  light,  false- 
hood to  truth,  misery  to  happiness,  hell  to  heaven, 
who  would  not  thankfully  embrace  so  great  salvation. 
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Let  us  now  apply  what  has  been  said  to  the  ap- 
pearance of  that  person  whom  the  Christian  Church 
believes  to  have  been  the  true  Messias  of  God,  and 
let  us  examine  the  evidences  upon  which  we  assert 
the  divinity  of  his  mission,  and  the  completion  of  its 
purposes. 

In  what  form,  and  after  what  manner,  was  he 
sent  amongst  us  'i  Was  it  by  natural  or  preternatural 
means?  If  his  first  appearance  is  ushered  in  by  a 
miracle,  will  it  not  be  an  evidence  in  favour  of 
God's  special  revelation  ?  If  he  is  presented  to  the 
world  in  some  mode  superior  to  and  differing  from 
the  ordinary  course  of  nature,  such  an  introduction 
must  attract  to  his  person  and  character  a  more 
than  ordinary  attention.  If  a  miraculous  and  mys- 
terious Being  appears  upon  earth,  so  compounded  of 
divine  and  human  nature  as  to  surpass  our  compre- 
hension of  his  immediate  essence,  and  at  the  same 
time  so  leveled  to  our  earthly  ideas  as  to  be  visibly 
born  of  a  human  mother,  not  impregnated  after  the 
manner  of  the  flesh,  but  by  the  immediate  Spirit  of 
God,  in  other  words,  the  son  of  a  pure  virgin,  shall 
we  make  the  mysterious  incarnation  of  such  a  pre- 
ternatural being  a  reason  for  our  disbelief  in  that  re- 
velation which  without  a  miracle  we  had  not  given 
credit  to?  We  are  told  that  the  birth  of  Christ  was 
in  this  wise  ;  the  fact  rests  upon  the  authority  of  the 
evangelists  who  describe  it.  The  Unitarians,  who 
profess  Christianity  with  this  exception,  may  dis- 
pute the  testimony  of  the  sacred  writers  in  this  par- 
ticular, and  the  Jews  may  deny  their  account  in  toto; 
but  still  if  Christ  himself  performed  miracles,  which 
the  Jews  do  not  deny,  and  if  he  rose  from  the  dead 
after  his  crucifixion,  which  the  Unitarians  admit,  I 
do  not  see  how  either  should  be  staggered  by  the 
miracle  of  his  birth  :  for  of  the  Jews  I  may  demand, 
whether  it  were  not  a  thing  as  credible  for  God  to 
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have  wrought  a  miracle  at  the  birth  of  Moses  for 
instance,  as  that  he  should  afterwards  empower  that 
prophet  to  perform,  not  one  only,  but  many  mira- 
cles? To  the  Unitarians  I  would  candidly  submit, 
if  it  be  not  as  easy  to  believe  the  incarnation  of 
Christ  as  his  resurrection,  the  authorities  for  each 
being  the  same?  Let  the  authorities  therefore  be 
the  test. 

I  am  well  aware  that  the  silence  of  two  of  the 
evangelists  is  stated  by  the  Unitarians  amongst 
other  objections  against  the  account,  and  the  non- 
accordance  of  the  genealogies  given  by  Saint  Mat- 
thew and  Saint  Luke  is  urged  against  the  Christian 
Church  by  the  author  of  Lingua  Sacra,  in  a  pam- 
phlet lately  published  in  the  following  words : — 
"  The  evangelist,  Saint  Matthew,  in  the  first  chap- 
ter of  his  Gospel  gives  us  the  genealogy  of  Christ, 
and  Luke  in  the  third  chapter  of  his  Gospel  does 
the  same  ;  but  with  such  difference,  that  an  unpre- 
judiced person  would  hardly  think  they  belonged 
to  one  and  the  same  person ;  for  the  latter  not  only 
difi'ers  from  the  former  in  almost  the  whole  genea- 
logy from  Joseph  to  David,  but  has  also  added  a 
few  more  generations,  and  likewise  made  Jesus  to 
decend  from  Nathan  the  son  of  David  instead  of 
Solomon." — (Levi's  Letter  to  Dr.  Priestley,  p.  81.) 

The  learned  Jew  is  founded  in  his  observation 
upon  the  nonaccordance  of  these  pedigrees,  but  not 
in  applying  that  to  Christ  which  relates  only  to 
Joseph,  Saint  Matthew  gives  the  genealogy  of 
Joseph,  whom  he  denominates  "  the  husband  of 
Mary,  of  whom  was  born  Jesus,  who  is  called 
Christ,"  chap.  i.  v.  16.  Saint  Luke,  with  equal 
precision,  says,  that  "  Jesus  himself  began  to  be 
about  thirty  years  of  age,  being,  as  was  supposed, 
the  son  of  Joseph."     N  ow  when  it  is  thus  clear  that 
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both  these  genealogies  apply  to  Joseph,  and  both 
these  evangelists  expressly  assert  that  Jesus  was 
born  of  an  immaculate  virgin,  I  do  not  think  it  a  fair 
statement  to  call  it  the  genealogy  of  Christ,  for  the 
purpose  of  discrediting  the  veracity  of  these  evan- 
gelists in  points  of  faith  or  doctrine,  merely  because 
they  ditFer  in  a  family  catalogue  of  the  generations 
of  Joseph,  one  of  which  was  carried  up  to  Adam, 
and  the  other  brought  down  from  Abraham.  The 
Gospel  historians,  as  I  understand  them,  profess 
severally  to  render  a  true  account  of  Christ's  mis- 
sion, comprising  only  a  short  period  of  his  life; 
within  the  compass  of  this  period  they  are  to  record 
the  doctrines  he  preached,  the  miracles  he  perform- 
ed, and  the  circumstances  of  his  death,  passion,  and 
resurrection ;  to  this  undertaking  they  are  fairly 
committed ;  this  they  are  to  execute  as  faithful  re- 
porters, and  if  their  reports  shall  be  found  in  any 
essential  matter  contradictory  to  each  other  or  them- 
selves, let  the  learned  author  late  mentioned,  or  any 
other  opponent  to  Christianity,  point  it  out,  and 
candour  must  admit  the  charge ;  but  in  the  matter 
of  a  pedigree,  which  appertains  to  Joseph,  which 
our  Church  universally  omits  in  its  service,  which 
comprises  no  article  of  doctrine,  and  which,  being 
purely  matter  of  family  record,  was  copied  probably 
from  one  roll  by  Matthew,  and  from  another  by 
Luke,  I  cannot  in  truth  and  sincerity  see  how  the 
sacred  historians  are  impeached  by  the  nonagree- 
ment  of  their  accounts.  We  call  them  the  inspired 
writers,  and  when  any  such  trivial  contradiction  as 
the  above  can  be  fixed  upon  them  by  the  enemies  of 
our  faith,  the  word  is  retorted  upon  us  with  triumph  ; 
but  what  has  inspiration  to  do  with  the  genealogy  of 
Joseph,  the  supposed,  not  the  real  father  of  Jesus? 
And  indeed  what  more  is  required  for  the  simple 
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narration  of  any  facts  than  a  faithful  memory,  and 
sincere  adherence  to  truth  ? 

Let  this  sufhce  for  what  relates  to  the  birth  of 
Christ,  and  the  different  ways  in  which  men  argue 
upon  that  mysterious  event:  if  his  coming  was 
foretold,  and  if  his  person  and  character  fully 
answer  to  those  predictions,  no  man  will  deny  the 
force  of  such  an  evidence :  if  we  are  simply  told 
that  "  a  virgin  did  conceive  and  bear  a  son,''  it  is  a 
circumstance  so  much  out  of  the  ordinary  course  of 
nature  to  happen,  that  it  requires  great  faith  in  the 
veracity  of  the  relater  to  believe  it;  but  if  we  are 
possessed  of  an  authentic  record  of  high  antecedent 
antiquity,  wherein  we  find  it  expressly  predicted, 
that  such  a  circumstance  shall  happen,  and  that  a 
"  virgin  shall  conceive  and  bear  a  son,''  it  is  such 
a  confirmation  of  the  fact  that,  wonderful  as  it  is, 
we  can  no  longer  doubt  the  truth  of  the  historians 
who  attest  it.  Now  it  is  not  one  but  many  prophets, 
who  concur  in  foretelling  the  coming  of  the  Messias ; 
his  person,  his  office,  his  humility  and  sufferings, 
his  ignominious  death  and  the  glorious  benefits  re- 
sulting from  his  atonement,  are  nut  merely  glanced 
at  with  enigmatic  obscurity,  but  pointedly  and  pre- 
cisely announced.  Had  such  evidences  met  for 
the  verification  of  any  historical  event  unconnected 
with  religion,  I  suppose  there  is  no  man  who  could 
compare  the  one  with  the  other,  but  would  admit 
its  full  concordance  and  completion;  and  is  it  not 
a  strange  perverseness  of  mind,  if  we  are  obstinate 
in  doubting  it,  only  because  we  are  so  deeply  inte- 
rested to  believe  it  ? 

I  have  said  there  was  but  one  temple  upon  earth, 
where  the  only  true  and  living  God  was  worshiped, 
the  temple  at  Jerusalem.  The  Jews  had  derived 
and  continued  this  worship  from  the  time  of  Abra- 
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ham,  and  to  him  the  promises  were  made,  that  "  in 
his  seed  all  the  nations  of  the  world  should  be 
blessed."  Where  then  are  we  natmally  to  look  for 
the  Messias  but  from  the  stock  of  Abraham,  from 
the  descendants  of  that  family,  in  which  alone  were 
preserved  the  knowledge  and  worship  of  the  only 
true  God?  If  therefore  the  religion,  which  Christ 
founded,  does  in  fact  hold  forth  that  blessing  to  all 
the  nations  of  the  world,  then  was  that  promise  ful- 
filled in  the  person  of  Christ,  "  who  took  upon  him 
the  seed  of  Abraham." 


No.  LXV. 


We  are  next  to  inquire  if  the  character  and  com- 
mission of  the  Messias  were  marked  by  such  per- 
formances as  might  well  be  expected  from  a  person, 
whose  introduction  into  the  world  was  of  so  extra- 
ordinary a  nature. 

We  are  told  by  one  of  the  sacred  historians,  that 
"  the  Jews  came  round  about  him  and  said  unto  him, 
how  long  dost  thou  make  us  to  doubt?  If  thou  be 
the  Christ,  tell  us  plainly  :  Jesus  answered  them,  I 
told  you,  and  ye  believed  not;  the  works  that  I  do 
in  my  Father's  name,  they  bear  witness  of  me." 

In  this  passage  Christ  himself  appeals  to  his 
works  done  in  the  name  of  God,  to  witness  against 
all  cavils  for  his  being  the  true  Messias.  The  same 
question  was  put  to  him  by  the  disciples  of  the  Bap- 
tist, "  Art  thou  he  that  should  come,  or  do  we  look 
for  another  ?"  The  same  appeal  is  made  to  his  works 
in  the  reply  he  gives  to  these  inquirers. 
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It  follows  next  in  order  that  we  should  ask  what 
these  works  were,  and  it  so  happens,  that  the  per- 
son who  performed  them  has  himself  enumerated 
them  in  the  following  words  :  "  The  blind  receive 
their  sight  and  the  lame  walk,  the  lepers  are 
cleansed  and  the  deaf  hear,  the  dead  are  raised  up 
and  the  poor  have  the  gospel  preached  unto  them." 
These  are  works  it  must  be  acknowledged  of  a  most 
benevolent  sort;  they  are  not  indeed  so  splendid  as 
the  miraculous  act  of  dividing  the  Red  Sea  for  the 
people  of  Israel  to  march  through  it,  and  again  com- 
manding it  to  close  upon  their  pursuers  in  the  rear 
and  swallow  up  the  army  of  Pharaoh ;  they  are  not 
of  so  tremendous  a  character  as  those  afflicting 
plagues  with  which  Moses  punished  the  Egyptians; 
but  would  these,  or  such  as  these,  have  been  cha- 
racteristic of  a  mediator?  Christ  came  to  save  and 
not  to  destroy  the  world,  and  the  works  above  de- 
scribed are  no  less  merciful  in  their  nature  than  mi- 
raculous. 

When  the  Jews  therefore  tauntingly  assert  the 
superior  magnificence  of  the  miracles  wrought  by 
Moses,  which  we  admit  to  have  been  in  all  respects 
suitable  to  the  commission  which  Moses  was  en- 
charged  with,  they  should  with  ecpial  candour  ad- 
mit, that  the  less  splendid,  but  more  salutary,  mira- 
cles of  Christ  were  no  less  suited  to  the  merciful 
commission  which  he  came  amongst  us  to  perform. 
There  is  indeed  more  horrible  grandeur  in  the  spec- 
tacle of  a  vast  army  swallowed  up  by  the  sea,  mira- 
culously divided  into  a  wall  on  each  side  of  those 
who  passed  through  it;  but  who  will  say  that  God's 
power  is  not  as  wonderfully  and  conspicuously  dis- 
played in  restoring  dead  Lazarus  to  life,  as  in  drown- 
ing Pharaoh  and  his  host?  Surely  it  is  as  great  a 
miracle  to  give  life  to  the  dead,  as  it  is  to  put  the 
living  to  death. 
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The  miracles  of  Christ  were  performed  without 
ostentation  and  display,  yet  they  were  of  such  gene- 
ral notoriety  that  the  Jews  themselves  did  not,  and 
do  not  even  now  deny  their  being  wrought  by  him, 
but  ascribed  them  to  the  aid  and  agency  of  the 
devil :  a  miserable  subterfuge  indeed  !  But  this  is 
not  all ;  a  contemporary  writer  of  that  nation,  David 
Levi,  in  his  letter  to  Dr.  Priestley  asserts,  that  there 
was  not  only  "  no  such  necessity"  for  the  miracles 
of  Jesus  as  for  those  of  Moses,  but  "  that  they  were 
scarcely  just  or  rational,  and  consequently  cannot 
be  offered  as  proofs  of  his  divine  mission  in  com- 
parison with  that  of  Moses,"  p.  67,  68. 

In  support  of  this  assertion  the  learned  controver- 
sialist observes,  "  that  as  to  the  miracles  of  Moses, 
there  was  the  greatest  necessity  for  them ;  for  in- 
stance, the  plagues  he  brought  upon  the  Egyptians 
were  necessary  for  the  redemption  of  the  Jewish 
nation ;  as  was  the  dividing  of  the  Red  Sea,  and 
the  drowning  the  Egyptians  for  their  farther  deli- 
verance from  them :  the  manna  from  heaven  and 
the  water  from  the  rock  were  necessary  for  their 
subsistence  in  the  wilderness ;  the  same  of  all  the 
rest." 

This  we  may  admit  in  its  full  force ;  but  as  the 
miracles  which  Christ  wrought  were  altogether  as 
necessary  for  the  proof  of  his  divine  mission,  as 
these  of  Moses  for  the  proof  of  his  :  a  man  must  be 
very  partial  to  his  own  nation,  who  will  assert,  that 
the  deliverance  of  the  Jews  from  their  captivity  in 
Egypt  was  a  more  important  object  than  the  re- 
demption of  lost  mankind.  We  will  not  doubt  but 
it  was  necessary  the  Egyptian  host  should  be  drown- 
ed, because  it  seemed  good  to  God  so  to  punish 
their  obduracy,  and  extricate  the  Jewish  tribes;  but 
it  is  no  less  necessary,  that  mankind  should  believe 
in  Christ,  if  they  are  to  be  saved  through  his  means, 
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and  for  the  confirmation  of  that  necessary  faith  these 
miracles  were  performed;  the  author  of  the  objec- 
tion, who  himself  asserts  that  Moses  dehvered 
the  important  doctrine  of  a  future  state,  will  not 
deny  that  the  belief  of  a  future  state  is  a  necessary 
belief;  and  if  it  be  so,  it  must  follow  that  Christ's 
resurrection  and  appearance  upon  earth  after  his 
crucifixion  (a  miracle  I  presume  as  great  and  strik- 
ing as  any  wrought  by  the  hand  of  Moses)  was  as 
pertinent  to  that  general  end  as  the  wonders  in  the 
land  of  Egypt  and  at  the  Red  Sea  were  to  the  par- 
ticular purpose  of  rescuing  the  Jews  out  of  their 
captivity. 

If  we  grant  that  Moses,  as  this  objector  intimates, 
did  impart  the  doctrine  of  a  future  state,  Christ  did 
more  by  exemplifying  it  in  his  own  person,  and 
against  such  evidence  we  might  presume  even  a 
Sadducee  would  not  hold  out.  Now  as  so  large  a 
portion  of  the  Jewish  nation  was  still  in  the  avowed 
disbelief  of  that  doctrine,  which  our  opponent  be- 
lieves was  taught  them  by  their  great  prophet  and 
lawgiver  himself,  surely  he  must  of  course  allow 
that  the  resurrection  of  Christ  was  to  them,  at  least, 
and  to  all  who  like  them  did  not  credit  the  doctrine 
of  a  life  to  come,  a  necessary  miracle. 

Where  such  a  teacher  as  Moses  had  failed  to  per- 
suade, what  less  than  a  miracle  could  conquer  their 
infidelity  ?  Unless,  indeed,  our  author  shall  join 
issue  with  Abraham  in  his  reply  to  Dives,  as  re- 
corded in  the  words  of  Christ,  and  maintain  with 
him,  that  as  they  would  not  believe  the  word  of 
Moses,  "  neither  would  they  be  persuaded,  though 
one  actually  rose  from  the  dead." 

And  now  I  will  more  closely  animadvert  upon 
the  bold  assertion  of  David  Levi,  the  Jew  (whose 
hostile  opinions  we  tolerate),  that  the  miracles  of 
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Christ  the  Saviour  of  the  world  (whose  religion  we 
profess)  were  "  scarcely  just  or  rational." 

Our  faith  is  at  issue,  our  established  church  falls 
to  the  ground,  our  very  sovereign  becomes  no  longer 
the  defender  of  our  faith,  but  rather  the  defender  of 
our  folly,  if  this  contemner  of  Christ,  this  alien  who 
assaults  our  religion,  whilst  he  is  living  under  the 
protection  of  our  laws,  shall  with  one  stroke  of  an 
audacious  pen  undermine  the  strong  foundation  of 
our  belief. 

Let  us  hear  how  this  modern  caviller  confutes 
those  miracles  which  his  forefathers  saw  and  did 
not  dare  to  deny. 

He  takes  two  out  of  the  number,  and  if  there  is 
any  merit  in  the  selection,  he  is  beholden  to  his  cor- 
respondent for  it;  these  are,  first,  "  the  driving  the 
devils  out  of  the  man  possessed,  and  sending  them 
into  the  herd  of  swine;"  Mat.  viii.  28.  Secondly, 
"the  curse  pronounced  upon  the  barren  fig  tree;" 
Mark  xi.  13. 

Upon  the  first  of  these  he  has  the  following  stric- 
ture : — "This  I  think  was  not  strictly  just,  for  as, 
according  to  your  (Dr.  Priestley's)  opinion),  he  was 
but  a  man  and  a  prophet,  I  would  willingly  be  in- 
formed what  right  he  had  to  destroy  another  man's 
property  in  the  manner  he  did  by  sending  the  devils 
into  them,  and  so  causing  them  to  run  violently  into 
the  sea  and  perish?" 

This  miracle  is  recorded  also  by  St.  Mark,  v.  1, 
and  again  by  St.  Luke,  viii.  26.  What  St.  Mat- 
thew calls  the  country  of  the  Gergesenes,  the  other 
two  evangelists  call  the  country  of  the  Gadarenes, 
and  St.  Luke  adds  that  it  is  over  against  Galilee ; 
this  country,  as  I  conceive,  was  within  the  boun- 
daries of  the  half  tribe  of  3Ianasseh,  on  the  other 
side  of  Jordan,  and  is  by  Strabo  called  Gadarida, 
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lib.  16.  Now  Moses  both  in  Leviticus  xi,  and 
Deuteronomy  xiv.  prohibits  swine  as  one  of  the 
unclean  beasts:  "  Of  their  flesh  shall  ye  not  eat, 
and  their  carcass  shall  ye  not  touch ;  they  are  un- 
clean to  you."  Isaiah  also  states  it  as  a  particular 
sin  and  abomination  in  the  Jews,  whom  he  calleth 
a  *'  rebellious  people,  a  people  that  provoketh  me 
to  anger  continually  to  my  face :  which  remain 
among-  the  graves  and  lodge  in  the  monuments, 
which  eat  swine's  flesh."  Ixv.  2,  3,  4.  And  again, 
"  They  that  sanctify  themselves  and  purify  them- 
selves in  the  gardens,  behind  one  tree  in  the  midst, 
eating  swine's  flesh,  &c.  shall  be  consumed  toge- 
ther, saith  the  Lord."  Ixvi.  17.  Eleazer  the  scribe, 
"  when  constrained  to  open  his  mouth  and  eat 
swine's  flesh,  chose  rather  to  die  gloriously  than  to 
live  stained  with  such  an  abomination."  2  Mace.  vi. 
18,  19.  The  seven  brethren  also  who  were  com- 
pelled to  the  like  abomination  declared,  "  they  were 
ready  to  die  rather  than  to  transgress  the  laws  of 
their  fathers."  This  being  the  law  of  Moses  with 
respect  to  this  proscribed  animal,  and  such  being 
the  corruptions  of  the  people  in  violating  that  law, 
I  am  at  a  loss  to  discover  the  injustice  of  the 
miracle  :  seeing  what  abominations  these  creatures 
had  occasioned  amongst  the  Jews,  so  as  to  draw 
down  the  denunciations  of  the  prophet  Isaiah, 
repeatedly  urged  in  the  passages  above  quoted : 
and  it  is  with  particular  surprise  I  meet  the  charge 
from  one  who  is  himself  a  Jew,  and  who,  I  must 
presume,  would  die  the  death  of  Eleazar  rather  than 
be  defiled  with  such  abominable  food.  It  would  be 
hard  indeed  if  Christ,  whom  he  arraigns  for  abolish- 
ing the  Mosaical  dispensation  in  one  part  of  his 
argument,  should  in  another  be  accused  of  wrong 
and  injury  for  conforming  to  it;  but  any  wretched 
shift  shall  be  resorted  to  for  matter  of  railing  against 
VOL.  II.  I 
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Christ,  and  rather  than  not  feed  his  spleen  at  all  he 
will  feed  it  upon  swine's  flesh :  let  the  learned  Jew 
first  prove  to  me  that  a  hog  was  not  an  abomination 
to  his  countrymen,  and  it  will  then  be  time  enough 
to  debate  upon  the  injustice  of  destroying  them ; 
meanwhile  I  shall  not  be  disposed  to  allow  of  any 
damages  for  the  swine  in  question  at  the  suit  and 
prosecution  of  a  Jew, 

His  second  attack  is  pointed  against  the  miracle 
of  the  fig  tree  which  was  blasted  at  the  word  of 
Christ. 

Though  Saint  Matthew  as  well  as  Saint  Mark 
records  this  miracle,  yet,  for  reasons  sufficiently  ob- 
vious, he  refers  to  the  latter,  who  says,  "  that  when 
Christ  came  to  it  he  found  nothing  but  leaves  ;  for 
the  time  of  figs  was  not  yet."  His  argument  upon 
this  passage  is  as  follows :  '•'  Hence  it  is  manifest 
that  he  required  the  tree  to  produce  fruit  out  of  sea- 
son, and  which  would  have  been  contrary  to  the 
intent  of  its  Creator:  and  therefore  he,  as  a  dutiful 
son,  curses  the  innocent  and  guiltless  tree  for  doing 
that  which  his  father  had  commanded  it  to  do,  viz. 
to  bear  fruit  in  its  proper  season :"  In  this  para- 
graph our  Jew  has  quickened  his  argument  with 
some  facetious  irony,  and  he  follows  it  with  an  air 
of  exultation  as  well  as  insult :  "  If  after  this  Chris- 
tians should  still  persist  in  the  miracle  according  to 
the  letter  of  the  story,  much  good  may  it  do  them  ; 
but  I  am  sure  it  will  never  be  the  means  of  convert- 
ing the  unbelieving  Jews  to  the  Christian  faith." 

I  close  with  him  in  opinion  that  this  miracle  will 
not  be  the  means  of  converting  his  unbelieving  bre- 
thren to  Christianity  :  for  how  can  I  hope  that  what 
their  fathers  saw,  and  yet  believed  not,  should  at 
this  distant  period  gain  belief  from  their  posterity  ? 
I  also  join  with  him  in  saying  (and  I  suspect  I  say 
it  with  somewhat  more  sincerity)  much  good  may  it 
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do  to  all  those  Christians  who  persist  in  their  belief 
of  it !  A  descendant  of  those  who  murdered  Christ 
may  act  in  character  when  he  insults  his  miracles 
and  ridicules  his  person ;  but  a  believer  in  Christ 
will  be  an  imitator  of  his  patience. 

It  is  now  time  to  dismiss  the  irony  and  apply  to 
the  argument.  This  simply  turns  upon  St.  Mark's 
interjectional  observation  not  noticed  by  St.  Mat- 
thew in  his  account,  viz.  "  that  the  time  of  figs  was 
not  yet;"  He  says,  that  Jesus  being  hungry  saw  a 
fig  tree  afar  off  having  leaves,  and  came  if  haply  he 
might  find  any  thing  thereon.  By  this  it  appears 
that  the  tree  was  in  leaf,  and  Jesus  approached  it 
with  the  expectation  of  finding  something  thereon  ; 
but  when  he  found  nothing  but  leaves,  he  said  unto 
it,  "  No  man  eat  fruit  of  thee  hereafter  for  ever !" 
And  his  disciples  heard  it :  these  came  again  the 
next  morning,  and  passing  by  the  fig  tree  saw  it 
dried  up  from  the  roots;  which  when  Peter  re- 
marked as  a  completion  of  the  miracle,  Jesus  said 
to  them  all,  "  Have  faith  in  God !" 

In  these  important  words  we  have  the  moral  of 
the  act.  The  tree  which  this  reviler  takes  upon 
himself  to  say  was  commanded  by  God  to  bear  fruit 
in  its  proper  season,  was  on  the  contrary  commanded 
by  God  to  bear  fruit  no  more,  but  serve  a  nobler 
purpose  by  witnessing  to  the  miraculous  power  of 
Christ :  and  now  if  an  innocent  and  a  guiltless  tree 
was  blasted  out  of  season  by  the  word  of  Christ  for 
the  purpose  of  inspiring  the  beholders  with  Faith  in 
God,  the  benefit  conferred  upon  human  nature  may 
well  atone  for  the  injury  done  to  vegetable  nature: 
though  I  am  free  to  acknowledge  to  its  pathetic 
advocate  that,  as  a  Jew,  he  has  undertaken  a  more 
cleanly  cause  than  when  he  before  stood  forth  in 
defence  of  the  hogs  :  as  well  may  he  bewail  the 
innocent    and  guiltless  trees   and   grain   of  Egypt 
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which  were  smitten  by  the  liail  when  Moses  called 
it  down  upon  the  land,  if  such  be  his  tender  feelings 
toward  the  productions  of  the  earth,  as  this  single 
fig  tree,  till  he  can  convince  us  that  the  deliverance 
of  the  Jews  from  their  Egyptian  bondage  was  a 
more  important  object  than  the  redemption  of  the 
world,  he  will  find  it  hard  to  make  a  reasoning  man 
allow  that  this  single  fig  tree,  even  though  it  had  no 
right  to  bear  fruit,  hath  a  stronger  appeal  to  justice 
against  the  miracle  of  Christ  than  every  herb  of  the 
field  that  was  smitten,  every  guiltless  and  innocent 
tree  of  the  field,  that  mas  broken  by  the  stretching 
forth  of  the  rod  of  Moses. 

Thus  then  stands  the  account  between  Christ  and 
his  accuser;  the  Jewish  nation  lost  a  tree,  and 
mankind  gained — a  Saviour  ! 


No.  LXVI. 


If  it  were  necessary  to  enter  into  a  more  literal  de- 
fence of  the  miracle  of  the  blasted  fig  tree,  I  see 
no  absolute  reason  to  conclude  with  the  caviller, 
that  Christ  required  the  tree  to  produce  fruit  out  of 
season  and  act  against  its  nature;  for  if  the  time  of 
figs  be  the  gathering  or  harvest  of  figs,  it  was  more 
reasonable  to  expect  fruit  from  this  tree  before  the 
time  of  plucking  than  after  it:  and  as  this  fruit 
was  no  small  article  in  the  produce  and  traffic  of 
Judea,  we  may  well  conclude  the  time  of  Jigs  men- 
tioned by  Saint  Mark  was  like  the  vintage  in  the 
wine  countries  :  and  I  apprehend  it  would  not  be 
an  unreasonable  expectation  to  find  a  cluster  of 
grapes  on  a  vine  before  the  time  of  vintage  was 
come.     This  construction  of  the  words  will  seem 
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the  more  reasonable  when  we  remark  that  St.  Mat- 
thew, who  records  the  miracle,  takes  no  account  of 
this  circumstance ;  and  that  St.  Mark,  who  states 
it,  states  also  that  Christ  in  his  hunger  applied  to 
the  tree  "  if  haply  he  might  find  any  thing  thereon," 
which  implies  expectation. 

But  our  Jew  hath  suggested  a  better  method  of 
performing  the  miracle,  by  commanding  fruit  from 
a  withered  tree  instead  of  blasting  a  living  one : 
"  which,"  says  he,  "  if  Jesus  had  done,  it  would 
have  been  such  an  instance  of  his  power  as  to  have 
rendered  the  proof  of  the  miracle  indisputable." 

Here  let  him  stand  to  his  confession,  and  I  take 
him  at  his  word  :  I  agree  with  him  in  owning  that 
the  miracle  as  he  states  it  would  have  been  indis- 
putable, had  Christ  given  life  and  fruit  to  a  withered 
tree ;  and  I  demand  of  him  to  agree  with  me,  that 
the  miracle  was  indisputable  when  the  same  Christ 
gave  breath  and  life  to  dead  Lazarus. 

But  alas  !  I  can  hardly  expect  that  the  raising  a 
dead  tree  to  life  would  have  been  thus  successful, 
though  even  infidelity  asserts  it,  when  the  miracle 
of  restoring  a  dead  man  to  life  hath  not  silenced  his 
cavils,  but  left  him  to  quibble  about  hogs  and  figs, 
and  even  in  the  face  of  his  own  confession  to  arraign 
the  Saviour  of  the  world  as  "  unjust  and  irrational" 
through  the  channel  of  a  Christian  press  ;  neither 
am  I  bound  to  admit  that  his  correction  of  the  mi- 
racle would  in  any  respect  have  amended  it ;  for  as 
an  instance  of  Christ's  miraculous  power,  I  can  see 
no  greater  energy  in  the  act  of  enlivening  a  dead 
tree  than  in  destroying  a  living  one  by  the  single 
word  of  his  command. 

I  must  yet  ask  patience  of  the  reader,  whilst  I 
attend  upon  this  objector  to  another  cavil  started 
against  this  miracle  of  the  fig  tree  in  the  account  of 
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which  he  says  there  is  a  contradiction  of  dates 
between  St.  Matthew  and  St.  Mark,  for  that  in  the 
former  it  appears  "  Christ  first  cast  the  buyers  and 
sellers  out  of  the  temple,  and  on  the  morrow  cursed 
the  fig  tree;  whereas,  according  to  St.  Mark,  it  was 
transacted  before  the  driving  them  out  of  the  tem- 
ple ;  and  such  a  manifest  contradiction  must  greatly 
affect  the  credibility  of  the  history." 

Whether  or  not  a  day's  disagreement  in  the  dates 
would  so  "  greatly  affect  the  credibility  of  the  his- 
tory," we  are  not  called  upon  to  argue,  because  it 
will  be  found  that  no  such  contradiction  exists. 

St.  Mark  agrees  with  St.  Matthew  in  saying  that 
"Jesus  entered  into  Jerusalem,  and  into  the  tem- 
ple," and  on  the  morrow  cursed  the  fig  tree  ;  he 
then  adds  that  he  returned  to  Jerusalem  and  drove 
the -buyers  and  sellers  out  of  the  temple.  Again, 
the  next  morning,  he  and  his  disciples  passed  by 
the  fig  tree  and  saw  it  dried  up  from  the  roots. 
This  is  told  in  detail. 

St.  Matthew  agrees  with  St.  Mark  in  saying 
Jesus  went  into  the  temple  the  day  before  he  de- 
stroyed the  fig  tree,  but  he  does  not  break  the  nar- 
rative into  detail  as  St.  Mark  does :  for  as  he 
relates  the  whole  miracle  of  the  fig  tree  at  once, 
comprising  the  events  of  two  days  in  one  account, 
so  doth  he  give  the  whole  of  what  passed  in  the 
temple  at  once  also. 

Both  Evangelists  agree  in  making  Christ's  en- 
trance into  the  temple  antecedent  to  his  miracle  ; 
but  St.  Matthew,  with  more  brevity,  puts  the 
whole  of  each  incident  into  one  account :  St. 
INIark  more  circumstantially  details  every  particu- 
lar. And  this  is  the  mighty  contradiction  which 
David  I^evi  hath  discovered  in  the  sacred  historians, 
upon  which  he  exultingly  pronounces,  that  *'  he  is 
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confident  there  are  a  number  of  others  as  glaring^  as 
this;  but  which  he  has  not,  at  present,  either  time 
or  incUnation  to  point  out." 

These  menaces  I  shall  expect  he  will  make  good, 
for  when  his  time  serves  to  point  them  out,  1  dare 
believe  his  inclination  will  not  stand  in  the  way. 

In  the  meantime,  let  it  be  remembered,  that 
David  Levi  stands  pledged  as  the  author  of  an  un- 
supported charge  against  the  veracity  of  the  Evan- 
gehsts,  and  let  every  faithful  Christian  to  whom 
those  holy  records  are  dear,  but  most  of  all  the 
proper  guardians  of  our  Church,  be  prepared  to 
meet  their  opponent  and  his  charge. 

But  our  caviller  hath  not  yet  done  with  the  Evan- 
gelists, for  he  asserts  that  "  they  are  not  only  con- 
tradictory to  each  other,  but  are  inconsistent  with 
themselves;  for  what  can  be  more  so  than  Mat- 
thew i.  18,  with  Matthew  xiii.  55. 

Now  mark  the  contradiction!  "The  birth  of 
Jesus  was  on  this  wise ;  when  as  his  mother  Mary 
was  espoused  to  Joseph,  before  they  came  together, 
she  was  found  with  child  of  the  Holy  Ghost,"  chap, 
i.  It).  The  other  text  is  found  in  chap.  xiii.  55: 
"is  not  this  the  carpenter's  son?  is  not  his  mother 
Mary  ?  and  his  brethren  James  and  Joses  and  Simon 
and  Judas'? ' 

Need  any  child  be  told,  that  in  the  first  text  Saint 
Matthew  speaks,  and  in  the  second  the  caviling 
Jews  1  who  then  can  wonder  if  they  disagree  ?  As 
well  we  might  expect  agreement  between  truth  and 
falsehood,  between  the  Evangelist  and  David  Levi, 
as  between  two  passages  of  such  opposite  charac- 
ters. Is  this  the  man  who  is  to  confute  the  holy 
scriptures?  Weak  champion  of  an  unworthy  cause ! 

What  he  means  by  an  inconsistency  between 
Luke  i.  34,  35,  and  Luke  xiv.  '22,  I  cannot  under- 
stand, and  conclude  there  must  be  an  error  of  the 
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press,  of  which  I  think  no  author  can  have  less  rea- 
son to  complain  than  David  Levi. 

These  tw^o  unprosperous  attacks  being  the  whole 
of  what  he  attempts  upon  the  inconsistency  of  the 
sacred  historians  with  themselves,  I  shall  no  longer 
detain  my  readers  than  whilst  I  notice  one  more 
cavil,  which  this  author  points  against  the  divine 
mission  of  Christ,  as  compared  with  that  of  Moses, 
viz.  "  That  God  speaking  with  Moses  face  to  face 
in  the  presence  of  six  hundred  thousand  men,  be- 
sides women  and  children,  as  mentioned  in  Exod. 
xix.  9,  was  such  an  essential  proof  of  the  divine 
mission  of  Moses,  as  is  wanting  on  the  part  of  Je- 
sus :"  and  therefore  he  concludes,  that  taking  the 
miracles  of  Moses  and  this  colloquy  with  the  Su- 
preme Being  together,  the  evidences  for  him  are 
much  stronger  than  for  Christ. 

A  man,  who  does  not  instantly  discern  the  futility 
of  this  argument,  must  forget  all  the  several  inci- 
dents in  the  history  of  Christ,  where  the  voice  of 
God  audibly  testifies  to  his  divine  mission :  for  in- 
stance. Matt,  iii.  16,  17:  "And  Jesus,  when  he 
was  baptized,  went  up  straightway  out  of  the  water, 
and  lo !  the  heavens  were  opened  unto  him,  and  he 
saw  the  Spirit  of  God  descending  like  a  dove,  and 
lighting  upon  him;  and  lo!  a  voice  from  heaven, 
saying,  This  is  my  beloved  Son,  in  whom  I  am  well 
pleased."  The  same  is  repeated  by  Mark,  i.  10, 
11;  again  by  Luke,  iii.  21,  22;  again  by  John  i, 
32,  33,  34. 

If  these  supernatural  signs  and  declarations  do 
not  evince  the  superiority  of  Christ's  mission  above 
that  of  Moses ;  if  Christ,  to  whom  angels  ministered, 
when  the  devil  in  despair  departed  from  him,  Christ, 
who  was  transfigured  before  his  disciples,  "  and  his 
face  did  shine  as  the  sun,  and  his  raiment  was  white 
as  the  light,  and  behold !  there  appeared  unto  them 
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Moses  and  Elias  talking-  with  him:  Christ  at  whose 
death  the  vail  of  the  temple  was  rent  in  twain  from 
the  top  to  the  bottom,  and  the  earth  did  quake,  and 
the  rocks  rent,  and  the  graves  were  opened,  and 
many  bodies  of  saints,  which  slept,  arose,  and  came 
out  of  the  graves  after  his  resurrection,  and  went 
into  the  holy  city,  and  appeared  unto  many."  in 
conclusion,  if  Christ,  whose  resurrection  was  de- 
clared by  angels,  seen  and  acknowledged  by  many 
witnesses,  and  whose  ascension  into  heaven  crowned 
and  completed  the  irrefragable  evidence  of  his  di- 
vine mission ;  if  Christ,  whose  prophecies  of  his 
own  death  and  resurrection,  of  the  destruction  of 
Jerusalem  and  the  subsequent  dispersion  of  the 
Jews,  have  been  and  are  now  so  fully  verified,  can- 
not, as  our  caviller  asserts,  meet  the  comparison 
with  Moses,  then  is  the  Redeemer  of  lost  mankind 
a  less  sublime  and  important  character  than  the  le- 
gislator of  the  Jews. 

I  have  now  attempted  in  the  first  place  to  disco- 
ver how  far  the  world  was  illuminated  by  right 
reason  before  the  revelation  of  Christ  took  place; 
for  had  men's  belief  been  such,  and  their  practice 
also  such  as  Christianity  teaches,  the  world  had  not 
stood  in  need  of  a  Redeemer. 

The  result  of  this  inquiry  was,  that  certain  per- 
sons have  expressed  themselves  well  and  justly 
upon  the  subject  of  God  and  religion  in  times  ante- 
cedent to  the  Christian  era,  and  in  countries  where 
idolatry  was  the  established  worship. 

That  the  nation  of  the  Jews  was  a  peculiar  na- 
tion, and  preserved  the  worship  of  the  true  and  only 
God,  revealed  in  very  early  time  to  their  fathers, 
but  that  this  worship,  from  various  circumstances 
and  events,  in  which  they  themselves  were  highly 
criminal,  had  not  been  propagated  beyond  the  limits 
of  a  small  tract,  and  that  the  temple  of  Jerusalem 
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was  the  only  church  in  the  world,  where  God  was 
worshiped,  when  Christ  came  upon  earth : 

That  from  the  almost  universal  dift'usion  of  ido- 
latry, from  the  unworthy  ideas  men  had  of  God 
and  religion,  and  the  few  faint  notions  entertained 
amongst  them  of  a  future  state  of  rewards  and  pu- 
nishments, the  world  was  in  such  deplorable  error, 
and  in  such  universal  need  of  an  instructor  and  re- 
deemer that  the  coming  of  Christ  was  most  season- 
able and  necessary  to  salvation : 

That  there  were  a  number  of  concurrent  prophe- 
cies of  an  authentic  character  in  actual  existence, 
which  promised  this  salvation  to  the  world,  and 
depicted  the  person  of  the  Messias,  who  was  to 
perform  this  mediatorial  office  in  so  striking  a  man- 
ner, that  it  cannot  be  doubted  but  that  all  those 
characteristics  meet  and  are  fulfilled  in  the  person 
of  Christ: 

That  his  birth,  doctrines,  miracles,  prophecies, 
death,  and  passion,  with  other  evidences,  are  so  sa- 
tisfactory for  the  confirmation  of  our  belief  in  his 
divine  mission,  that  our  faith  as  Christians  is 
grounded  upon  irrefragable  proofs  : 

Lastly,  That  the  vague  opinions  of  our  own  dis- 
senting brethren,  and  the  futile  cavils  of  a  recent 
publication  by  a  distinguished  writer  of  the  Jewish 
nation,  are  such  weak  and  impotent  assaults  upon 
our  religion,  as  only  serve  to  confirm  us  in  it  the 
more. 

If  I  have  effected  this  to  the  satisfaction  of  the 
serious  reader,  I  shall  be  most  happy ;  and  as  for 
those  who  seek  nothing  better  than  amusement  in 
these  volumes,  I  will  apply  myself  without  delay 
to  the  easier  task  of  furnishing  them  with  matter 
more  suited  to  their  taste. 


G7.  OBSKRVER.  95 


No.  LXVII. 


Musa  dedit  fidibus  Divos  puerosque  Beorum, 
FA  pugilem  viclorem,  et  equum  certamine  primum 
Et  Juvenum  curas,  et  libera  vina  referre. 

HORAT. 


In  times  of  very  remote  antiquity,  when  men  were 
not  so  lavish  of  their  wit  as  they  have  since  been. 
Poetry  could  not  furnish  employment  for  more  than 
Three  Muses ;  but  as  business  grew  upon  their  hands 
and  departments  multiplied,  it  became  necessary  to 
enlarge  the  commission,  and  aboard  was  constituted, 
consisting  of  nine  in  number,  who  had  their  several 
presidencies  allotted  to  them,  and  every  branch  of 
the  art  poetic  thenceforth  had  its  peculiar  patroness 
and  superintendant. 

As  to  the  specific  time  when  these  three  senior 
goddesses  called  in  their  six  new  assessors,  it  is 
matter  of  conjecture  only ;  but  if  the  poet  Hesiod 
was,  as  we  are  told,  the  first  who  had  the  honour 
of  announcing  their  names  and  characters  to  the 
world,  as  we  may  reasonably  suppose  this  was  done 
upon  the  immediate  opening  of  their  new  commis- 
sion, as  they  would  hardly  enter  upon  their  offices 
without  apprising  all  those  whom  it  might  concern 
of  their  accession. 

Before  this  period,  the  three  eldest  sisters  conde- 
scended to  be  maids  of  all  work;  and  if  the  work 
became  more  than  they  could  turn  their  hands  to, 
they  have  nobody  but  themselves  and  their  fellow 
deities  to  complain  of;  for,  had  they  been  content 
to  have  let  the  world  go  on  in  its  natural  course, 
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mere  mortal  poets  would  not  probably  have  over- 
burthened  either  it  or  them  ;  but  when  Apollo  him- 
self (who  being  their  president  should  have  had  more 
consideration  for  their  ease)  begot  the  poet  Linus 
in  one  of  his  terrestrial  frolics,  and  endowed  him 
with  hereditary  genius,  he  took  a  certain  method  to 
make  work  for  the  muses  :  accordingly,  we  find  the 
chaste  Calliope  herself,  the  eldest  of  the  sisterhood, 
and  who  should  have  set  a  better  example  to  the 
family,  could  not  hold  out  against  this  heavenly 
bastard,  but  in  an  unguarded  moment  yielded  her 
virgin  honours  to  Linus,  and  produced  the  poet 
Orpheus:  such  an  instance  of  celestial  incontinence 
could  not  fail  to  shake  the  morals  of  the  most  de- 
mure ;  and  even  the  cold  goddess  Luna  caught  the 
ilame,  and  smuggled  a  bantling  into  the  world, 
whom,  maliciously  enough,  she  named  Museeus, 
with  a  sly  design  no  doubt  of  laying  her  child  at 
the  door  of  the  Parnassian  nunnery. 

Three  such  high-blooded  bards  as  Linus,  Or- 
pheus, and  Musajus,  so  fathered  and  so  mothered, 
were  enough  to  people  all  Greece  with  poets  and 
musicians ;  and  in  truth  they  were  not  idle  in  their 
generation,  but  like  true  patriarchs  spread  their 
families  over  all  the  shores  of  Ionia  and  the  islands 
of  the  Archipelago:  it  is  not  therefore  to  be  won- 
dered at,  if  the  three  sister  muses,  who  had  enough 
to  do  to  nurse  their  own  children  and  descendants, 
were  disposed  to  call  in  other  helpmates  to  the 
task;  and  whilst  Greece  was  in  its  glory,  it  may 
well  be  supposed  that  all  the  nine  sisters  were  fully 
employed  in  bestowing  upon  every  votary  a  portion 
of  their  attention,  and  answering  every  call  made 
upou  them  for  aid  and  inspiration  :  much  gratitude 
is  due  to  them  from  their  favoured  poets,  and  much 
hath  been  paid,  for  even  to  the  present  hour  they 
are  invoked  and  worshiped  by  the  sons  of  verse, 
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whilst  all  the  other  deities  of  Olympus  have  either 
abdicated  their  thrones,  or  been  dismissed  from  them 
v^'ith  contempt;  even  Milton  himself  in  his  sacred 
epic  invokes  the  heavenly  muse,  who  inspired  Moses 
on  the  top  of  Horeb  or  of  Sinai;  by  which  he  as- 
cribes great  antiquity  as  well  as  dignity  to  the  cha- 
racter he  addresses. 

The  powers  ascribed  to  Orpheus  were,  under  the 
veil  of  fable,  emblems  of  his  influence  over  savage 
minds,  and  of  his  wisdom  and  eloquence  in  re- 
claiming them  from  that  barbarous  state :  upon 
these  impressions,  civilisation  and  society  took 
place :  the  patriarch,  who  founded  a  family  or  tribe, 
the  legislator  who  established  a  state,  the  priest, 
prophet,  judge,  or  king,  are  characters  which,  if 
traced  to  their  first  sources,  will  be  found  to  branch 
from  that  of  poet:  the  first  prayers,  the  first  laws, 
and  the  earliest  prophecies  were  metrical:  prose 
hath  a  later  origin,  and  before  the  art  of  writing 
was  in  existence,  poetry  had  reached  a  very  high 
degree  of  excellence,  and  some  of  its  noblest  pro- 
ductions were  no  otherwise  preserved  than  by  tra- 
dition. As  to  the  sacred  quality  of  their  first  poetry, 
the  Greeks  are  agreed,  and  to  give  their  early  bards 
the  better  title  to  inspiration,  they  feign  them  to  be 
descended  from  the  Gods ;  Orpheus  must  have  pro- 
fited by  his  mother's  partiality,  and  Linus  may  well 
be  supposed  to  have  had  some  interest  with  his  fa- 
ther Apollo.  But  to  dwell  no  longer  on  these 
fabulous  legends  of  the  Greeks,  we  may  refer  to 
the  books  of  Moses  for  the  earliest  and  most  au- 
thentic examples  of  sacred  poetry :  every  thing  that 
was  the  immediate  eft'usion  of  the  prophetic  spirit 
seems  to  have  been  chanted  forth  in  dithyrambic 
measure:  the  valedictory  blessings  of  the  patriarchs, 
when  dying,  the  songs  of  triumph  and  thanksgiving 
after  victory  are  metrical ;  and  high  as  the  antiquity 
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of  the  sacred  poem  of  Job  undoubtedly  is,  such 
nevertlieless  is  its  character  and  construction,  as  to 
carry  strong  internal  marks  of  it  being  written  in  an 
advanced  state  of  the  art. 

The  poet  therefore,  whether  Hebrew  or  Greek, 
was  in  the  earhest  ages  a  sacred  character,  and  his 
talent  a  divine  gift,  a  celestial  inspiration:  men  re- 
garded him  as  the  ambassador  of  Heaven  and  the 
interpreter  of  its  will.  It  is  perfectly  in  nature,  and 
no  less  agreeable  to  God's  providence,  to  suppose 
that  even  in  the  darkest  times  some  minds  of  a 
more  enlightened  sort  should  break  forth,  and  be 
engaged  in  the  contemplation  of  the  universe  and  its 
author:  from  meditating  upon  the  works  of  the 
Creator,  the  transition  to  the  act  of  praise  and  ado- 
ration follows  as  it  were  of  course :  these  are  opera- 
tions of  the  mind,  which  naturally  inspire  it  with  a 
certain  portion  of  rapture  and  enthusiasm,  rushing 
upon  the  lips  in  warm  and  glowing  language,  and 
disdaining  to  be  expressed  in  ordinary  and  vulgar 
phrase;  the  thoughts  become  inflated,  the  breast 
labours  with  a  passionate  desire  to  say  something- 
worthy  of  the  ear  of  Heaven,  something  in  a  more 
elevated  tone  and  cadence,  something  more  harmo- 
nious and  musical;  this  can  only  be  effected  by 
measured  periods,  by  some  chant,  that  can  be  re- 
peated in  the  strain  again  and  again,  grateful  at 
once  to  the  ear  and  impressive  on  the  memory; 
and  what  is  this  but  poetry?  Poetry  then  is  the 
language  of  prayer,  an  address  becoming  of  the 
Deity ;  it  may  be  remembered,  it  may  be  repeated 
in  the  ears  of  the  people  called  together  for  the  pur- 
poses of  worship;  this  is  a  form  that  may  be  fixed 
upon  their  minds,  and  in  this  they  may  be  taught 
to  join. 

The  next  step  in  the  progress  of  poetry  from  the 
praise  of  God  is  to  the  praise  of  men :  illustrious 
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characters,  heroic  actions  are  singled  out  lor  cele- 
bration: the  inventors  of  useful  arts,  the  reformers 
of  savage  countries,  the  benefactors  of  mankind,  are 
extolled  in  verse,  they  are  raised  to  the  skies:  and 
the  poet,  having  praised  them  as  the  first  of  raeu 
whilst  on  earth,  deifies  them  after  death ;  and,  con- 
scious that  they  merit  immortality,  boldly  bestows 
it,  and  assigns  to  them  a  rank  and  office  in  heaven 
appropriate  to  the  character  they  maintained  in  life: 
hence  it  is  that  the  merits  of  a  Bacchus,  a  Hercules, 
and  numbers  more  are  amplified  by  the  poet,  till 
they  become  the  attributes  of  their  divinity,  altars 
are  raised  and  victims  immolated  to  their  worship. 
These  are  the  fanciful  effects  of  poetry  in  its  second 
stage:  religion  over  heated  turns  into  enthusiasm; 
enthusiasm  forces  the  imagination  into  all  the  visi- 
onary regions  of  fable,  and  idolatry  takes  possession 
of  the  whole  Gentile  world.  The  Egyptians,  a 
mysterious  dogmatizing  race,  begin  the  work  with 
symbol  and  hieroglyphic;  the  Greeks,  a  vain  inge- 
nious people,  invent  a  set  of  tales  and  fables  for 
what  they  do  not  understand,  embellish  them  with 
all  the  glittering  ornaments  of  poetry,  and  spread 
the  captivating  delusion  over  all  the  world. 

In  the  succeeding  period  we  review  the  poet  in 
full  possession  of  this  brilliant  machinery,  and  with 
all  Olympus  at  his  command:  surrounded  by  Apollo 
and  the  muses,  he  commences  every  poem  with  an 
address  to  them  for  protection ;  he  has  a  deity  at 
his  call  for  every  operation  of  nature ;  if  he  would 
roll  the  thunder,  Jupiter  shakes  Mount  Ida  to  dig- 
nify his  description;  Neptune  attends  him  in  his 
car,  if  he  would  allay  the  ocean ;  if  he  would  let 
loose  the  winds  to  raise  it,  ^olus  unbars  his  cave ; 
the  spear  of  Mars  and  the  aegis  of  Minerva  arm  him 
for  the  battle  ;  the  arrows  of  Apollo  scatter  pesti- 
lence through  the  air ;  Mercury  flies  upon  the  mes- 


100  OBSERVER.  67. 

sages  of  Jupiter;  Juuo  raves  w^ith  jealousy;  and 
Venus  leads  the  Loves  and  Graces  in  her  train.  In 
this  class,  we  contemplate  Homer  and  his  inferior 
brethren  of  the  epic  order ;  it  is  their  province  to 
form  the  warrior,  instruct  the  politician,  animate  the 
patriot;  they  delineate  the  characters  and  manners; 
they  charm  us  with  their  descriptions,  surprise  us 
with  their  incidents,  interest  us  with  their  dialogue; 
they  engage  every  passion  in  its  turn,  melt  us  to 
pity,  rouse  us  to  glory,  strike  us  with  terror,  fire 
us  with  indignation ;  in  a  word,  they  prepare  us  for 
the  drama,  and  the  drama  for  us. 

A  new  poet  now  comes  upon  the  stage ;  he  stands 
in  person  before  us  :  he  no  longer  appears  as  a  blind 
and  wandering  bard,  chanting  his  rhapsodies  to  a 
throng  of  villagers  collected  in  a  group  about  him, 
but  erects  a  splendid  theatre,  gathers  together  a 
whole  city  as  his  audience,  prepares  a  striking  spec- 
tacle, provides  a  chorus  of  actors,  brings  music, 
dance,  and  dress  to  his  aid,  realizes  the  thunder, 
bursts  open  the  tombs  of  the  dead,  calls  forth  their 
apparitions,  descends  to  the  very  regions  of  the 
damned,  and  drags  the  Furies  from  their  flames  to 
present  themselves  personally  to  the  terrified  spec- 
tators: such  are  the  powers  of  the  drama;  here  the 
poet  reigns  and  triumphs  in  his  highest  glory. 

The  fifth  denomination  gives  us  the  lyric  poet 
chanting  his  ode  at  the  public  games  and  festivals, 
crowne<l  with  olive  and  encompassed  by  all  the 
wits  and  nobles  of  his  age  and  country:  here  we 
contemplate  Stesichorus,  Alcneus,  Pindar,  Calli- 
stratns  :  sublime,  abrupt,  impetuous,  they  strike  us 
with  the  shock  of  their  electric  genius  ;  they  dart 
from  earth  to  heaven ;  there  is  no  following  them  in 
tlieir  flights ;  we  stand  gazing  with  surprise,  their 
boldness  awes  us,  their  brevity  confounds  us:  their 
sudden  transitions  and  ellipses  escape  our  apprehen- 
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sion ;  we  are  charmed  we  know  not  why,  we  are 
pleased  with  bemg  puzzled,  and  applaud  although 
we  cannot  comprehend.  In  the  lighter  lyric  we 
meet  Anacreon,  Sappho,  and  the  votaries  of  Bac- 
chus and  Venus ;  in  the  grave,  didactic,  solemn 
class  we  have  the  venerable  names  of  a  Solon,  a 
Tyrt'iBus,  and  those  who  may  be  styled  the  dema- 
gogues in  poetry :  Is  liberty  to  be  asserted,  licen- 
tiousness to  be  repressed?  is  the  spirit  of  a  nation 
to  be  roused?  it  is  the  poet  not  the  orator  must 
give  the  soul  its  energy  and  spring.  Is  Salamis  to 
be  recovered?  it  is  the  elegy  of  Solon  must  sound 
the  march  to  its  attack.  Are  the  Lacedaemonians 
to  be  awakened  from  their  lethargy?  it  is  Tyrta^us 
who  must  sing  the  war-song  and  revive  their  lan- 
guid courage. 

Poetry  next  appears  in  its  pastoral  character ;  it 
affects  the  garb  of  shepherds  and  the  language  of 
the  rustic:  it  represents  to  our  view  the  rural  land- 
scape and  the  peaceful  cottage !  It  records  the 
labours,  the  amusements,  the  loves  of  the  village 
nymphs  and  swains,  and  exhibits  nature  in  its  sim- 
plest state :  it  is  no  longer  the  harp  or  the  lyre,  but 
the  pipe  of  the  poet  which  now  invites  our  atten- 
tion ;  Theocritus,  leaning  on  his  crook  in  his  russet 
mantle  and  clouted  brogues,  appears  more  perfectly 
in  character  than  the  courtly  Maro,  who  seems  more 
the  shepherd  of  the  theatre  than  of  the  field.  I  have 
yet  one  other  class  in  reserve  for  the  epigrammatist, 
but  I  will  shut  up  my  list  without  him,  not  being 
willing  that  poetry,  which  commences  with  a  prayer, 
should  conclude  with  a  pun. 
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No.  LXVIII. 


Taste  may  be  considered  either  as  sensitive  or 
mental ;  and  under  each  of  these  denominations  is 
sometimes  spoken  of  as  natural,  sometimes  as  ac- 
quired ;  I  propose  to  treat  of  it  in  its  intellectual 
construction  only,  and  in  this  sense  Mr.  Addison 
defines  it  to  be  that  faculty  of  the  soul  which  dis- 
cerns the  beauties  of  an  author  with  pleasure,  and 
the  imperfections  with  dislike. 

This  definition  may  very  properly  apply  to  the 
faculty  which  we  exercise  in  judging  and  deciding- 
upon  the  works  of  others:  but  how  does  it  apply 
to  the  faculty  exercised  by  those  who  produced 
those  works  ?  How  does  it  serve  to  develope  the 
taste  of  an  author,  the  taste  of  a  painter  or  a  sta- 
tuary ?  And  yet  we  may  speak  of  a  work  of  taste 
with  the  same  propriety  as  we  do  of  a  man  of  taste. 
It  should  seem  therefore  as  if  this  definition  went 
only  to  that  denomination  of  taste  which  we  pro- 
perly call  an  acquired  taste ;  the  productions  of 
which  generally  end  in  imitation,  whilst  those  of 
natural  taste  bear  the  stamp  of  originality  :  another 
characteristic  of  natural  taste  will  be  simplicity ; 
for  how  can  nature  give  more  than  she  possesses, 
and  what  is  nature  but  simplicity?  IV ow  when  the 
mind  of  any  man  is  endued  with  a  fine  natural  taste, 
and  all  means  of  profiting  by  other  men's  ideas  are 
out  of  the  question,  that  taste  will  operate  by  dis- 
posing him  to  select  the  fairest  subjects  out  of  what 
he  sees  either  for  art  or  imagination  to  work  upon ; 
still  his  production  will  be  marked  with  simplicity: 
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but  as  it  is  the  province  of  taste  to  separate  defor- 
mity or  vulgarity  from  what  is  merely  simple,  so, 
according  to  the  nature  of  his  mind  who  possesses 
it,  beauty  or  sublimity  will  be  the  result  of  the  ope- 
ration :  if  his  taste  inclines  him  to  what  is  fair  and 
elegant  in  nature,  he  will  produce  beauty ;  if  to 
what  is  lofty,  bold,  and  tremendous,  he  will  strike 
out  sublimity. 

Agreeably  to  this,  we  may  observe  in  all  literary 
and  enlightened  nations,  their  earliest  authors  and 
artists  are  the  most  simple:  First,  adventurers  re- 
present what  they  see  or  conceive  with  simplicity, 
because  their  impulse  is  unbiased  by  emulation, 
having  nothing  in  their  sight  either  to  imitate,  avoid, 
or  excel :  on  the  other  hand,  their  successors  are 
sensible  that  one  man's  description  of  nature  must 
be  like  another's,  and  in  their  zeal  to  keep  clear  of 
imitation,  and  to  outstrip  a  predecessor,  they  begin 
to  compound,  refine,  and  even  to  distort.  I  will 
refer  to  the  Venus  de  Medicis  and  the  Laocoon  for 
an  illustration  of  this :  I  do  not  concern  myself 
about  the  dates  or  sculptors  of  these  figures:  but 
in  the  former  we  see  beautiful  simplicity,  the  fairest 
form  in  nature,  selected  by  a  fine  taste,  and  imi- 
tated without  affectation  or  distortion,  and  as  it 
should  seem  without  even  an  effort  of  art :  in  the 
Laocoon  we  have  a  complicated  plot;  we  unravel 
a  maze  of  ingenious  contrivance,  where  the  artist 
has  compounded  and  distorted  nature  in  the  ambi- 
tion of  surpassing  her. 

Virgil  possessed  a  fine  taste  according  to  Mr.  Ad- 
dison's definition,  which  I  before  observed  applies 
only  to  an  acquired  taste:  he  had  the  "faculty  of 
discerning  the  beauties  of  an  author  with  pleasure, 
and  the  imperfections  with  dislike:  he  had  also  the 
faculty  of  imitatine/  what  he  discerned;  so  that  I 
cannot  verify  what  I  have  advanced  by  any  stronger 
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instance  than  his.     I  should  think  there  does  not 
exist  a  poet  who  has  gone  such  lengths  in  imitation 
as  Virgil ;  for  to  pass  over  his  pastoral  and  bucolic 
poems,  which  are  evidently  drawn  from  Theocritus 
and  Hesiod,  with  the  assistance  of  Aratus  in  every 
thing  that  relates  to  the  scientific  part  of  the  signs 
and  seasons,  it  is  supposed  that  his  whole  narrative 
of  the  destruction  of  Troy,  with  the  incident  of  the 
wooden  horse   and  the  episode  of  Sinon,   are   an 
almost  literal  translation  of  Pisander  the  epic  poet, 
who  in  his  turn  perhaps  might  copy  his  account 
from  the  Ilias  Minor  (but  this  last  is  mere  sugges- 
tion).    As  for  the   .Eneid,  it  does  little  else  but 
reverse  the  order  of  Homer's  epic,  making  iEneas's 
voyage  precede  his  wars  in  Italy,  whereas  the  voy- 
age of  Ulysses  is  subsequent  to  the  operations  of 
the  Iliad.    As  Apollo  is  made  hostile  to  the  Greeks, 
and  the  cause  of  his  oftence  is  introduced  by  Homer 
in  the  opening  of  the  Iliad,  so  Juno  in  the  ^neid 
stands  in  his  place  with  every  circumstance  of  imi- 
tation.    It  would  be  an  endless  task  to  trace  the 
various   instances    throughout   the   ^Eneid,    where 
scarce  a  single  incident  can  be  found  which  is  not 
copied  from  Homer :  neither  is  there  greater  origi- 
nality in  the  executive  parts  of  the  poem,  than  in 
the  constructive ;  with  this  difference  only,  that  he 
has  copied  passages  from  various  authors,  Roman 
as  Avell  as  Greek,  though  from  Homer  the  most. 
Amongst  the  Greeks,  the  dramatic  poets  j?Lschylus, 
Sophocles,  and  principally  Euripides,  have  had  the 
greatest  share  of  his  attention;  Aristophanes,  Me- 
nander,  and  other  comic  authors,  Callimachus  and 
some  of  the  lyric  writers  also  may  be  traced  in  his 
imitations.     A  vast  collection   of  passages   from 
Ennius  chiefly,  from  Lucretius,   Furius,  LuciUus, 
Pacuvius,  Suevius,  Na;vius,  Varius,  Catullus,  Ac- 
cius,  and  others  of  his  own  nation,  has  been  made  by 
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Macrobius  in  his  Saturnalia,  where  Virgil  has  done 
little  else  but  put  their  sentiments  into  more  elegant 
verse ;  so  that  in  strictness  of  speaking  we  may  say 
of  the  iEneid,  "  that  it  is  of  a  miscellaneous  compi- 
lation of  poetical  passages,  composing  all  together 
an  epic  poem,  formed  upon  the  model  of  Homer's 
Iliad  and  Odyssey  ;  abounding  in  beautiful  versifi- 
cation, and  justly  to  be  admired  for  the  fine  ac- 
quired taste  of  its  author,  but  devoid  of  originality 
either  of  construction  or  execution."  Besides  its 
general  inferiority  as  being  a  copy  from  Homer,  it 
particularly  falls  off  from  its  original  in  the  concep- 
tion and  preservation  of  character :  it  does  not 
reach  the  sublimity  and  majesty  of  its  model,  but  it 
has  in  a  great  degree  adopted  the  simplicity,  and 
entirely  avoided  the  rusticity  of  Homer. 

Lucan  and  Claudian  in  later  ages  were  perhaps  as 
good  versifiers  as  Virgil,  but  far  inferior  to  him  in 
that  fine  acquired  taste,  in  which  he  excelled :  they 
are  ingenious  but  not  simple;  and  execute  better 
than  they  contrive.  A  passage  from  Claudian, 
which  I  shall  beg  the  reader's  leave  to  compare 
with  one  from  Virgil  (where  he  personifies  the  evil 
passions  and  plagues  of  mankind,  and  posts  them  at 
the  entrance  of  hell,  to  which  ^neas  is  descending) 
will  exemplify  what  I  have  said :  for  at  the  same 
time  that  it  will  bear  a  dispute,  whether  Claudian's 
description  is  not  even  superior  to  Virgil's  in  poeti- 
cal merit,  yet  the  judicious  manner  of  introducing 
it  in  one  case,  and  the  evident  want  of  judgment  in 
the  other,  will  help  to  show,  that  the  reason  why 
we  prefer  Virgil  to  Claudian,  is  more  on  account 
of  his  superiority  of  taste  than  of  talents. 

Claudian's  description  stands  in  the  very  front  of 
his  poem  on  Ruflinus  ;  Virgil's  is  woven  into  his 
fable,  and  will  be  found  in  the  sixth  book  of  his 
^neid,  as  follows : 
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Vestibuhim  ante  ipsum,  primisque  in  faiicibus  Orci, 
Luctus,  et  uUrices  posuere  cubilia  curicE  ; 
Pallentesque  habitant  morbi,  tristisque  senectus, 
Et  metus,  et  malesuada  Fames,  et  turpis  egestas, 
Terribiles  visu  formcB  ;  Lethumquc,  lahorque  ; 
Turn  consanguineus  lethi  sopor,  et  mala  mentis 
Gaudia,  mortiferumque  adveiso  in  limine  helium, 
Ferreique  Eumenidum  thalami,  et  Discordia  demens 
Vipereum  crinem  vittis  innexa  cruentis. 

Virgil. 

Just  in  the  gates  and  in  the  jaws  of  Hell 

Revengeful  cares  and  sullen  sorrows  dwell, 

And  pale  diseases,  and  repining  age; 

Want,  fear,  and  famine's  unresisted  rage  : 

Here  toils,  and  death,  and  death's  half-brother,  sleep, 

Forms  terrible  to  view,  their  centry  keep: 

With  anxious  pleasures  of  a  guilty  mind, 

Deep  frauds  before,  and  open  force  behind  : 

The  furies'  iron  beds,  and  strife  that  shakes 

Her  hissing  tresses,  and  unfolds  her  snakes. 

Dryden. 

Proiinus  infernas  ad  limina  tetra  sorores 
Concilium  deforme  vocat ;  glomerantnr  in  unum 
Innumera:  pcstes  Erebi,  quascunque  sinistra 
Nox  genuit  fcelu  :   ntitrix  discordia  belli;] 
Imperiosa  fames ;  leto  vicina  senectus  ; 
Impaticnsque  siii  morbus;  livorque  Stcundis 
Anxius,  est  scisso  niarens  velamine  luctus, 
Et  timer,  et  cceco  precceps  audacia  vultu  ; 
Et  luxus  populator  opum  :  cui  semper  adhcEvens 
Infelix  humili  gressu  comilatur  egestas  ; 
Feedaque  avaritiee  complexa;  pecora  matris 
Insomnes  longo  veniunt  examine  cur(B. 

Claudian. 

The  infernal  council,  at  Alecto's  call 
Convened,  assemble  in  the  Stygian  hall ; 
Myriads  of  ghastly  plagues  that  shun  tlie  light, 
Daughters  of  Erebus  and  gloomy  night : 
Strife  war-compelling;  famine's  wasting  rage; 
And  death  just  hovering  o'erdecrepid  age; 
Envy,  prosperity's  repining  foe. 
Restless  disease,  and  self-dishevel'd  woe, 
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Rashness,  and  Fear,  and  Poverty  that  steals 
Close  as  the  shadow  at  the  spendthrift's  heels; 
And  cares  that  clinging  to  the  misL-rs  breast 
Forbid  his  sordid  soul  to  taste  of  rest. 

The  productions  of  the  human  genius  will  borrow 
their  complexion  from  the  times  in  whicK  they  ori- 
ginate. Ben  Jonson  says,  "  that  the  players  often 
mentioned  it  as  an  honour  to  Shakspeare,  that  in  his 
writing  (whatsoever  he  penned)  he  never  blotted 
out  a  line.  My  answer  hath  been  (adds  he)  ^Vould 
he  had  blotted  out  a  thousand !  which  they  thought 
a  malevolent  speech.  I  had  not  told  posterity  this 
but  for  their  ignorance,  who  chose  that  circum- 
stance to  commend  their  friend  by,  wherein  he 
most  faulted;  and  to  justify  mine  own  candour,  for 
I  loved  the  man,  and  do  honour  his  memory  on 
this  side  idolatry  as  much  as  any :  he  was  indeed 
honest,  and  of  an  open  and  free  nature;  had  an  ex- 
cellent phantasy,  brave  notions,  and  gentle  expres- 
sions, wherein  he  flowed  with  that  facility,  that 
sometime  it  was  necessary  he  should  be  stopped ; 
Sujfflaminandus  erat,  as  Augustus  said  of  Haterius  ; 
his  wit  was  in  his  own  power :  would  the  rule  of  it 
had  been  so  too !" 

I  think  there  can  be  no  doubt  but  this  kind  of  in- 
dignant negligence  with  which  Shakspeare  wrote 
was  greatly  owing  to  the  slight  consideration  he 
had  for  his  audience.  Jonson  treated  them  with 
the  dictoriai  haughtiness  of  a  pedant :  Shakspeare 
with  the  carelessness  of  a  gentleman  who  wrote  at 
his  ease,  and  gave  them  the  first  flowings  of  his 
fancy  without  any  dread  of  their  correction.  These 
were  times  in  which  the  poet  indulged  his  genius 
without  restraint;  he  stood  alone  and  supererai- 
nent,  and  wanted  no  artificial  scaftold  to  raise  him 
above  the  heads  of  his  contemporaries;  he  was  na- 
tural, lofty,  careless,  and  daringly  incorrect.   Place 
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the  same  man  in  other  times,  amongst  a  people  po- 
lished almost  into  general  equality,  and  he  shall 
begin  to  hesitate  and  retract  his  sallies  ;  for  in  this 
respect  poetical  are  like  military  excursions,  and  it 
makes  a  wide  difference  in  the  movements  of  a  skil- 
ful general,  whether  he  is  to  sally  into  a  country 
defended  by  well  disciplined  troops,  or  only  by  an 
irregular  mob  of  unarmed  barbarians.  Shakspeare 
might  vault  his  Pegasus  without  a  rein ;  mountains 
might  rise  and  seas  roll  in  vain  before  him ;  Nature 
herself  could  neither  stop  nor  circumscribe  his 
career.     The  modern  man  of  verse  mounts  with  the 

fnecaution  of  a  riding  master,  and  prances  round  his 
ittle  circle  full  bitted  and  caparisoned  in  all  the 
formality  of  a  review.  Whilst  he  is  thus  pacing 
and  piaffering  with  every  body's  eyes  upon  him,  his 
friends  are  calling  out  every  now  and  then — "  Seat 
yourself  firm  in  the  saddle !  Hold  your  body 
straight!  Keep  your  spurs  from  his  sides  for  fear 
he  sets  a  kicking!  Have  a  care  he  does  not  stum- 
ble :  there  lies  a  stone,  here  runs  a  ditch;  keep 
your  whip  still,  and  depend  upon  your  bit,  if  you 
have  not  a  mind  to  break  your  neck!" — On  the 
other  quarter  his  enemies  are  bawling  out — "  How 
like  a  taylor  that  fellow  sits  on  horseback  !  Look  at 
his  feet,  look  at  his  arms !  Set  the  curs  upon  him  ; 
tie  a  cracker  to  his  horse's  tail,  and  make  sport  for 
the  spectator!" — All  this  while  perhaps  the  poor 
devil  could  have  performed  passably  well,  if  it  were 
not  for  the  mobbing  and  hallooing  about  him : 
whereas  Shakspeare  mounts  without  fear,  and  start- 
ing in  the  jockey  phrase  at  score,  cries  out,  "  Stand 
clear,  ye  sons  of  earth!  or,  by  the  beams  of  my 
father  Apollo,  I'll  ride  over  you  and  trample  you 
into  dust!" 
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No.  LXIX. 


Nil  inlentaium  nostri  Uque.re  poette : 

Nee  minmum  meruere  dtcus,  vestigia  Greeca 

Ausi  deseiere,  et  celebrave  domesiica  facta. 

HORAT. 


There  are  two  very  striking  characters  delineated 
by  our  great  dramatic  poet,  which  I  am  desirous  of 
bringing  together  under  one  review,  and  these  are 
Macbeth  and  Richard  the  Third. 

The  parts,  which  these  two  persons  sustain  in 
their  respective  dramas,  have  a  remarkable  coinci- 
dence :  both  are  actuated  by  the  same  guilty  am- 
bition in  the  opening  of  the  story  :  both  murder 
their  lawful  sovereign  in  the  course  of  it:  and  both 
are  defeated  and  slain  in  battle  at  the  conclusion  of 
it:  yet  these  two  characters,  under  circumstances 
so  similar,  are  as  strongly  distinguished  in  every 
passage  of  their  dramatic  life,  by  the  art  of  the  poet, 
as  any  two  men  ever  were  by  the  hand  of  nature. 

Let  us  contemplate  them  in  the  three  following 
periods ;  viz.  The  premeditation  of  their  crime  ;  the 
perpetration  of  it ;  and  the  catastrophe  of  their 
death. 

Duncan,  the  reigning  king  of  Scotland,  has  two 
sons  :  Edward  the  Fourth  of  England  has  also  two 
sons;  but  these  kings  and  their  respective  heirs  do 
not  affect  the  usurpers  Macbeth  and  Richard  in  the 
same  degree,  for  the  latter  is  a  prince  of  the  blood 
royal,  brother  to  the  king,  and  next  in  consanguinity 
to  the  throne  after  the  death  of  his  elder  brother 
the  Duke  of  Clarence :  Macbeth,  on  the  contrary, 
is  not  in  the  succession — 

VOL.  II.  L 
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And  to  be  kinir 
Stands  not  within  the  prospect  of  belief. 

His  views  therefore  being  f'urtlier  removed  and 
more  out  of  hope,  a  greater  weight  of  circumstances 
should  be  thrown  together  to  tempt  and  encourage 
him  to  an  undertaking  so  much  beyond  the  prospect 
of  his  belief.  The  art  of  the  poet  furnishes  these 
circumstances,  and  the  engine  which  his  invention 
employs  is  of  a  preternatural  and  prodigious  sort. 
He  introduces  in  the  very  opening  of  his  scene  a 
troop  of  sybils  or  witches,  who  salute  Macbeth 
with  their  divinations,  and  in  three  solemn  yjrophe- 
tie  gratulations  hail  him  Thane  of  Glamis,  Thane  of 
Cawdor,  and  King  hereafter  ! 

By  Sinel's  death  I  know  I'm  Thane  of  Glamis; 
But  how  of  Cawdor? 

One  part  of  the  prophecy  therefore  is  true;  the  re- 
maining promises  become  more  deserving  of  belief. 
This  is  one  step  in  the  ladder  of  his  aniljition,  and 
mark  how  artfully  the  poet  has  laid  it  in  his  way : 
no  time  is  lost ;  the  wonderful  machinery  is  not 
suffered  to  stand  still,  for  behold  a  verification  of 
the  second  prediction,  and  a  courtier  thus  addresses 
him  from  the  king — 

And,  for  an  earnest  of  a  greater  honour,    « 
He  bade  me  from  him  call  thee  Thane  of  Cawdor. 

The  magic  now  works  to  his  heart,  and  he  cannot 
wait  the  departure  of  the  royal  messenger  before  his 
admiration  vents  itself  aside — 

Glamis,  and  Thane  of  Cawdor! 
The  greatest  is  behind. 

A  second  time  he  turns  aside,  and,  unable  to  repress 
the  emotions  which  this  second  confirmation  of  the 
predictions  has  excited,  repeats  the  same  secret  ob- 
servation— 


69.  OBSERVER.  Ill 

Two  tniths  are  told 
As  liappy  prologues  to  the  swelling  act 
Of  the  imperial  theme. 

A  soliloquy  then  ensues,  in  which  the  poet  judi- 
ciously opens  enough  of  his  character  to  show  the 
spectator  that  these  preternatural  agents  are  not 
superfluously  set  to  work  upon  a  disposition  prone 
to  evil,  but  one  that  will  have  to  coiiibat  many 
compunctious  struggles,  before  it  can  be  brought  to 
yield  even  to  oracular  influence.  This  alone  would 
demonstrate  (if  we  needed  demonstration)  that 
Shakspeare,  without  resorting  to  the  ancients,  had 
the  judgment  of  ages  as  it  were  instinctively.  From 
this  instant  we  are  apprized  that  Macbeth  meditates 
an  attack  upon  our  pity  as  well  as  upon  our  horror, 
when  he  puts  the  following  question  to  his  con- 
science— 

Why  do  I  yield  to  that  suggestion, 
Whose  horrid  image  doth  untix  my  hair, 
And  make  my  seated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs 
Against  the  use  of  nature  ? 

Now  let  US  turn  to  Richard,  in  whose  cruel  heart 
no  such  remorse  finds  place:  he  needs  no  tempter  : 
There  is  here  no  digims  vuidice  nodus,  nor  indeed 
any  knot  at  all,  for  he  is  already  practised  in  mur- 
der:  ambition  is  his  ruling  passion,  and  a  crown  is 
in  view,  and  he  tells  you  at  his  very  Hist  entrance 
on  the  scene — 

I  am  determined  to  be  a  villain. 

We  are  now  presented  with  a  character  full 
formed  and  complete  for  all  the  savage  purposes  of 
the  drama, 

Impiger,  iracundus,  inexorahilis,  acer. 

The  barriers  of  conscience  are  broken  down,  and 
the  soul,  hardened  against  shame,  avows  its  own 
depravity — 
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Plots  have  I  laid,  inductions  dangerous. 
To  set  my  brother  Clarence  and  the  king 
In  deadly  hate  the  one  against  the  other. 

He  observes  no  gradations  in  guilt,  expresses  no 
hesitation,  practises  no  refinements,  but  plunges 
into  blood  with  the  familiarity  of  long  custom,  and 
gives  orders  to  his  assassins  to  dispatch  his  brother 
Clarence  with  all  the  unfeeling  tranquillity  of  a 
Nero  or  Caligula.  Richard,  having  no  longer  any 
scruples  to  manage  with  his  own  conscience,  is  ex- 
actly in  the  predicament  which  the  dramatic  poet 
Diphilus  has  described  with  such  beautiful  simpli- 
city of  expression — 

Otic  yap  avroQ  avrbv  hk  aia^vvtrai 
Si'vtii'O'J'  avTM  tpavXa  SiaTmrpwyfitvw, 
JlwQ  Tov  yt  firiSiir  dSor  aiaxvv-S^ i)(7tTai. 

The  wretch  wlio  knows  his  own  vile  deeds,  and  yet  fears 
not  himself,  how  should  he  fear  another,  who  knows  theui 
not. 

It  is  manifest  therefore  that  there  is  an  essential 
difference  in  the  developement  of  these  characters, 
and  that  in  favour  of  Macbeth :  in  his  soul  cruelty 
seems  to  dawn ;  it  breaks  out  with  faint  glimmer- 
ings, like  a  winter  morning,  and  gathers  strength 
by  slow  degrees:  in  Richard  it  flames  forth  at 
once,  mounting  like  the  sun  between  the  tropics, 
and  enters  boldly  on  its  career  without  a  herald.  As 
the  character  of  Macbeth  has  a  moral  advantage  in 
this  distinction,  so  has  the  drama  of  that  name  a 
much  more  interesting  and  affecting  cast :  the 
struggles  of  a  soul,  naturally  virtuous,  whilst  it 
holds  the  guilty  impulse  of  ambition  at  bay,  affords 
the  noblest  theme  for  the  drama,  and  puts  the  crea- 
tive fancy  of  our  poet  upon  a  resource,  in  which  he 
has  been  rivaled  only  by  the  great  father  of  tragedy 
^schylus  in  the  prophetic  effusions  of  Cassandra, 
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the  incantations  of  the  Persian  Magi  for  raising-  the 
ghost  of  Darius,  and  the  imaginary  terriiic  forms  of 
his  furies ;  with  all  which  our  countryman  probably 
had  no  acquaintance,  or  at  most  a  very  obscure  one. 
When  1  see  the  names  of  these  two  great  lumi- 
naries of  the  dramatic  sphere,  so  distant  in  time  but 
so  nearly  allied  in  genius,  casually  brought  in  con- 
tact by  the  nature  of  ray  subject,  I  cannot  help 
pausing  for  awhile  in  this  place  to  indulge  so  inter- 
esting a  contemplation,  in  which  I  find  my  mind 
balanced  between  two  objects,  that  seem  to  have 
equal  claims  upon  me  for  my  admiration.  iEschy- 
lus  is  justly  styled  the  father  of  tragedy,  but  this  is 
not  to  be  interpreted  as  if  he  was  the  inventor  of  it : 
Shakspeare  with  equal  justice  claims  the  same  title, 
and  his  originality  is  qualified  with  the  same  excep- 
tion. The  Greek  tragedy  was  not  more  rude  and 
undigested  when  iEschylus  brought  it  into  shape, 
than  the  English  tragedy  was  when  Shakspeare  be- 
gan to  write  :  if  therefore  it  be  granted  that  he  had 
no  aids  from  the  Greek  theatre  (and  I  think  this  is 
not  likely  to  be  disputed),  so  far  these  great  masters 
are  upon  equal  ground,  ^schylus  was  a  warrior 
of  high  repute,  of  a  lofty  generous  spirit,  and  deep 
as  it  should  seem  in  the  erudition  of  his  times.  In 
all  these  particulars  he  has  great  advantage  over  our 
countryman,  who  was  humbly  born,  of  the  most 
menial  occupation,  and,  as  it  is  generally  thought, 
unlearned.  iEschylus  had  the  whole  epic  of  Ho- 
mer in  his  hands,  the  Iliad,  Odyssey,  and  that  pro- 
lific source  of  dramatic  fable,  the  Ilias  Minor  ;  he 
had  also  a  great  fabulous  creation  to  resort  to 
amongst  his  own  divinities,  characters  ready  de- 
fined, and  an  audience,  whose  superstition  v/as  pre- 
pared for  every  thing  he  could  ofi'er;  he  had  there- 
fore a  firmer  and  broader  stage  (if  I  may  be  al- 
lov.ed  the  expression)  under  his  feet,  than  Shak- 

L  2 
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speare  had.  His  fables  in  general  are  Homeric,  and 
yet  it  does  not  follow  that  we  can  pronounce  for 
Shakspeare  that  he  is  more  original  in  his  plots,  for 
I  understand  that  late  researches  have  traced  him  in 
all  or  nearly  all :  both  poets  added  so  much  ma- 
chinery and  invention  of  their  own  in  the  conduct 
of  their  fables,  that  whatever  might  have  been  the 
source,  still  their  streams  had  little  or  no  taste  of  the 
spring  they  flowed  from.     In  point  of  character  we 
have  better  grounds  to  decide,  and  yet  it  is  but  jus- 
tice to  observe,  that  it  is  not  fair  to  bring  a  mangled 
poet  in  comparison  with  one  who  is  entire.     In  his 
divine  personages,  Aeschylus  has  the  field  of  heaven, 
and  indeed  of  hell  also,  to  himself;  in  his  heroic  and 
military  characters  he  has  never  been  excelled ;  he 
had  too  g,ood  a  model  within  his  own  bosom  to  fail 
of  making  those  delineations  natural :  in  his  imagi- 
nary being  also  he  will  be  found  a  respectable, 
though  not  an  equal  rival  of  our  poet;  but  in  the 
variety  of  character,  in  all  the  nicer  touches  of  na- 
ture, in  all  the   extravagances  of  caprice  and  hu- 
mour, from  the  boldest  feature  down   to  the  mi- 
iiutest  foible,  Shakspeare  stands  alone :  such  per- 
sons as  he  delineates  never  came  into  the  contem- 
plation of  jEschylus  as  a  poet;  iiis  tragedy  has  no 
dealing   with    them;    the  simplicity   of  the    Greek 
fable,  and  the  great  portion  of  the  drama  filled  up 
by  the  chorus,  allow  of  little  variety  of  character : 
and  the  most  which  can  be  said  of  iEschylus  in 
this  particular  is,  tliat  he  never  offends  against  na- 
ture or  propriety,  whether  his  cast  is  in  the  terrible 
or  pathetic,  the  elevated  or  the  simple.     fJis  versi- 
fication with  the  intermixture  of  lyric  composition 
is  more  various  than  that  of  Shakspeare;    both  are 
Jofty  and  sublime  in  the  extreme,  abundantly  meta- 
phorical, and  sometimes  extravagant: — 

Nubes  tt  inania  liip/at. 
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This  may  be  said  of  each  poet  in  his  turn  ;  in  each 
the  critic,  if  he  is  in  search  for  defects,  will  readily 
enough  discover — 

In  scenam  missus  magna  cum  pondere  versus. 

Both  were  subject  to  be  hurried  on  by  an  uncon- 
trollable impulse,  nor  could  nature  alone  suffice  for 
either :  iEschylus  had  an  apt  creation  of  imaginary 
beings  at  command — 

He  CQuld  call  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep, 

and  they  would  come — Shakspeare,  having  no  such 
creation  in  resource,  boldly  made  one  of  his  own ; 
if  ^schylus  therefore  was  invincible,  he  owed  it  to 
his  armour,  and  that,  like  the  armour  of  ^neas, 
was  the  work  of  the  gods :  but  the  unassisted  in- 
vention of  Shakspeare  seized  all  and  more  than  su- 
perstition supplied  to  iEschylus. 


No.  LXX. 


Jilt  profecto 
Reddere  persona;  scit  convenientia  cuiqne. 

HORAT. 


We  are  now  to  attend  Macbeth  to  the  perpetration 
of  the  murder,  which  puts  him  in  possession  of  the 
crown  of  Scotland;  and  this  introduces  a  new  per- 
sonage on  the  scene,  his  accomplice  and  wife  :  she 
thus  developes  her  own  character — 

Come,  all  you  spirits, 
That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unsex  me  here, 
And  fill  me  from  the  croAvn  to  the  toe  topful 


116  OBSERVER.  70. 

Of  direst  cruelty  ;  make  thick  my  blood, 

Stop  up  the  access  and  passas;e  to  remorse, 

That  no  compunctious  visitings  of  nature 

Shake  my  fell  purpose,  nor  keep  peace  between 

The'  effect  and  it.     Come  to  my  woman's  breasts. 

And  take  my  milk  for  gall,  you  murthering  ministers. 

Wherever  in  your  sightless  substances 

You  wait  on  nature's  mischief:  come,  thick  night, 

And  pall  thee  in  the  dunnest  smoke  of  hell! 

Terrible  invocation !  Tragedy  can  speak  no  stronger 
language,  nor  could  any  genius  less  than  Shak- 
speare's  support  a  character  of  so  lofty  a  pitch,  so 
sublimely  terrible  at  the  very  opening. 

The  part  which  lady  Macbeth  fills  in  the  drama 
has  a  relative  as  well  as  positive  importance,  and 
serves  to  place  the  repugnance  of  Macbeth  in  the 
strongest  point  of  view  ;  she  is  in  fact  the  auxiliary 
of  the  witches,  and  the  natural  influence,  which  so 
high  and  predominant  a  spirit  asserts  over  the  tamer 
qualities  of  her  husband,  makes  those  witches  but 
secondary  agents  for  bringing  about  the  main  action 
of  the  drama.  This  is  well  worth  a  remark;  for  if 
they,  which  are  only  artificial  and  fantastic  instru- 
ments, had  been  made  the  sole  or  even  principal 
movers  of  the  great  incident  of  the  murder,  nature 
would  have  been  excluded  from  her  share  in  the 
drama,  and  Macbeth  would  have  become  the  mere 
machine  of  an  uncontrollable  necessity,  and  his 
character,  being  robbed  of  its  free  agency,  would 
have  left  no  moral  behind  :  I  must  take  leave  there- 
fore to  anticipate  a  remark,  which  I  shall  hereafter 
repeat,  that  when  lady  IMacbeth  is  urging  her  lord 
to  the  murder,  not  a  word  is  dropped  by  either  of  the 
witches  or  their  predictions.  It  is  in  these  instances 
of  his  conduct  that  Shakspeare  is  so  wonderful  a 
study  for  the  dramatic  poet.    But  I  proceed — 

Lady  Macbeth  in  her  first  scene,  from  which  I 
have   already   extracted   a   passage,    prepares   for 
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an  attempt  upon  the  conscience  of  her  husband, 
whose  nature  she  thus  describes — 

Yet  do  I  fear  thy  nature; 
It  is  too  full  o'th'  milk  of  buman  kiiiduess 
To  catch  the  nearest  way. 

He  arrives  before  she  quits  the  scene,  and  she  re- 
ceives him  with  consummate  address — 

Great  Glamis!  worthy  Cawdor! 
Greater  than  both  by  the  All-hail  hereafter ! 

These  are  the  very  gratulations  of  the  witches ;  she 
welcomes  him  with  confirmed  predictions,  with  the 
tempting  salutations  of  ambition,  not  with  the 
softening  caresses  of  a  wife — 

Macb.  Duncan  comes  here  to-night. 
Lady.  And  when  goes  hence  ? 
Macb.  To-morrow,  as  he  purposes. 
Lady,  Oh  never 

Sliall  sun  that  morrow  see  ! 

The  rapidity  of  her  passion  hurries  her  into  imme- 
diate explanation,  and  he,  consistently  with  the  cha- 
racter she  had  described,  evades  her  precipitate  so- 
licitations with  a  short  indecisive  answer — 

We  will  speak  further 

His  reflections  upon  this  interview,  and  the  dreadful 
subject  of  it,  are  soon  after  given  in  soliloquy,  in 
which  the  poet  has  mixed  the  most  touching  strokes 
of  compunction  with  his  meditations:  he  reasoi.^ 
against  the  villany  of  the  act,  and  honour  jointly 
with  nature  assails  him  with  an  argument  of  double 
force — 

He's  here  in  double  trust ;  , 

First  as  T  am  his  kinsman  and  his  subject, 
Strong  both  against  the  deed  ;  then  as  his  host, 
Who  should  against  the  muriherer  shut  the  door, 
Not  bear  the  knife  himself. 
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This  appeal  to  nature,  hospitality,  and  allegiance 
was  not  without  its  impression  ;  he  again  meets  his 
lady,  and  immediately  declares — 

We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  business. 

This  draws  a  retort  upon  him,  in  which  his  tergi- 
versation and  cowardice  are  satirized  with  so  keen 
an  edge,  and  interrogatory  reproaches  are  pressed 
so  fast  upon  him  that,  catching  hold  in  his  retreat 
of  one  small  but  precious  fragment  in  the  wreck  of 
innocence  and  honour,  he  demands  a  truce  from 
her  attack,  and,  with  the  spirit  of  a  combatant  who 
has  not  yet  yielded  up  his  weapons,  cries  out — 

Pr'}thee,  peace; 

the  words  are  no  expletives ;  they  do  not  fill  up  a 
sentence,  but  they  form  one:  they  stand  in  a  most 
important  pass ;  they  defend  the  breach  her  ambition 
has  made  in  his  heart ;  a  breach  in  the  very  citadel 
of  humanity;  they  mark  the  last  dignified  struggle 
of  virtue,  and  they  have  a  double  reflecting  power, 
which  in  the  first  place  shows  that  nothing  but  the 
voice  of  authority  could  stem  the  torrent  of  her  in- 
vective, and  in  the  next  place  announces  that  some- 
thing worthy  of  the  solemn  audience  he  had  de- 
manded was  on  the  point  to  follow — and  worthy  it 
is  to  be  a  standard  sentiment  of  moral  truth  expres- 
sed with  proverbial  simplicity,  sinking  into  every 
heart  that  hears  it — 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man  ; 
Who  dares  do  more  is  none. 

How  must  every  feeling  spectator  lament  that  a 
man  should  fall  from  virtue  with  such  an  appeal  upon 
his  lips ! 

OvK  fTiv  nSiig  StiKog,  6  StSoiKwg  vofiov.     pniLONiDES. 
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"  A  man  is  not  a  coward  because  he  fears  to  be 
unjust"  is  the  sentiment  of  an  old  dramatic  poet. 

Macbeth's  principle  is  honour ;  cruelty  is  natural 
to  his  wife ;  ambition  is  common  to  both  ;  one  pas- 
sion favourable  to  her  purpose  has  taken  place  in  his 
heart;  another  still  hangs  about  it,  which,  being-  ad- 
verse to  her  plot,  is  tirst  to  be  expelled,  before  she 
can  instil  her  cruelty  into  his  nature.  The  sentiment 
above  quoted  had  been  hrmly  delivered,  and  was 
ushered  in  with  an  apostrophe  suitable  to  its  import- 
ance ;  she  feels  its  weight ;  she  perceives  it  is  not 
to  be  turned  aside  with  contempt,  or  laughed  down 
by  ridicule,  as  she  had  already  done  where  weaker 
scruples  had  stood  in  the  way  :  but,  taking  sophis- 
try in  aid,  by  a  ready  turn  of  argument  she  gives 
him  credit  for  his  sentiment,  erects  a  more  glittering 
though  fallacious  logic  upon  it,  and  by  admitting  his 
objection  cunningly  confutes  it — 

What  beast  was't  then 
That  made  you  bi'eak  this  enterprise  to  me? 
When  jou  durst  do  it,  then  you  were  a  man. 
And  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would 
Be  so  much  more  than  man. 

Having  thus  parried  his  objection  by  a  sophistry 
calculated  to  blind  his  reason  and  inflame  his  ambi- 
tion, she  breaks  forth  into  such  a  vaunting  display 
of  hardened  intrepidity  as  presents  one  of  the  most 
terrific  pictures  that  was  ever  imagined — 

1  have  given  suck,  and  know  ■ 

How  tender  'tis  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me; 
1  would,  whilst  it  was  smiling  in  my  face, 
Havepluck'd  my  nipple  from  its  boneless  gums, 
And  dash'd  its  brains  out,  had  I  but  so  sworn 
As  you  have  done  to  this. 

This  is  a  note  of  horror,  screwed  to  a  pitch  that 
bursts  the  very  sinews  of  nature  ;  she  no  longer  com- 
bats with  a  human  weapon,  but,  seizing  the  flash  of 
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the  lightning,  extinguishes  her  opponent  with  the 
stroke :  here  the  controversy  must  end,  for  he  must 
eitlier  adopt  her  spirit,  or  take  her  Hfe ;  he  sinks 
under  the  attack,  and  oifering  nothing  in  delay  of 
execution  but  a  feeble  hesitation,  founded  on  fear — 
"  If  we  should  fail" — he  concludes  with  an  assumed 
ferocity,  caught  from  her  and  not  springing  from 
himself — 

I  am  settled,  and  bend  up 
Each  corporal  agent  to  this  terrible  feat. 

The  strong  and  sublime  strokes  of  a  master  im- 
pressed upon  this  scene  make  it  a  model  of  dramatic 
composition,  and  I  must  in  this  place  remind  the 
reader  of  the  observation  I  have  before  hinted  at, 
that  no  reference  whatever  is  had  to  the  auguries  of 
the  witches:  it  would  be  injustice  to  suppose  that 
this  was  other  than  a  purposed  omission  by  the  poet; 
a  weaker  genius  would  have  resorted  back  to  these 
instruments.  Shakspeare  had  used  and  laid  them 
aside  for  a  time ;  he  had  a  stronger  engine  at  work, 
and  he  could  proudly  exclaim — 

We  defy  auguries! 

Nature  was  sufficient  for  that  work,  and,  to  show  the 
mastery  he  had  over  nature, he  took  his  human  ageul 
from  the  weaker  sex. 

This  having  passed  in  the  first  act,  the  murder  is 
perpetrated  in  the  succeeding  one.  The  introduc- 
tory soliloquy  of  Macbeth,  the  chimera  of  the  dag- 
ger, and  the  signal  on  the  bell,  are  awful  preludes  to 
the  deed.  In  this  dreadful  interim  Lady  Macbeth, 
the  great  superintending  spirit,  enters  to  support  the 
dreadful  work.  It  is  done ;  and  he  returns  appalled 
with  sounds  ;  he  surveys  his  bloody  hands  with  hor- 
ror ;  he  starts  from  her  proposal  of  going  back  to 
besmear  the  guards  of  Duncan's  chamber,  and  she 
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snatches  the  reeking  daggers  from  his  trembling 
bands  to  finish  the  imperfect  work — 

Infirm  of  purpose, 
Give  me  the  daggers ! 

She  returns  on  the  scene,  the  deed  which  he  revolted 
from  is  performed,  and  with  the  same  unshaken  fero- 
city she  vauutingly  displays  her  bloody  trophies  and 
exclaims — 

My  hands  are  of  your  colour,  but  I  shame 
To  wear  a  heart  so  white. 

Fancied  noises,  the  throbbings  of  his  own  quail- 
ing heart,  had  shaken  the  constancy  of  Macbeth; 
real  sounds,  the  certain  signals  of  approaching  visi- 
ters, to  whom  the  situation  of  Duncan  must  be  re- 
vealed, do  not  intimidate  her :  she  is  prepared  for  all 
trials,  and  coolly  tells  him — 

I  hear  a  knocking 
At  the  south  entry.     Retire  we  to  our  chamber; 
A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed. 
How  easy  is  it  then! 

The  several  incidents  thrown  together  in  this  scene 
of  the  murder  of  Duncan  are  of  so  striking  a  sort  as 
to  need  no  elucidation  :  they  are  better  felt  than  de- 
scribed, and  my  attempts  point  at  passages  of  more 
obscurity,  where  the  touches  are  thrown  into  shade, 
and  the  art  of  the  author  lies  more  out  of  sight. 

Lady  Macbeth  being  now  retired  from  the  scene, 
we  may  in  this  interval,  as  we  did  in  the  conclusion 
of  the  former  paper,  permit  the  genius  of  iEschylus 
to  introduce  a  rival  murderess  on  the  stage. 

Clytemnestra  has  received  her  husband  Agamem- 
non, on  his  return  from  the  capture  of  Troy,  with 
studied  rather  than  cordial  congratulations.  He  op- 
poses the  pompous  ceremonies  she  had  devised  for 

VOL.  II.  M 
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the  display  of  his  entry,  with  a  maguanioious  con- 
tempt of  such  adulation — 

Sooth  me  not  with  strains 
Of  adulation,  as  a  girl;  nor  raise 
As  to  some  proud  barbaric  king,  that  loves 
Loud  acclamations  echoed  from  the  mouths 
Of  prostrate  worshippers,  a  clamorous  welcome: 
Spread  not  the  streets  with  tapestry ;  'tis  invidious: 
These  are  the  honours  we  should  pay  the  gods; 
For  mortal  men  to  tread  on  ornaments 
Of  rich  embroidery — no;  I  dare  not  do  it: 
Respect  me  as  a  man,  not  as  a  god. 

potter's  jESCHTLUS. 

These  are  heroic  sentiments,  but  in  conclusion  the 
persuasions  of  the  wife  overcome  the  modest  scruples 
of  the  hero,  and  he  enters  his  palace  in  the  pomp  of 
triumph ;  when  soon  his  dying-  groans  are  echoed 
from  the  interior  scene,  and  the  adulteress  comes 
forth  besprinkled  with  the  blood  of  her  husband  to 
avow  the  murder — 

I  struck  him  twice,  and  twice 
He  groan'd;  then  died  :  a  third  time  as  he  lay 
I  gored  him  with  a  wound ;  a  grateful  present 
To  the  stern  god,  that  in  the  realms  below 
Reigns  o'er  the  dead  :  there  let  him  take  his  seat. 
He  Lay:  and,  spouting  from  his  wounds  a  stream 
Of  blood,  bedew'd  me  with  these  crimson  drops. 
1  glory  in  them,  like  the  genial  earth. 
When  the  warm  showers  of  heaven  descend,  and  wake 
The  flowrets  to  unfold  their  vermeil  leaves. 
Come  then,  ye  reverend  senators  of  Argos, 
Joy  with  me,  if  your  hearts  be  turn'd  to  joy, 
And  such  1  wish  them.  .    potter. 
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No.  LXXI. 


lUe  per  extentum  funem  mild  posse  viihtur 

Ire  poeta,  meum  qui  pectus  inaniter  angit, 

Jrritat,  mulcet,  falsis  terrorihus  implet, 

lit  magnus  ;  et  modo  me  Thebis,7nodo  ponit  jdthenis. 

UORAT. 

Richard  perpetrates  several  murders,  but  as  the 
poet  has  not  marked  them  with  any  distinguishing 
circumstances,  they  need  not  be  enumerated  on  this 
occasion.  Some  of  these  he  commits  in  his  passage 
to  power,  others  after  he  has  seated  himself  on  the 
throne.  Ferociousness  and  hypocrisy  are  the  pre- 
vailing features  of  his  character;  and,  as  he  has  no 
one  honourable  or  humane  principle  to  combat, 
there  is  no  opening  for  the  poet  to  develope  those 
secret  workings  of  conscience  which  he  has  so  na- 
turally done  in  the  case  of  Macbeth. 

The  murder  of  Clarence,  those  of  the  queen's 
kinsmen,  and  of  the  young  princes  in  the  Tower, 
are  all  perpetrated  in  the  same  style  of  hardened 
cruelty.  He  takes  the  ordinary  method  of  hiring 
ruffians  to  perform  his  bloody  commissions,  and 
there  is  nothing  which  particularly  marks  the  scenes 
wherein  he  imparts  his  purposes  and  instructions  to 
them ;  a  very  little  management  serves  even  for 
Tirrel,  who  is  not  a  professional  murderer,  but  is 
reported  to  be 

a  discontented  gentleman, 

"Whose  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty  spirit. 

With  such  a  spirit  Richard  does  not  hold  it  neces- 
sary to  use  much  circumlocution,  and  seems  more  in 
dread  of  delay  than  disappointment  or  discovery — ■ 
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R.  Is  thy  name  Tirrel  ? 

T.  James  Tirrel,  and  your  most  obedient  subject, 

R.  Art  thou  indeed  ? 

'T.   Prove  me,  my  gracious  lord. 

R.  Dar'st  thou  resolve  to  kill  a  friend  of  mine? 

T.  Please  you,  I  h;id  rather  kill  two  enemies. 

R.   Why  then  thou  hast  it;  two  deep  enemies, 
Foes  to  my  rest  and  my  sweet  sleep's  disturbers, 
Are  they  that  1  would  have  thee  deal  upon: 
Tirrel,  I  mean  those  bastards  in  the  Tower. 

If  the  reader  calls  to  mind  by  what  circumspect 
and  slow  degrees  Kuig  John  opens  himself  to  Hu- 
bert under  a  similar  situation  with  this  of  Richard, 
he  will  be  convinced  that  Shakspeare  considered 
preservation  of  character  too  important  to  sacrifice 
on  any  occasion  to  the  vanity  of  fine  writing;  for 
the  scene  he  has  given  to  John,  a  timorous  and 
wary  prince,  would  ill  suit  the  character  of  Richard. 
A  close  observance  of  nature  is  the  first  excellence 
of  a  dramatic  poet,  and  the  peculiar  property  of  him 
we  are  reviewing. 

In  these  two  stages  of  our  comparison,  Macbeth 
appears  with  far  more  dramatic  effect  than  Richard, 
whose  first  scenes  presents  us  with  little  else  than 
traits  of  perfidiousness,  one  striking  incident  of  suc- 
cessful hypocrisy  practised  on  the  Lady  Anne,  and 
an  open  unreserved  display  of  remorseless  cruelty. 
Impatient  of  any  pause  or  interruption  in  his  mea- 
sures, a  dangerous  friend  and  a  determined  foe : — 

EJfera  torquebant  avidee  prtecordia  curtB 

Effugeret  ne  quis  gtadius; 
Crescehiit  srelcratn  sitis  ;  prtrdipque  recentls 
Jnca'Slus  flagrahat  amor,  mullusque  pelendi 
Cogendlre  pudor  :   crebris  perjnria  ntclit 
Blanditiis ;  social  perilurn  fti'dere  dfxiras  : 
Si  semtl  e  tantis  poscen/i  quisque  negaaset, 
Efftia  praciumido  quaticbat  coida  furore, 

CLiUDIAX, 
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The  sole  remorse  his  2;reedy  heart  can  feel 

Is  if  one  life  escapes  his  murdering  steel; 

That,  which  should  quench,  inHames  his  craving  thirst, 

The  second  draught  still  deepens  on  (he  first; 

Shameless  by  force  or  fraud  to  work  his  way, 

And  no  less  prompt  to  flatter  than  betray  : 

This  hour  makes  friendships  which  he  breaks  the  next, 

And  every  breach  supplies  a  vile  pretext 

Basely  to  cancel  all  concessions  past. 

If  in  a  thousand  you  deny  the  last. 

Macbeth  has  now  touched  the  goal  of  his  ambition — 

Thou  hast  it  now ;  King,  Cawdor,  Glarais,  all 
The  weird  sifters  promised 

The  auguries  of  the  witches,  to  which  no  refer- 
ence had  been  made  in  the  heat  of  the  main  action, 
are  now  called  to  mind  with  many  circumstances  of 
galling  aggravation,  not  only  as  to  the  prophecy, 
which  gave  the  crown  to  the  posterity  of  Banquo, 
but  also  of  his  own  safety  from  the  gallant  and  no- 
ble nature  of  that  general— 

Our  fears  in  Banquo 
Slick  deep,  and  in  his  royalty  of  nature 
Reigr.s  that  which  would  be  fear'd. 

Assassins  are  provided  to  murder  Banquo  and  his 
son,  but  this  is  not  decided  upon  without  much 
previous  meditation,  and  he  seems  prompted  to  the 
act  more  by  desperation  and  dread  than  by  any 
settled  resolution  or  natural  cruelty.  He  convenes 
the  assassins,  and  in  a  conference  of  some  length 
works  round  to  his  point,  by  insinuations  calculated 
to  persuade  them  to  despatch  Banquo  for  injuries 
done  to  them,  ratiier  than  from  motives  which  respect 
himself;  in  which  scene  we  dicover  a  remarkable 
preservation  of  character  in  Macbeth,  who  by  this 
artifice  strives  to  blind  his  own  conscience  and  throw 
the  guilt  upon  theirs :  in  this,  as  in  the  former  ac- 
tion, there  is  nothing  kingly  in  his  cruelty;  in  one 
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he  acted  uuder  the  controlling  spirit  of  his  wife, 
here  he  plays  the  sycophant  with  hired  assassins, 
and  confesses  himself  under  awe  of  the  superior 
genius  of  Banquo — 

Under  him 

My  jrenius  is  rebuked,  <as  it  is  sa\A 
Antony's  was  by  Caesar. 

There  is  not  a  circumstance  ever  so  minute  in  the 
conduct  of  this  character,  which  does  not  point  out 
to  a  diligent  observer,  how  closely  the  poet  has  ad- 
hered to  nature  in  every  part  of  his  delineation  ;  ac- 
cordingly we  observe  a  peculiarity  in  the  language 
of  Macbeth,  which  is  highly  characteristic  ;  I  mean 
the  figurative  turn  of  his  expressions,  whenever  his 
imagination  strikes  upon  any  gloomy  subject — 

Oh  !  full  of  scorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife! 

And  in  this  state  of  self  torment  every  object  of  so- 
lemnity, though  ever  so  familiar,  becomes  an  object 
of  terror!  night,  for  instance,  is  not  mentioned  by 
him  without  an  accompaniment  of  every  melancholy 
attribute  which  a  frighted  fancy  can  annex — 

Ere  the  bat  hatli  flown 
His  cloistrr'd  flight,  ere  to  black  Hecate's  summons 
The  shard-born  beetle  with  his  drowsy  hums 
Hath  rung  i^'ig/it's  yawning  peal,  there  shall  be  done 
A  deed  of  dreadful  note. 

It  is  the  darkness  of  his  soul  that  makes  the  night  so 
dreadful,  the  scorpions  in  his  mind  convoke  these 
images — but  he  has  not  yet  done  with  it  — 

Come,  scaling  Nii^ht ! 
Skarf  up  the  tenfler  eye  of  pitiful  day; 
And  with  thy  bloody  and  in\isible  hand 
Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  sreat  bond 
Whicii  keeps  me  pale.     Liglit  thickens,  and  the  crow 
Makes  wing  to  the  rooky  wood. 
Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowse. 
Whilst  night's  black  agents  to  their  prey  do  rouse. 
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The  critic  of  language  will  observe  that  here  is  a  re- 
dundancy and  crowd  of  metaphors,  but  the  critic  of 
nature  will  acknowledge  that  it  is  the  very  truth  of 
character,  and  join  me  in  the  remark  which  points  it 
out. 

In  a  tragedy  so  replete  with  murder,  and  in  the 
display  of  a  character  so  tortured  by  the  scorpions 
of  the  mind  as  this  of  Macbeth,  it  is  naturally  to  be 
expected  that  a  genius  like  Shakspeare's  will  call 
in  the  dead  for  their  share  in  the  horror  of  the  scene. 
This  he  has  done  in  two  several  ways;  tirst,  by  the 
apparition  of  Banquo,  which  is  invisible  to  all  but 
Macbeth;  secondly,  by  the  spells  and  incantations 
of  the  witches,  who  raise  spirits,  which  in  certain 
enigmatical  predictions  shadow  out  his  fate;  and 
these  are  followed  by  a  train  of  unborn  revelations, 
drawn  by  the  power  of  magic  from  the  womb  of 
futurity  before  their  time. 

It  appears  that  Lady  Macbeth  was  not  a  party  in 
the  assassination  of  Banquo,  and  the  ghost,  though 
twice  visible  to  the  murderer,  is  not  seen  by  her. 
This  is  another  incident  highly  worthy  a  particular 
remark  ;  for  by  keeping  her  free  from  any  partici- 
pation in  the  horror  of  the  sight,  the  poet  is  enabled 
to  make  a  scene  aside,  between  Macbeth  and  her, 
which  contains  some  of  the  finest  speakings  in  the 
play.  The  ghost  in  Hamlet,  and  the  ghost  of  Da- 
rius in  ^schylus,  are  introduced  by  preparation 
and  prelude;  this  of  Banquo  is  an  object  of  surprise 
as  well  as  terror,  and  there  is  scarce  an  incident  to 
be  named  of  more  striking  and  dramatic  effect:  it 
is  one,  amongst  various  proofs,  that  must  convince 
every  man  who  looks  critically  into  Shakspeare, 
that  he  was  as  great  a  master  in  art  as  in  nature: 
how  it  strikes  me  in  this  point  of  view,  I  shall  take 
the  liberty  of  explaining  more  at  length. 

The  murder  of  Duncan  is  the  main  incident  of 
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this  tragedy;  that  of  Banquo  is  subordinate  :  Dun- 
can's blood  was  not  only  the  first  so  shed  by  Mac- 
beth, but  the  dignity  of  the  person  murdered,  and 
the  aggravating  circumstaces  attending  it,  consti- 
tute a  crime  of  the  very  first  magnitude :  for  these 
reasons  it  might  be  expected,  that  the  spectre  most 
likely  to  haunt  his  imagination  would  be  that  of 
Duncan  ;  and  the  rather  because  his  terror  and  com- 
punction were  so  much  more  strongly  excited  by 
this  first  murder,  perpetrated  with  his  own  hands, 
than  by  the  subsequent  one  of  Banquo,  palliated  by 
evasion,  and  committed  to  others.  But  when  we  re- 
collect that  Lady  Macbeth  was  not  only  his  accom- 
plice, but  in  fact  the  first  mover  in  the  murder  of  the 
king,  we  see  good  reason  why  Duncan's  ghost  could 
not  be  called  up,  unless  she  who  so  deeply  partook 
of  the  guilt  had  also'  shared  in  the  horror  of  the  ap- 
pearance ;  and  as  visitations  of  a  peculiar  sort  were 
reserved  for  her  in  a  later  period  of  the  drama,  it 
was  a  point  of  consummate  art  and  judgment  to  ex- 
clude her  from  the  afl'air  of  Banquo's  murder,  and 
make  the  more  susceptible  conscience  of  Macbeth 
figure  this  apparition  in  his  mind's  eye,  without  any 
other  witness  to  the  vision. 

I  persuade  myself  these  will  appear  very  natural 
reasons  why  the  poet  did  not  raise  the  ghost  of  the 
king  in  preference,  though  it  is  reasonable  to  think 
it  would  have  been  a  much  more  noble  incident  in 
his  hands  than  this  of  Banquo.  It  now  remains  to 
examine,  whether  this  is  more  fully  justified  by  the 
peculiar  situation  resei-ved  for  Lady  Macbeth,  to 
which  I  have  before  adverted. 

The  intrepidity  of  her  character  is  so  marked 
that  we  may  well  suppose  no  waking  terrors  could 
shake  it,  ami  in  this  light  it  must  be  acknowledged  a 
very  natural  expedient  to  make  her  vent  the  agonies 
of  her  conscience  in  sleep.     Dreams  have  been  a 
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dramatic  expedient  ever  since  there  has  been  a 
drama;  ^schylus  recites  the  dream  of"  Clytemnes- 
tra  immediately  before  her  son  Orestes  kills  her; 
she  fancies  she  has  given  birth  to  a  dragon — 

This  ne\vhorn  dragon,  like  an  infant  child 
Laid  in  the  cradle,  seem'd  in  want  of  food.; 
And  in  her  dream  she  held  it  to  her  breast: 
The  milk  he  drew  was  mix'd  with  clotted  blood. 

POTTER. 

This  vfhich  is  done  by  ^schylus  has  been  done  by 
hundreds  after  him  ;  but  to  introduce  upon  the  scene 
the  very  person,  walking  in  sleep,  and  giving  vent 
to  the  horrid  fancies  that  haunt  her  dream,  in  broken 
speeches  expressive  of  her  guilt,  uttered  before  wit- 
nesses, and  accompanied  with  that  natural  and  ex- 
pressive action  of  washing  the  blood  from  her  defiled 
hands,  was  reserved  for  the  original  and  bold  genius 
of  Shakspeare  only.  It  is  an  incident  so  full  of 
tragic  horror,  so  daring,  and  at  the  same  time  so 
truly  characteristic,  that  it  stands  out  as  a  promi- 
nent feature  in  the  most  sublime  drama  in  the  world, 
and  fully  compensates  for  any  sacrifices  the  poet 
might  have  made  in  the  previous  arrangement  of  his 
incidents. 


No.  LXXII. 


Servetur  ad  imum 
Quails  ab  incepto  processerit,  et  sibi  constet.     Horat. 

Macbeth  now  approaches  towards  his  catastrophe; 
the  heir  of  the  crown  is  in  arms,  and  he  must  defend 
valiantly  what  he  has  usurped  villanously.  His  na- 
tural valour  does  not  suffice  for  this  trial;  he  re- 
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sorts  to  the  witches  ;  he  conjures  them  to  give  an- 
swer to  what  he  shall  ask,  and  he  again  runs  into  all 
those  pleonasms  of  speech  which  I  before  remarked : 
the  predictions  he  extorts  from  the  apparitions  are 
so  couched  as  to  seem  favourable  to  him,  at  the 
same  time  that  they  correspond  with  events  which 
afterwards  prove  fatal.  The  management  of  this 
incident  has  so  close  a  resemblance  to  what  the 
Poet  Claudian  has  done  in  the  instance  of  Rufli- 
nus's  vision,  the  night  before  his  massacre,  that  I  am 
tempted  to  insert  the  passage — 

Ecce  videt  diras  alludere  protinus  umbras, 

Quas  dedit  ipse  neci;  quarum  qua;  clarior  una 

Visa  loqui — Proh  .'  surge  toro;  quid  plurima  volvis 

Anxijis?  hcEC  requiem  rebus,  finemque  labori 

Allatura  dies  :   omnijam  plebe  redibis 

Altior,  et  Iteti  manibus  portabere  vulgi — 

Has  canit  anibages.     Occulta  falilur  ille 

Omine,  nee  capitis  Jixi  prwsagia  scnsit. 

A  ghastly  vision  in  the  dead  of  night, 
Of  mangled,  murder'd  ghosts  appal  his  sight ; 
When  hark !  a  voice  from  forth  the  shadowy  train 
Cries  out — Awake!   what  thoughts  perplex  thy  brain? 
Awake,  arise!  behold  the  day  appears 
That  ends  thy  labours  and  dispels  thy  fears; 
To  loftier  heights  thy  towering  head  shall  rise. 
And  the  glad  crowd  shall  lift  thee  to  the  skies — 
Thus  spake  the  voice:  he  triumphs,  nor  beneath 
The'  ambiguous  omen  sees  the  doom  of  death. 

Confiding  in  his  auguries,  Macbeth  now  prepares 
battle  :  by  the  first  of  these  he  is  assured — 

That  none  of  woman  born 
Shall  harm  Macbeth. 

By  the  second  prediction  he  is  told — 

Macbeth  shall  never  vanquished  be,  until 
Great  Birnani  Wood  to  Uunsinane's  high  hill 
Shall  come  against  him. 
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These  lie  calls  sweet  hodementsl  and  concludes — 

To  sleep  in  spite  of  tiiunder. 

This  play  is  so  replete  with  excellences  that  it 
would  exceed  all  bounds  if  I  were  to  notice  every 
one  :  I  pass  over  therefore  that  incomparable  scene 
between  Macbeth,  the  Physician,  and  Seyton,  in 
which  the  agitations  of  his  mind  are  so  wonderfully 
expressed,  and,  without  pausing  for  the  death  of 
Lady  Macbeth,  I  conduct  the  reader  to  that  crisis 
when  the  messenger  has  announced  the  ominous 
approach  of  Birnam  Wood — A  burst  of  fury,  an  ex- 
clamation seconded  by  a  blow,  is  the  first  natural 
explosion  of  a  soul  so  stung  with  scorpions  as  Mac- 
beth's.  The  sudden  gust  is  no  sooner  discharged 
than  nature  speaks  her  own  language,  and  the  still 
voice  of  conscience,  like  reason  in  the  midst  of  mad- 
ness, murmurs  forth  these  mournful  words — 

I  pall  in  resolution,  anil  begin 

To  doubt  the  equivocation  of  the  fiend, 

That  lies  like  truth. 

With  what  an  exquisite  feeling  has  this  darling  son 
of  nature  here  thrown  in  this  touching,  this  pathetic 
sentence,  amidst  the  very  whirl  and  eddy  of  conflict- 
ing passions  !  Here  is  a  study  for  dramatic  poets  : 
this  is  a  string  for  an  actor's  skill  to  touch :  this  will 
discourse  sweet  music  to  the  human  heart,  with 
which  it  is  finely  unisoned  when  struck  with  the 
hand  of  a  master. 

The  next  step  brings  us  to  the  last  scene  of  Mac- 
beth's  dramatic  existence.  Flushed  with  the  blood 
of  Siward  he  is  encountered  by  Macduff,  who  crosses 
him  like  his  evil  genius — Macbeth  cries  out — 

Of  all  men  else  I  have  avoided  thee. 
To  the  last  moment  of  character  the  faithful  poet 
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supports  him ;  lie  breaks  oft'  from  single  combat, 
and  in  the  tremendous  pause,  so  beautifully  con- 
trived to  hang  suspense  and  terror  on  the  moral 
scene  of  his  exit,  the  tyrant,  driven  to  bay,  and 
panting  with  the  heat  and  struggle  of  the  fight, 
Tauntingly  exclaims — 

Macb.  As  easy  majst  thou  the  enfrenchant  air 
With  thy  keen  sword  impress,  as  make  me  bleed  : 
Let  fall  thy  tdade  on  vulnerable  crests, 
I  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  must  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  born. 

JUacd.  Despair  thy  charm! 

And  let  the  angel,  whom  thou  still  hast  served. 
Tell  thee  Macdulf  was  from  his  mother's  wumb 
Untimely  ripp'd. 

Macb.  Accursed  he  that  tongue  that  tells  me  so  ! 
For  it  hath  cow'd  my  better  part  of  man. 

There  sinks  the  spirit  of  Macbeth — 

Behold !  where  stands 
The'  usurper's  cursed  head  ! 

How  completely  does  this  coincide  with  the  passage 
already  quoted  I 

Occulto  falUtur  ille 
Omine,  nee  capitis  fixi  preesagia  sentit. 

Let  us  now  approach  the  tent  of  Richard.  It  is 
matter  of  admiration  to  observe  how  many  incidents 
the  poet  has  collected  in  a  small  compass,  to  set  the 
military  character  of  his  chief  personage  in  a  brilliant 
point  of  view.  A  succession  of  scouts  and  mes- 
sengers report  a  variety  of  intelligence,  all  which, 
though  generally  of  the  most  alarming  nature,  he 
meets  not  only  with  his  natural  gallantry,  but  some- 
times with  pleasantry,  and  a  certain  archness  and 
repartee,  which  is  peculiar  to  him  throughout  the 
drama. 

It  is  not  only  a  curious  but  delightful  task  to 
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examine  by  what  subtle  and  almost  imperceptible 
touches  Shakspeare  contrives  to  set  such  marks 
upon  his  characters  as  give  them  the  most  living- 
likenesses  that  can  be  conceived.  In  this,  above  ail 
other  poets  that  ever  existed,  he  is  a  study  and  a 
model  of  perfection  :  the  great  distinguishing  pas- 
sions every  poet  may  describe ;  but  Shakspeare 
gives  you  their  humours,  their  minutest  foibles, 
those  little  starts  and  caprices,  which  nothing  but 
the  most  intimate  familiarity  brings  to  light;  other 
authors  write  characters  like  historians  :  he  like  the 
bosom  friend  of  the  person  he  describes.  The  fol- 
lowing extracts  will  furnish  an  example  of  what  1 
have  been  saying. 

Ratcliif  informs  Richard  that  a  fleet  is  discovered 
on  the  western  coast,  supposed  to  be  the  party  of 
Richmond — 

K.  Rich.  Some  lightfoot  friend  post  to  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  j 
Ratcliff,  thyself;  or  Catesby — Where  is  he? 

Cates.  Here,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Catesby,  fly  to  the  Duke. 

Cates.  I  will,  my  lord,  with  all  convenient  haste. 

K.  Rich.  Ratcliff,  come  hither;  post  to  Salisbury; 
When  thou  comest  thither — Dull  unmindful  villain  ! 

[To  Catesby. 
Why  stay'st  thou  here,  and  go'st  not  to  the  Duke? 

Cates.  First,  mighty  liege,  tell  me  your  highness'  pleasure. 
What  from  your  grace  1  shall  deliver  to  hiui. 

K.  Rich.  Oh,  true,  good  Catesby  ! 

I  am  persuaded  I  need  not  point  out  to  the  reader's 
sensibility  the  fine  turn  in  this  expression.  Good 
Catesby!  How  can  we  be  surprised  if  such  a  poet 
makes  us  in  love  even  with  his  villains? — Ratcliff 
proceeds — 

Raf.  What  may  it  please  you  shall  I  do  at  Salisbury  ? 
A'.  Rich.  Why,  what  wouldst  thou  do  there  before  I  go  J 
Rat.  Your  highness  told  me  I  should  post  before. 
K.  Rich.  My  mind  is  changed. 
VOL.  II.  N 


134  OBSERVER.  72. 

These  fine  touches  can  escape  no  man  wlio  has  aa 
eye  for  nature.     Lord  Stanley  reports  to  Richard — 

Stanl.  Richmond  is  on  the  seas. 

K.  Rich.  There  let  iiim  sink,  and  be  the  seas  on  him! 
White  liver'd  runagate,  what  doth  he  there? 

This  reply  is  pointed  with  irony  and  invective  :  there 
are  two  causes  in  nature  and  character  for  this ; 
first,  Richard  was  before  informed  of  tlie  news ;  his 
person  was  not  taken  by  surprise,  and  he  was  enough 
at  ease  to  make  a  play  upon  Stanley's  words — on 
the  seas — and  retort — be  the  season  him  ! — Secondly, 
Stanley  was  a  suspected  subject,  Richard  was  there- 
fore interested  to  show  a  contempt  of  his  competitor 
before  a  man  of  such  doubtful  allegiance.  In  the 
spirit  of  this  impression  he  urges  Stanley  to  give  an 
explicit  answer  to  the  question —  What  doth  he  there? 
Stanley  endeavours  to  evade  by  answering  that  he 
knows  not  but  by  guess :  the  evasion  only  strengthens 
Richard's  suspicions,  and  he  again  pushes  him  to 
disclose  what  he  only  guesses — Well  as  you  guess — 
Stanley  replies — 

lie  makes  for  Enn;land  here  to  claim  the  crown. 

K.  Rich.   Is  the  ciiair  enipf  v  ?  Is  the  sword  unsway'd  ? 
Is  the  king  dead  ?  the  empire  unpossessed  ? 
What  heir  of  York  is  there  alive  but  we? 
And  who  is  England's  king  but  great  York's  heir? 
Then  tell  me  what  makes  he  upon  the  sea? 

What  a  cluster  of  characteristic  excellences  are 
here  before  us  ?  All  these  interrogatories  are  ad  ho- 
rn inem  ;  they  fit  no  man  but  Stanley,  they  can  be 
uttered  by  no  man  but  Richard,  and  they  can  flow 
from  the  conceptions  of  no  poet  but  the  poet  of  na- 
ture. 

Stanley's  whole  scene  ought  to  be  investigated, 
for  it  is  full  of  beauties,  but  I  confess  myself  ex- 
hausted with  the  task,  and  language  does  not  suflSce 
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to  furnish  fresh  terms  of  admiration,  which  a  closer 
scrutiny  would  call  forth. 

Other  messengers  succeed  Lord  Stanley,  Hichard's 
fiery  impatience  does  not  wait  the  telling,  but,  taking 
the  outset  of  the  account  to  be  ominous,  he  strikes 
the  courier,  who  proceeding  with  his  report  con- 
cludes with  the  good  tidings  of  Buckingham's  dis- 
persion— Richard  instantly  retracts  and  says — 

Oh!  I  cry  thee  mercy, 
There  is  my  purse  to  cure  that  blow  of  thine. 

This  is  another  trait  of  the  same  cast  with  that  of 
Good  Catesby. 

Battles  are  of  the  growth  of  modern  tragedy ;  I 
am  not  learned  enough  in  the  old  stage  to  know  if 
Shakspeare  is  the  inventor  of  this  bold  and  bustling 
innovation ;  but  I  am  sure  he  is  unrivaled  in  his 
execution  of  it,  and  this  of  Bosworth  Field  is  a 
masterpiece.  I  shall  be  less  particular  in  my  pre- 
sent description  of  it,  because  I  may  probably  bring 
it  under  general  review  with  other  scenes  of  the  like 
sort. 

It  will  be  sufficient  to  observe,  that  in  the  catas- 
trophe of  Richard  nothing  can  be  more  glowing 
than  the  scene,  nothing  more  brilliant  than  the  con- 
duct of  the  chief  character  :  he  exhibits  the  charac- 
ter of  a  perfect  general,  in  whom,  however  ardent, 
courage  seems  the  ruling  feature  ;  he  performs  every 
part  of  his  office  with  minute  attention,  he  inquires 
if  certain  alterations  are  made  in  his  armour,  and 
even  orders  what  particular  horse  he  intends  to 
charge  with:  he  is  gay  with  his  chief  officers,  and 
even  gracious  to  some  he  confides  in  :  his  gallantry 
is  of  so  dazzling  a  quality,  that  we  begin  to  feel  the 
pride  of  Englishmen,  and,  overlooking  his  crimes, 
glory  in  our  courageous  king :  Richmond  is  one  of 
those  civil,  conscientious  gentlemen,  who  are  not 
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very  apt  to  captivate  a  spectator,  and  Richard, 
loaded  as  he  is  with  enormities,  rises  in  the  com- 
parison, and  I  suspect  carries  the  good  wishes  of 
many  of  his  audience  into  action,  and  dies  with  their 
regret. 

As  soon  as  he  retires  to  his  tent  the  poet  begins 
to  put  in  motion  his  great  moral  machinery  of  the 
ghosts.  Trifles  are  not  made  for  Shakspeare ;  ditfi- 
cidties,  that  would  have  plunged  the  spirit  of  any 
other  poet,  and  turned  his  scenery  into  inevitable 
ridicule,  are  nothing  in  his  way;  he  brings  forward 
a  long  string  of  ghosts,  and  puts  a  speech  into  each 
of  their  mouths  without  any  fear  of  consequences. 
Richard  starts  from  his  couch,  and,  before  he  has 
shaken  off  the  terrors  of  his  dream,  cries  out — 

Give  me  another  horse! — bind  up  my  wounds! — • 
Have  mercy,  Jesu! — Soft,  I  did  but  dream — 
O  coward  conscience — &c. 

But  I  may  conclude  my  subject;  every  reader  can 
go  on  with  the  soliloquy,  and  no  words  of  mine  can 
be  wanted  to  excite  their  admiration. 


No.  LXXIII. 


When  it  had  entered  into  the  mind  of  Shakspeare 
to  form  an  historical  play  upon  certain  events  in  the 
reign  of  Henry  the  Fourth  of  England,  the  charac- 
ter of  the  Prince  of  Wales  recommended  itself  to 
his  fancy,  as  likely  to  supply  him  with  a  fund  of 
dramatic  incidents ;  for  what  could  invention  have 
more  happily  suggested  than  this  character,  which 
history  presented  ready  to  his  hands'?  a  riotous  dis- 
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orderly  young  libertine,  in  whose  nature  lay  hidden 
those  seeds  of  heroism  and  ambition  which  were 
to  burst  forth  at  once  to  the  astonishment  of  the 
world,  and  to  achieve  the  conquest  of  France. 
This  prince,  whose  character  was  destined  to  ex- 
hibit a  revolution  of  so  brilliant  a  sort,  was  not 
only  in  himself  a  very  tempting  hero  for  the  dra- 
matic poet,  who  delights  in  incidents  of  novelty  and 
surprise,  but  also  ottered  to  his  imagination  a  train 
of  attendant  characters,  in  the  persons  of  his  wild 
comrades  and  associates,  which  would  be  of  them- 
selves a  drama.  Here  was  a  lield  for  invention 
wide  enough  even  for  the  genius  of  Shakspeare  to 
range  in.  All  the  humours,  passions,  and  extrava- 
gances of  human  life  might  be  brought  into  the 
composition,  and  when  he  had  grouped  and  per- 
sonified them  to  his  taste  and  liking,  he  had  a  leader 
ready  to  place  at  the  head  of  the  train,  and  the 
truth  of  history  to  give  life  and  interest  to  his 
drama. 

With  these  materials  ready  for  creation  the  great 
artist  sat  down  to  his  work;  the  canvass  was  spread 
before  him,  ample  and  capacious  as  the  expanse  of 
his  own  fancy ;  nature  put  her  pencil  into  his  hand, 
and  he  began  to  sketch.  His  lirst  concern  was  to 
give  a  chief  or  captain  to  this  gang  of  rioters ;  this 
would  naturally  be  the  first  outline  he  drew.  To 
fill  up  the  drawing  of  this  personage  he  conceived 
a  voluptuary,  in  whose  figure  and  character  there 
should  be  an  assemblage  of  comic  qualities :  in 
his  person  he  should  be  bloated  and  blown  up  to 
the  size  of  a  Silenus,  lazy,  luxurious,  in  sensuality 
a  satyr,  in  intemperance  a  bacchanalian:  as  he  was 
to  stand  in  the  post  of  a  ringleader  amongst  thieves 
and  cutpurses,  he  made  him  a  notorious  liar,  a 
swaggering  coward,  vainglorious,  arbitrary,  kna- 
vish, crafty,  voracious  of  plunder,  lavish  of  his  gains, 

N  2 
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without  credit,  honour,  or  honesty,  and  in  debt  to 
every  body  about  him.  As  he  was  to  be  the  chief 
seducer  and  misleader  of  the  heir  apparent  of  the 
crown,  it  was  incumbent  on  the  poet  to  qualify  him 
for  that  part  in  such  a  manner  as  should  give  pro- 
bability and  even  a  plea  to  the  temptation  ;  this  was 
only  to  be  done  by  the  strongest  touches  and  the 
higliest  colourings  of  a  master;  by  hitting  oft"  a  hu- 
mour of  so  happy,  so  facetious,  and  so  alluring  a 
cast  as  should  tempt  even  royalty  to  forget  itself, 
and  virtue  to  turn  reveller  in  his  company.  His 
lies,  his  vanity,  and  his  cowardice,  too  gross  to  de- 
ceive, were  to  be  so  ingenious  as  to  give  delight ; 
his  cunning  evasions,  his  witty  resources,  his  mock 
solemnity,  his  vapouring  self-consequence  were  to 
furnish  a  continual  feast  of  laughter  to  his  royal 
companion ;  he  was  not  only  to  be  witty  himself, 
but  the  cause  of  wit  in  other  people ;  a  whetstone 
for  raillery;  a  buft'oon,  whose  very  person  was  a 
jest:  compounded  of  these  humours,  Shakspeare 
produced  the  character  of  Sir  John  Falstaft":  a  cha- 
racter, which  neither  ancient  nor  modern  comedy 
has  ever  equaled,  which  was  so  much  the  favourite 
of  its  author  as  to  be  introduced  in  three  several 
plays,  and  which  is  likely  to  be  the  idol  of  the 
English  stage  as  long  as  it  shall  speak  the  language 
of  Shakspeare. 

This  character  almost  singly  supports  the  whole 
comic  plot  of  the  first  part  of  Henry  the  fourth ;  the 
poet  has  indeed  thrown  in  some  auxiliary  humours 
in  the  persons  of  Gadshill,  Peto,  Bardolph,  and 
Hostess  Quickly;  the  two  lirst  serve  for  little  else 
except  to  fill  up  the  action,  but  Bardolph  as  a  butt 
to  Falstaft^'s  raillery,  and  the  hostess  in  her  wrang- 
ling scene  with  him,  when  his  pockets  had  been 
emptied  as  he  was  asleep  in  the  tavern,  give  occa- 
sion to  scenes  of  infinite  pleasantry  :  Poins  is  con- 
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trasted  from  the  rest  of  the  gang;  and,  as  he  is  made 
the  companion  of  the  prince,  is  very  properly  re- 
presented as  a  man  of  better  qualities  and  morals 
than  Falstaff's  more  immediate  hangers-on  and 
dependants. 

The  humour  of  FalstafF  opens  into  full  display 
upon   his  very  first  introduction  with   the  prince  ; 
the  incident  of  the  robbery  on    the   highway,   the 
scene  in  Eastcheap  in  consequence  of  that  ridicu- 
lous encounter,  and  the  whole  of  his  conduct  during 
the  action  wath  Percy,  are  so  exquisitely  pleasant 
that,  upon  the  renovation  of  his  dramatic  life  in  the 
second  part  of  Henry  the  Fourth,  1  question  if  the 
humour  does  not  in  part  evaporate  by  continuation  ; 
at  least  I  am  persuaded  that  it  flattens  a  little  in  the 
outset,  and  though  his  wit  may  now  flow  less  copi- 
ously, yet  it  comes  with  more  labour  and  is  farther 
fetched.     The  poet  seems  to  have  been  sensible  how 
difficult  it  was  to  preserve  the  vein  as  rich  as  at 
first,  and  has  therefore  strengthened  his  comic  plot 
in  the  second  play  with  several  new  recruits,  who 
may  take  a  share  with  Falstaff,  to  whom  he   no 
longer  intrusts  the  whole  burthen  of  the  humour. 
In  the  front  of  these  auxiliaries  stands   Pistol,  a 
character  so  new,  whimsical,  and  extravagant,  that 
if  it  were  not  for  a  commentator  now  living,  whose 
very  extraordinary  researches,  amongst  our  old  au- 
thors, have  supplied  us  with  passages  to  illuminate 
the  strange  rhapsodies  which  Shakspeare  has  put 
into  his  mouth,  I  should,  for  one,  have  thought  An- 
tient  Pistol  as  wild  and  imaginary  a  being  as  Cali- 
ban; but  1  now  perceive,  by  the  help  of  these  dis- 
coveries, that  the  character  is  made  up  in  great  part 
of  absurd  and  fustian  passages  from  many  plays, 
in  which  Shakspeare  teas  versed  and  perhaps  had 
been  a  performer :   Pistol's  dialogue  is  a  tissue  of 
old  tags  of  bombast,  like  the  middle  comedy  of  the 
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Greeks,  which  dealt  in  parody.  I  abate  of  my  asto- 
iiishmeiit  at  the  invention  and  originality  of  the 
poet,  but  it  does  not  lessen  my  respect  for  his  in- 
genuity. Shakspeare  founded  his  bully  in  parody, 
Jonson  copied  his  from  nature,  and  the  palm  seems 
due  to  Bobadil  upon  a  comparison  with  Pistol : 
Congreve  copied  a  very  happy  likeness  from  Jon- 
son, and  by  the  fairest  and  most  laudable  imitation 
produced  his  Noll  Bluff,  one  of  the  pleasantest  hu- 
morists on  the  comic  stage. 

Shallow  and  Silence  are  two  very  strong  auxili- 
aries to  the  second  part  of  Falstaff's  humours,  and 
though  they  do  not  absolutely  belong  to  his  family, 
they  are  nevertheless  near  of  kin,  and  derivatives 
from  his  stock  :  surely  two  pleasanter  fellows  never 
trod  the  stage :  they  not  only  contrast  and  play 
upon  each  other,  but  Silence  sober  and  Silence 
tipsy  make  the  most  comical  reverse  in  nature ; 
never  was  drunkenness  so  well  introduced  or  so 
happily  employed  in  any  drama:  the  dialogue  be- 
tween Shallow  and  Falstaff,  and  the  description 
given  by  the  latter  of  Shallow's  youthful  frolicks, 
are  as  true  nature  and  as  true  comedy  as  man's  in- 
vention ever  produced :  the  recruits  are  also  in  the 
literal  sense  the  recruits  of  the  drama.  These  per- 
sonages have  the  further  merit  of  throwing  Falstaff's 
character  into  a  new  cast,  and  giving  it  the  season- 
able relief  of  variety. 

Dame  Quickly  also  in  this  second  part  resumes 
her  role  with  great  comic  spirit,  but  with  some  va- 
riation of  character,  for  the  purpose  of  introducing 
a  new  member  into  the  troop  in  the  person  of  Doll 
Tearsheet,  the  common  trull  of  the  times.  Though 
this  part  is  very  strongly  coloured,  and  though  the 
scene  with  her  and  Falstaff  is  of  a  loose  as  well  as 
ludicrous  nature,  yet  if  we  compare  Shakspeare's 
conduct  of  this  incident  with  that  of  the  dramatic 
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writers  of  his  time,  and  even  since  his  time,  we 
must  confess  he  has  managed  it  with  more  than 
common  care,  and  exhibited  his  comic  hero  in  a 
very  ridiculous  light,  without  any  of  those  gross  in- 
decencies which  the  poets  of  his  age  indulged  them- 
selves in  without  restraint. 

The  humour  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  is  not  so 
free  and  unconstrained  as  in  the  first  part;  though 
he  still  demeans  himself  in  the  course  of  bis  revels, 
yet  it  is  with  frequent  marks  of  repugnance  and 
self-consideration,  as  becomes  the  conqueror  of 
Percy,  and  we  see  his  character  approaching  fast 
towards  a  thorough  reformation  ;  but  though  we 
are  thus  prepared  for  the  change  that  is  to  happen 
when  this  young  hero  throws  off  the  reveller  and 
assumes  the  king,  yet  we  are  not  fortified  against 
the  weakness  of  pity,  when  the  disappointment  and 
banishment  of  Falstaft'  takes  place,  and  the  poet 
executes  justice  upon  his  inimitable  delinquent, 
with  all  the  rigour  of  an  unrelenting  moralist.  The 
reader  or  spectator,  who  has  accompanied  Falstatl' 
through  his  dramatic  story,  is  in  debt  to  him  for  so 
many  pleasant  moments,  that  all  his  failings,  whicii 
should  have  raised  contempt,  have  only  provoked 
laughter,  and  he  begins  to  think  they  are  not  natu- 
ral to  his  character,  but  assumed  for  his  amusement. 
^Vith  these  impressions  we  see  him  delivered  over 
to  mortification  and  disgrace,  and  bewail  his  punish- 
ment with  a  sensibility  that  is  only  due  to  the  suf- 
ferings of  the  virtuous. 

As  it  is  impossible  to  ascertain  the  limits  of 
Shakspeare's  genius,  I  will  not  presume  to  say  he 
could  not  have  supported  his  humour,  had  he  chosen 
to  have  prolonged  his  existence  through  the  suc- 
ceeding drama  of  Henry  the  Fifth :  we  may  con- 
clude that  no  ready  expedient  presented  itself  to 
his  fancy,  and  he  was  not  apt  to  spend  much  pains 


142  OBSERVER.  73. 

in  searching  for  such  :  he  therefore  put  him  to  death, 
by  which  he  fairly  placed  him  out  of  the  reach  of 
his  contemporaries,  and  got  rid  of  the  trouble  and 
difficulty  of  keeping  him  up  to  his  original  pitch,  if 
he  had  attempted  to  carry  him  through  a  third 
drama,  after  he  had  removed  the  Prince  of  Wales 
out  of  his  company,  and  seated  him  on  the  throne. 
I  cannot  doubt  but  there  were  resources  in  Shak- 
speare's  genius,  and  a  latitude  of  humour  in  the 
character  of  Falstaff,  which  might  have  furnished 
scenes  of  admirable  comedy  by  exhibiting  him  in 
his  disgrace,  and  both  Shallow  and  Silence  would 
have  been  accessaries  to  his  pleasantry :  even  the 
lield  of  Agincourt,  and  the  distress  of  the  king's 
army  before  the  action,  had  the  poet  thought  proper 
to  have  produced  Falstatf  on  the  scene,  niight  have 
been  as  fruitful  in  comic  incidents  as  the  battle  of 
Shrewsbury:  this  we  can  readily  believe  from  the 
humours  of  Fluellen  and  Pistol,  which  he  has 
woven  into  his  drama ;  the  former  of  whom  is  made 
to  remind  us  of  Falstaff,  in  his  dialogue  with  Cap- 
tain Gower,  when  he  tells  him  that — "As  Alexander 
is  kill  his  friend  Clytus,  being  in  his  ales  and  cups, 
so  also  Harry  Monmouth,  being  in  his  right  wits 
and  his  goot  judgments,  is  turn  away  the  fat  Knight 
with  the  great  pelly-doublet :  he  was  full  of  jests 
and  gypes  and  knaveries  and  mocks:  I  am  forget 
his  name. — Sir  John  Falstaff. — That  is  he.^' — This 
passage  has  ever  given  me  a  pleasing  sensation,  as 
it  marks  a  regret  in  the  poet  to  part  with  a  favourite 
character,  and  is  a  tender  farewell  to  his  memory : 
it  is  also  with  particular  propriety  that  these  words 
are  put  into  the  mouth  of  Fluellen,  who  stands  here 
as  his  substitute,  and  whose  humour,  as  well  as 
that  of  Nyni,  may  be  said  to  have  arisen  out  of  the 
a>h(  s  of  Falstaff. 


71.  OBSERVER.  143 


No.  LXXIV. 


I  WAS  surprised  the  other  day  to  find  our  learned 
poet  Ben  Jonson  had  been  poaching  in  an  obseuro 
collection  of  love-letters,  written  by  the  sophist 
Philostratus  in  a  very  rhapsodical  style,  merely  for 
the  purpose  of  stringing  together  a  parcel  of  unna- 
tural far-fetched  conceits,  more  calculated  to  dis- 
gust a  man  of  Jonson's  classic  taste  than  to  put 
him  upon  the  humble  task  of  copying  them,  and 
then  fathering  the  translation.  The  little  poem  he 
has  taken  from  this  despicable  sophist  is  now  become 
a  very  popular  song,  and  is  the  ninth  in  his  collec- 
tion, entitled  The  Forest. 

I  will  take  the  liberty  of  inserting  Jonson's  trans- 
lation, and  compare  it  with  the  original,  stanza  by 
stanza — 


Drink  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes, 
And  I  will  pledge  with  mine, 

Or  leave  a  kiss  but  in  the  cup, 
And  I'll  not  look  for  wine. 


Philostratus,  Letter  XXIV. 

"  E|Uot  ^e  fioroi^  irpoTtive  too;  o^fjuaaiv — Drink  to 
me  with  thine  eyes  only.  'Ei  le  j34\£i,  toiq  yiiXecri 
'jrpot7(j)eiosaci,  TrXrjpa  ^iXr^^ct  tuv  rd  eKirufxa  icai  s  noi; 
Seen.  Or  if  thou  wilt,  putting  the  cup  to  thy  lips, 
fill  it  with  kisses,  and  so  bestow  it  upon  me. 
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II. 

The  thirst,  that  from  the  soul  doth  rise, 

Demands  a  drink  divine, 
But  might  I  of  Jove's  nectar  sip, 

1  would  not  change  for  thine. 

Phil.  Letter  XXV. 

" 'Fjyo) iTTctcdy  i^o)  as  ,^tipw,  Kal  ToeKTroijua  KareT^wK 
KOI  TO  flit  «  irpoaayu  toiq  ^etXtai  cth  ci  dica  iriyuy. 
I,  as  soon  as  I  behold  thee,  thirst,  and,  taking  hold 
of  the  cup,  do  not  indeed  apply  that  to  my  lips  for 
drink  but  thee." 

III. 

I  sent  (hce  late  a  rosy  wreath. 

Not  so  much  honouring  thee, 
As  giving  it  a  hope  that  there 

It  might  not  wither'd  be. 

Phil.  Letter  XXX. 

"  T\£Troiiid>a  (TOi  •^dcpavov  poduv,  h  ae  ti/ump  {\ai  tsto 
fXEv  yap)  «\\'  ai/'  rote  n  y^apiCofiepoi;  toii;  pocoiQ,  \va 
l^u]  juapavdrj.  I  send  thee  a  rosy  vvreatli,  not  so  much 
honouring  thee  (though  this  also  is  in  my  thoughts) 
as  bestowing  favour  upon  the  roses,  that  so  they 
might  not  be  withered." 

IV. 

But  thou  thereon  didst  only  hre.athe. 

And  sent'st  it  back  to  uie. 
Since  when  it  grows  and  smells  I  swear 

Not  of  itself,  but  thee. 

Phil.  Letter  XXXI. 

"  Et  CE  ftovXei  Ti  0iX«  -y^apiCEfrQai  tu  Xetxpava  dvTuv 
diriTnp.\poy,  /urjKeri  TrviovTa  pocov  f.iovov  dWd  kcu  an. 
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If  thou  wouklst  do  a  kindness  to  thy  lover,  send 
back  the  reliques  of  the  roses  [I  gave  thee],  for 
they  will  smell  no  longer  of  themselves,  only,  but 
of  thee." 

When  the  learned  poet  published  this  love-song 
without  any  acknowledgment  to  Philostratus,  I  hope 
the  reason  of  his  omitting  it  was  because  he  did  not 
choose  to  call  the  public  curiosity  to  a  perusal  of 
such  unseemly  and  unnatural  rhapsodies  as  he  had 
condescended  to  copy  from. 

Now  I  am  upon  the  subject  of  Ben  Jonson,  I 
shall  take  notice  of  two  passages  in  the  Induction 
on  the  Stage  prefixed  to  his  play  of  Bartholomew 
Fair,  in  which  he  gives  a  sly  glance  at  Shakspeare 
— "And  then  a  substantial  watch  to  have  stolen  in 
upon  them,  and  taken  them  away  with  mistaking 
words,  as  the  fashion  is  in  the  stage  practice."  It 
is  plain  he  has  Dogberry  and  Verges  in  his  eye,  and 
no  less  so  in  the  following,  that  he  points  his  ridi- 
cule against  Caliban  and  the  Romance  of  the  Tem- 
pest— "If  there  be  never  a  servant  monster  in  the 
fair  who  can  help  it,  he  says,  nor  a  nest  of  antics  1 
He  is  loath  to  make  nature  afraid  in  his  plays,  like 
those  that  beget  tales,  Tempests,  and  such  like  drol- 
leries, to  mix  his  head  with  other  men's  heels."  If 
any  of  our  commentators  upon  Shakspeare  have  an- 
ticipated my  remark  upon  these  instances  of  Jonson's 
propensities  to  carp  at  their  favourite  poet,  I  have 
overlooked  the  annotation,  but  when  I  find  him  re- 
commending to  his  audience  such  a  farrago  of  vulgar 
ribaldry  as  Bartholomew  Fair,  by  pretending  to 
exalt  it  above  such  exquisite  ])roductions  as  The 
Tempest  and  Much  Ado  about  Nothing,  it  is  an  act 
of  warrantable  retaliation  to  expose  his  vanity. 

It  is  not  always  however  that  he  betakes  himself 
to  these  masked  attacks  upon  that  sublime  genius 

VOL.  II.  o 
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which  he  professed  to  admire  almost  to  idolatry,  it 
must  be  owned  he  sometimes  meets  him  upon 
equal  ground,  and  nobly  contends  with  laudable 
emulation  for  the  chaplet  of  victory :  what  I  now 
particularly  have  in  my  eye  is  his  Masque  of  the 
Queens. 

Many  ingenious  observations  have  been  given  to 
the  public  upon  Shakspeare's  imaginary  beings; 
his  Caliban,  Ariel,  and  all  his  family  of  witches, 
ghosts,  and  fairies,  have  been  referred  to  as  exam- 
ples of  his  creative  fancy,  and  with  reason  has  his 
superiority  been  asserted  in  the  fabrication  of  these 
preternatural  machines;  and  as  to  the  art  with 
which  he  has  woven  them  into  the  fables  of  his 
dramas,  and  the  incidents  he  has  produced  by  their 
agency,  he  is  in  these  particulars  still  more  indis- 
putably unrivaled ;  the  language  he  has  given  to 
Caliban,  and  no  less  characteristically  to  his  Ariel, 
is  so  original,  so  inimitable,  that  it  is  more  like  magic 
than  invention,  and  his  fairy  poetry  is  as  happy  as 
it  can  be:  it  were  a  jest  to  compare  iEschyhis's 
ghost  of  Darius,  or  any  ghost  that  ever  walked, 
with  the  perturbed  spirit  of  Hamlet.  Great  and 
merited  encomiums  have  also  been  passed  upon  the 
weird  sisters  in  that  wonderful  drama,  and  a  de- 
cided preference  given  them  over  the  famous 
Erichtho  of  Lucan  :  preferable  they  doubtless  are, 
if  we  contemplate  them  in  their  dramatic  characters, 
and  take  into  our  account  the  grand  and  awful  com- 
mission, which  they  bear  in  that  scene  of  tragic 
terror;  but  of  their  poetical  superiority,  simply  con- 
sidered, I  have  some  doubts;  let  me  add  to  this, 
that  when  the  learned  commentator  was  instancing 
Lucan's  Erichtho,  it  is  matter  of  some  wonder  with 
me,  how  he  came  to  overlook  Jonson's  witches,  in 
the  Masque  of  the  Queens. 

As  he  has  not  however  prevented  me  the  ho- 
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nour  of  bringing  these  two  poetic  champions  to- 
gether into  the  lists,  I  will  avail  myself  of  the 
occasion,  and  leave  it  with  the  spectators  to  decide 
upon  the  contest.  I  will  only,  as  their  herald,  give 
notice  that  the  combatants  are  enchanters,  and  he 
that  has  no  taste  for  necromancy,  nor  any  science 
in  the  terras  of  the  art,  has  no  right  to  give  his  voice 
upon  the  trial  of  skill. 

Sh^kspkare* 

1  Witch.   Where  hast  thou  been,  sister? 

2  Witch.  Killing  swine. 

3  Witch.  A  sailor's  wife  had  chesnuts  in  her  lap, 

And  mouncht,and  mouncht,and  mouncht Give  me,  qiioth  1 ! 

Aroint  thee,  witch,  the  rump-fed  ronyon  cries. 

Her  husband  's  to  Aleppo  gone,  master  o'  the'  Tyger; 

But  in  a  sieve  I'll  thither  sail, 

And  like  a  cat  without  a  tail, 

I'll  do— I'll  do— I '11  do. 

2  Witch.  I'll  give  thee  a  wind. 

3  Witcli.  Thou  art  kind. 

1  Witch.  And  I  another. 

3   Witch.  1  myself  have  all  the  other, 
And  the  very  points  they  blow. 
All  the  quarters  that  they  know , 
I'  the'  shipman's  card. 
I  will  drain  him  dry  as  hay. 
Sleep  shall  neither  night  nor  day 
Hang  upon  his  penthouse  lid; 
He  shall  live  a  man  forbid : 
Weary  seven-nights  nine  times  nine 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak,  and  pine  ; 
Though  his  bark  cannot  be  lost. 
Yet  it  shall  be  tempest  tost. 
Look,  what  1  have. 

2  Witch.  Snow  me,  show  me. 

3  Witch.  Here  I  have  a  pilot's  thumb, 
Wreckt  as  homeward  he  did  come. 

1   Witch.  A  drum,  a  drum! 
Macbeth  doth  come. 

All.  The  weird  sisters  hand  in  handj 
Posters  of  the  sea  and  land. 
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Thus  do  go  about,  about, 
Thrice  to  thine  and  thrice  to  mine. 
And  thrice  again  to  make  up  nine. 
Peace!  the  charm's  wound  up. 


JOJTSON. 

Dame.  Well  done,  my  hags  ! — 
But  first  relate  me  what  you  have  souglif, 
Where  you  have  been  and  what  you  have  brought. 

1  Hag.  I  have  been  all  day  looking  after 
A  raven  feeding  upon  a  quarter; 

And  soon  as  she  turned  her  beak  to  the  south, 
1  snatch'd  this  morsel  out  of  her  mouth. 

2  Hag.   I  last  night  lay  all  alone 

O'  th'  ground  to  hear  the  mandrake  groan, 
And  pluckt  him  up  though  he  grew  full  low, 
And  as  I  had  done  the  cock  did  crow. 

6  Hag.  1  had  a  dagger;  what  did  I  with  that? 
Kind  an  infant  to  have  his  fat; 

A  piper  it  got  at  a  church  ale, 

I  bade  him  again  blow  wind  in  its  tail. 

7  Hag.  A  murderer  yonder  was  hung  in  chains. 
The  sun  and  the  wind  had  shrunk  his  veins; 

I  bit  off'a  sinew,  I  dipt  his  hair, 

I  brought  off  his  rags  that  danced  in  the  air. 

8  Hag.  The  scrich-owTs  eggs,  and  the  feathers  black, 
The  blood  of  the  frog,  and  the  bone  in  his  back, 

I  have  been  getting  and  made  of  his  skin 
A  purset  to  keep  Sir  Cranion  in. 

9  Hag.  And  I  ha'  been  plucking  (plants  among) 
Hemlock,  henbane,  adder's  tongue, 
Nighti^hade,  moonwort,  libbard's  bane, 

And  twice  by  the  dogs  was  like  to  be  ta'en. 

11  Hag.  I  went  to  the  toad,  breeds  under  the  wall, 
1  cliarm"d  him  out,  and  he  caiiie  at  my  call, 
I  scratcht  out  the  eyes  of  the  owl  before, 
I  tore  the  bafs  wing — What  would  you  have  more? 

Dame.  Yes,  I  have  brought  (to  help  our  vows) 
Horned  poppy,  cypress  bouglis, 
The  fig  tree  wild,  that  grows  on  tombs. 
And  juice  that  from  the  larch  tree  comes. 
The  basilisk's  blood,  and  the  viper's  skin — 
And  now  our  orgies  let's  begin  ! 
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SllARSPEARE  S  CHARM. 

1  Witch.  Thrice  the  brinded  cat  ha(h  mew'd. 

2  Witch.  Twice  and  once  the  hedgepig  whined. 

3  Witch.  Harper  cries,  "'tis  time  !  'tis  time!" 

1  Witch.  Round  ahout  the  cauldron  go, 
lu  the  poison'd  entrails  throw. 

Toad,  that  under  the  cold  stone 

Days  and  nights  lias  thirty-one 
Swclter'd  venom  sleeping  got 
BoiJ  thou  first  i'  th'  charmed  pot. 

All.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble, 
Fire  burn  and  cauldron  bubble  ! 

2  Witch.  Fillet  of  a  fenny  snake 
In  the  cauldron  boil  and  bake: 
Eye  of  newt  and  toe  of  frog-, 
"Wool  of  bat  and  tongue  of  dog, 
Adder's  fork,  and  blind  worm's  sting, 
Lizard's  leg  and  owlet's  wing, 

For  a  charm  of  powerful  trouble. 
Like  a  hell  broth,  boil  and  bubble. 

^U.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble. 
Fire  burn  and  cauldron  bubble! 

•S   Witch.  Scale  of  dragon,  tooth  of  wolf. 
Witch's  mummy,  maw  and  gulf 
Of  the  ravening  salt-sea  shark, 
Root  of  hemlock,  digg'd  i'  th'  dark; 
Liver  of  blaspheming  Jew, 
Gall  of  goat,  and  slips  of  yew 
Sliver'd  in  the  moon's  eclipse. 
Nose  of  Turk  and  Tartar's  lips, 
Finger  of  birth-strangled  babe 
Ditch  deliver'd  of  a  drab. 
Make  the  gruel  thick  and  slab  ; 
Add  thereto  a  tiger's  chawdron 
For  the'  ingredients  of  our  cauldron. 

All.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble, 
Fire  burn  and  cauldron  bui)ble! 

1    Witch.  Cool  it  with  a  baboon's  blood — 
Then  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 


O  2 
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JONSON  S  CHARM. 

Tlie  owl  is  abroad,  the  bat  and  the  toad, 

And  so  is  the  cat-a-mountain. 
The  ant  and  the  mole  sit  both  in -a  hole, 

And  frog  peeps  out  of  the  fountain, 
The  dogs  they  do  bay  and  the  timbrels  play. 

The  spindle  is  now  a-turning. 
The  moon  it  is  red  and  the  stars  are  fled, 

And  all  tlie  sky  is  a  burning. 

2nd  Charm. 

Deep,  oh  deep,  we  lay  thee  to  sleep, 
We  leave  thee  drink  by,  if  thou  chance  to  be  dry. 
Both  milli  and  blood,  the  dew  and  the  flood. 

We  breathe  in  thy  bed,  at  the  foot  and  the  head ; 
We  cover  thee  warm,  that  thoa  take  no  harm. 
And  when  thou  dost  wake,  dame  earth  shall  quake,  &c, 

3d  Charm. 

A  cloud  of  pitch,  a  spur  and  a  switch. 
To  haste  him  away,  and  a  whirlwind  play 
Before  and  after,  with  thunder  for  laughter, 
And  storms  of  joy,  of  the  roaring  boy. 
His  head  of  a  drake,  his  tail  of  a  snake. 

4th  Charm. 

About,  about  and  about! 
Till  the  mists  arise  and  the  lights  fly  out : 
The  images  neither  be  seen  nor  felt. 
The  woollen  burn  and  the  waxen  melt; 
Sprinkle  your  liquors  upon  the  ground, 
And  into  the  air  :  Around,  around  ! 

Around,  around ! 

Around,  around  ! 

Till  a  music  sound. 

And  the  pace  be  found 

To  which  we  may  dance 

And  our  charms  advance. 

I  should  observe  that  these  quotations  from  Jon- 
son  are  selected  partially,  and  not  given  in  conti- 
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uuation,  as  they  are  to  be  found  in  the  Masque, 
which  is  much  too  long  to  be  given  entire ;  they  are 
accompanied  with  a  commentary  by  the  author,  full 
of  demonological  learning,  which  was  a  very  courtly 
study  in  the  time  of  James  the  First,  who  was  an 
author  in  that  branch  of  superstitious  pedantry. 

I  am  aware  there  is  little  to  gratify  the  reader's 
curiosity  in  these  extracts,  and  still  less  to  distract 
his  judgment  in  deciding  between  them:  they  are 
so  far  curious  however  as  they  show  how  strongly 
the  characters  of  the  poets  are  distinguished  even  in 
these  fantastic  specimens ;  Jonson  dwells  upon  au- 
thorities without  fancy,  Shakspeare  employs  fancy, 
and  creates  authorities. 


No.  LXXV. 


Usus  vetuslo  genere,  sed  rebus  novis. 

PROLOG.  PH. ID.  FAB.  LIB.  V. 


Ben  Jonson  in  his  prologue  to  the  comedy  of 
The  Fox  says  that  he  wrote  it  in  the  short  space  of 
five  weeks,  his  words  are — 

To  these  there  needs  no  lie  but  this  his  creature. 
Which  was  two  months  since  no  feature  ; 
And  though  he  dare*  give  them  five  lives  to  mend  it, 
'Tis  known  five  weeks  fully  penn'd  it. 

This  he  delivers  in  his  usual  vaunting  style,  spurn- 
ing at  the  critics  and  detractors  of  his  day,  who 
thought  to  convict  him  of  dulness  by  testifying  in 
fact  to  his  dilisience.     The  macic  movements  of 


152  OBSERVER.  75. 

Shakspeare's  muse  had  been  so  noted  and  applauded 
for  their  surprisino^  rapidity,  that  the  public  had 
contracted  a  very  ridiculous  respect  for  hasty  pro- 
ductions in  general,  and  thought  there  could  be  no 
better  test  of  a  poet's  genius  than  the  dispatch  and 
facility  with  which  he  wrote ;  Jonson  therefore  af- 
fects to  mark  his  contempt  of  the  public  judgment 
for  applauding  hasty  writers,  in  the  couplet  pre- 
ceding those  above  quoted — 

And  when  his  pl.ays  come  out,  think  they  can  flout  'em 
With  saying  he  was  a  year  about  them. 

But  at  the  same  time  that  he  shows  this  contempt 
very  justly,  he  certainly  betrays  a  degree  of  weak- 
ness in  boasting  of  his  poetical  dispatch,  and  seems 
to  forget  that  he  had  noted  Shakspeare  with  some- 
thing less  than  friendly  censure,  for  the  very  quality 
he  is  vaunting  himself  upon. 

Several  comic  poets  since  his  age  have  seemed 
to  pride  themselves  on  the  little  time  they  expended 
on  their  productions ;  some  have  had  the  artifice  to 
hook  it  in  as  an  excuse  for  their  errors,  but  it  is  no 
less  evident  what  share  vanity  has  in  all  such  apo- 
logies. Wycherly  is  an  instance  amongst  these, 
and  Congreve  tells  of  his  expedition  in  writing  the 
Old  Bachelor ;  yet  the  same  man  afterwards,  in  his 
letter  to  Mr.  Drydcn,  pompously  pronounces  that 
to  write  one  perfect  comedy  should  be  the  labour 
of  one  entire  life,  produced  from  a  concentration  of 
talents  which  hardly  ever  met  in  any  human  person. 

After  all  it  will  be  confessed  that  the  production 
of  such  a  drama  as  The  Fox,  in  the  space  of  five 
weeks,  is  a  very  wonderful  performance;  for  it  must 
on  all  hands  be  considered  as  the  masterpiece  of  a 
very  capital  artist,  a  work  that  bears  the  stamp  of 
elaborate  design,  a  strong  and  frequently  a  subUme 
vein  of  poetry,  much  sterling  wit,  comic  humour, 
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happy  character,  moral  satire,  and  unrivaled  eru- 
dition :  a  work — 

Quod  non  imber  edax,  non  aquilo  impotens 
Possit  diruere,  aid  innumerabilis 
Annorum  series  et  fuga  temporuni. 

In  this  drama  the  learned  reader  will  find  himself 
for  ever  treading  upon  classic  ground :  the  foot  of 
the  poet  is  so  fitted  and  familiarised  to  the  Grecian 
sock,  that  he  wears  it  not  with  the  awkwardness  of 
an  imitator,  but  with  all  the  easy  confidence  and 
authoritative  air  of  a  privileged  Athenian ;  exclusive 
of  Aristophanes,  in  whose  volume  he  is  perfect,  it 
is  plain  that  even  the  gleanings  and  broken  frag- 
ments of  the  Greek  stage  had  not  escaped  him ;  in 
the  very  first  speech  of  Volpone's,  which  opens  the 
comedy,  and  in  which  he  rapturously  addresses 
himself  to  his  treasure,  he  is  to  be  traced  most  de- 
cidedly in  the  fragments  of  Menander,  Sophocles, 
and  Euripides,  in  Theognis  and  in  Hesiod,  not  to 
mention  Horace.  To  follow  him  through  every  one 
would  be  tedious,  and  therefore  I  will  give  a  sample 
of  one  passage  only :  Volpone  is  speaking  to  his 
gold — 

Thou  being  (lie  best  of  things  and  far  transcending 
Ail  style  of  joy  in  ciiildren,  parents,  friends — 
Thy  looks  when  they  to  Venus  did  ascribe, 
They  should  have  given  her  twenty  thousand  Cupids, 
Such  are  thy  beauties  and  our  loves. 

Let  the  curious  reader  compare  this  with  the  follow- 
ing fragment  of  Euripides's  Bellerophon,  and  he  will 
find  it  almost  a  translation. 

"Q  xpvcrh  Cf  ?('w;ua  kuWitov  fipoTOig, 
'Qg  sSi  nf]T7]n  I'jSovaQ  t6ui(;  f\'£t£, 
Ov  irdiSig  avOp(i>Troi(nv,  ov  (piKog  Trarr/p. 
El  di]  KvTrpig  TowvTov  6(p9a\fidLQ  oQa, 
Oil  3-aii/t'  tp(x)-ag  fiv^)iovg  avrtjv  Tpt<piLV. 

Cicero  made  a  selection  of  passages  from   the 


151  OBSERVER.  15. 

Greek  dramatic  authors,  which  he  turned  into  Latin 
verse  for  the  purpose  of  applying  them,  as  occasion 
should  oti'er,  either  in  his  writings  or  pleadings ; 
and  our  learned  countryman  seems  on  his  part  to 
have  made  the  whole  circle  of  Greek  and  lioman 
poets  his  own,  and  naturalized  them  to  our  stage. 
If  any  learned  man  would  employ  his  leisure  in  fol- 
lowing his  allusions  through  this  comedy  only,  I 
should  think  it  would  be  no  unentertaining  task. 

The  Fox  is  indubitably  the  best  production  of 
its  author,  and  in  some  points  of  substantial  merit 
yields  to  nothing  which  the  English  stage  can  op- 
pose to  it :  there  is  a  bold  and  happy  spirit  in  the 
fable,  it  is  of  moral  tendency,  female  chastity  and 
honour  are  beautifully  displayed,  and  punishment  is 
inflicted  on  the  delinquents  of  the  drama  with  strict 
and  exemplaiy  justice.  The  characters  of  the  He- 
redipetaj  depicted  under  the  titles  of  birds  of  prey, 
Voltore,  Corbaccio,  and  Corvino,  are  warmly  co- 
loured, happily  contrasted,  and  faithfully  supported 
from  the  outset  to  the  end.  Volpone,  who  gives 
his  name  to  the  piece,  with  a  foxlike  craftiness 
deludes  and  gulls  their  hopes,  by  the  agency  o^ 
his  inimitable  Parasite,  or  (as  the  Greek  and  Ro- 
man authors  expressed  it),  by  his  Fly,  his  Mosca ; 
and  in  this  finished  portrait  Jonson  may  throw  the 
gauntlet  to  the  greatest  masters  of  antiquity;  the 
character  is  of  classic  origin;  it  is  found  with  the 
contemporaries  of  Aristophanes,  though  not  in  any 
comedy  of  his  now  existing;  the  Middle  Drama- 
tists seem  to  have  handled  it  very  frequently,  and 
in  the  New  Comedy  it  rarely  failed  to  find  a  place ; 
Plautus  has  it  again  and  again,  but  the  aggregate 
merit  of  all  his  parasites  will  not  weigh  in  the  scale 
against  this  single  Fly  of  our  poet.  The  incident  of 
his  concealing  13onario  in  the  gallery,  from  whence 
he  breaks  in  upon  the  scene  to  the  rescue  of  Celia 
and  the  detection  of  Volpone,  is  one  of  the  hap- 
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piest  contrivances  which  could  possibly  be  devised, 
because,  at  the  same  time  that  it  produces  the 
catastrophe,  it  does  not  sacrifice  Mosca's  character 
in  the  manner  most  villains  are  sacrificed  in  comedy, 
by  making-  them  commit  blunders  which  do  not 
correspond  with  the  address  their  first  representa- 
tion exhibits,  and  which  the  audience  has  a  right 
to  expect  from  them  throughout,  of"  which  the 
Double  Dealer  is  amongst  others  a  notable  in- 
stance. But  this  incident  of  Bonario's  interference 
does  not  only  not  impeach  the  adroitness  of  the  Pa- 
rasite, but  it  furnishes  a  very  brilliant  occasion  for 
setting  off  his  ready  invention  and  presence  of 
mind  in  a  new  and  superior  light,  and  serves  to  in- 
troduce the  whole  machinery  of  the  trial  and  con- 
demnation of  the  innocent  persons  before  the  court 
of  Advocates,  In  this  part  of  the  fable  the  con- 
trivance is  inimitable,  and  here  the  poet's  art  is  a 
study  which  every  votarist  of  the  dramatic  muses 
ought  to  pay  attention  and  respect  to.  Had  the 
same  address  been  exerted  throughout,  the  con- 
struction would  have  been  a  matchless  piece  of 
art,  but  here  we  are  to  lament  the  haste  of  which  he 
boasts  in  his  prologue,  and  that  rapidity  of  compo- 
sition, which  he  appeals  to  as  a  mark  of  genius, 
is  to  be  lamented  as  the  probable  cause  of  incor- 
rectness, or  at  least  the  best  and  most  candid  plea 
in  excuse  of  it.  For  who  can  deny  that  nature  is 
violated  by  the  absurdity  of  Volpones  unseason- 
able insults  to  the  very  persons  who  had  witnessed 
falsely  in  his  defence,  and  even  to  the  very  Ad- 
vocate who  had  so  successfully  defended  him? 
Is  it  in  character  for  a  man  of  his  deep  cunning 
and  long  reach  of  thought,  to  provoke  those  on 
whom  his  all  depended  to  retaliate  upon  him,  and 
this  for  the  poor  triumph  of  a  silly  jest?  Cer- 
tainly this  is  a  glaring  defect  which  every   body 
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must  lament,  and  which  can  escape  nobody.  The 
poet  himself  knew  the  weak  part  of  his  plot,  and 
vainly  strives  to  bolster  it  up  by  making  Volpone 
exclaim  against  his  own  folly — 

I  am  caught  in  my  own  noose — 
And  again — 

To  make  a  snare  for  mine  own  neck,  and  run 
My  head  into  it  wilfully  with  laughter ! 
When  I  had  newly  'scaped,  was  free  and  clear. 
Out  of  mere  wantonness !  Oh,  the  dull  devil 
Was  in  this  brain  of  mine,  when  I  devised  it, 
And  Mosca  gave  it  second 

These  are  my  fine  conceits! 


I  must  be  merry,  with  a  mischief  to  me  ! 
What  a  vile  wretch  was  I,  that  could  not  bear 
My  fortune  soberly  !  I  must  have  my  crotchets. 
And  my  conundrums ! 

It  is  with  regret  I  feel  myself  compelled  to  pro- 
test against  so  pleasant  an  episode,  as  that  which 
is  carried  on  by  Sir  Politic  Would-be  and  Pe- 
regrine, which  in  fact  produces  a  kind  of  double 
plot  and  catastrophe  :  this  is  an  imperfection  in  the 
fable,  which  criticism  cannot  overlook ;  but  Sir 
Politic  is  altogether  so  delightful  a  fellow  that  it  is 
impossible  to  give  a  vote  for  his  exclusion ;  the 
most  that  can  be  done  against  him  is,  to  lament 
that  he  has  not  more  relation  to  the  main  business 
of  the  fable. 

The  judgment  pronoimced  upon  the  criminals  in 
the  conclusion  of  the  play  is  so  just  and  solemn 
that  I  must  think  the  poet  has  made  a  wanton 
breach  of  character,  and  gained  but  a  sorry  jest  by 
the  bargain,  when  he  violates  the  dignity  of  his 
court  of  judges  by  making  one  of  them  so  abject  in 
his  flattery  to  the  Parasite  upon  the  idea  of  match- 
ing him  widi  his  daughter,  when  he  hears  that  Vol- 
pone has  made  him  his  heir;  but  this  is  an  objec- 
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tion,  that  lies  within  the  compass  of  two  short  lines, 
spoken  aside  from  the  bench,  and  may  easily  be 
remedied  by  their  omission  in  representation  ;  it  is 
one  only,  and  that  a  very  slight  one,  amongst  those 
venial  blemishes — 

— quits  incuria  fudit. 

It  does  not  occnr  to  me  that  any  other  remark  is 
left  for  me  to  make  upon  this  celebrated  drama, 
that  could  convey  the  slightest  censure ;  but  very 
many  might  be  made  in  the  highest  strain  of  com- 
mendation, if  there  was  need  of  any  more  than  ge- 
neral testimony  to  such  acknowledged  merit.  The 
Fox  is  a  drama  of  so  peculiar  a  species  that  it  can- 
not be  dragged  into  a  comparison  with  the  produc- 
tion of  any  other  modern  poet  whatsoever;  its  con- 
struction is  so  dissimilar  from  any  thing  of  Shak- 
speare's  writing,  that  it  would  be  going  greatly  out 
of  our  way,  and  a  very  gross  abuse  of  criticism  to 
attempt  to  settle  the  relative  degrees  of  merit, 
where  the  characters  of  the  writers  are  so  widely 
opposite :  in  one  we  may  respect  the  profundity  of 
learning,  in  the  other  we  must  admire  the  subli- 
mity of  genius  ;  to  one  we  pay  the  tribute  of  under- 
standing, to  the  other  we  surrender  up  the  pos- 
session of  our  hearts ;  Shakspeare,  with  ten  thou- 
sand spots  about  him,  dazzles  us  with  so  bright  a 
lustre  that  we  either  cannot  or  will  not  see  his 
faults  ;  he  gleams  and  Hashes  like  a  meteor,  which 
shoots  out  of  our  sight  before  the  eye  can  measure 
its  proportions,  or  analyze  its  properties — but  Jon- 
son  stands  still  to  be  surveyed,  and  presents  so  bold 
a  front,  and  levels  it  so  fully  to  our  view,  as  seems 
to  challenge  the  compass  and  the  rule  of  the  critic, 
and  defy  him  to  tind  out  an  error  in  the  scale  and 
composition  of  his  structure. 

Putting  aside  therefore  any  farther  mention  of 
VOL.  II.  p 
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Shakspeare,  who  was  a  poet  out  of  all  rule  and 
beyond  all  compass  of  criticism,  one  whose  excel- 
lences are  above  comparison,  and  his  errors  beyond 
number,  I  will  venture  an  opinion  that  this  drama 
of  The  Fox,  is,  criiically  speaking,  the  nearest  to 
perfection  of  any  one  drama,  comic  or  tragic,  which 
the  English  stage  is  at  this  day  in  possession  of. 


No.  LXXVI. 


In  my  foregoing  paper,  when  I  remarked  that  Jon- 
son  in  his  comedy  of  the  Fox  was  a  close  copier  of 
the  ancients,  it  occurred  to  me  to  say  something  upon 
the  celebrated  drama  of  The  Samson  Agonistes, 
which,  though  less  beholden  to  the  Greek  poets  in  its 
dialogue  than  the  comedy  above  mentioned,  is  in  all 
other  particulars  as  complete  an  imitation  of  the 
ancient  tragedy  as  the  distance  of  times  and  the  dif- 
ference of  languages  will  admit  of. 

It  is  professedly  built  according  to  ancient  rule  and 
example,  and  the  author,  by  taking  Aristotle's  defi- 
nition of  tragedy  for  his  motto,  fairly  challenges  the 
critic  to  examine  and  compare  it  by  that  test.  His 
close  adherence  to  the  model  of  the  Greek  tragedy 
is  in  nothing  more  conspicuous  than  in  the  simplicity 
of  his  diction :  in  this  particular  he  has  curbed  his 
fancy  with  so  tight  a  hand,  that  knowing  as  we  do 
the  fertile  vein  of  his  genius,  we  cannot  but  lament 
the  fidelity  of  his  imitation  ;  for  there  is  a  harshness 
in  the  metre  of  his  chorus,  which  to  a  certain  de- 
gree seems  to  border  upon  pedantry  and  alfectation  : 
he  premises  that  the  measure  is  indeed  of  all  sorts, 
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but  I  must  take  leave  to  observe  that  in  some  places 
it  is  no  measure  at  all,  or  such  at  least  as  the  ear  will 
not  patiently  endure,  nor  which  any  recitation  can 
make  harmonious.  By  casting  out  of  his  composi- 
tion the  strophe  and  antistrophe,  those  stanzas 
which  the  Greeks  appropriated  to  singing,  or,  in  one 
word,  by  making  his  chorus  monostrophic,  he  has 
robbed  it  of  that  lyric  beauty  which  he  was  capable 
of  bestowing  in  the  highest  perfection  ;  and  why  he 
should  stop  short  in  this  particular,  when  he  had 
otherwise  gone  so  far  in  imitation,  is  not  easy  to 
guess :  for  surely  it  would  have  been  quite  as  natu- 
ral to  suppose  those  stanzas,  had  he  written  any, 
might  be  sung,  as  that  all  the  other  parts,  as  the 
drama  now  stands,  with  a  chorus  of  such  irregular 
measure  might  be  recited  or  given  in  representation. 
Now  it  is  well  known  to  every  man  conversant 
in  the  Greek  theatre,  how  the  chorus,  which  in  fact 
is  the  parent  of  the  drama,  came  in  process  of  im- 
provement to  be  woven  into  the  fable,  and  from  being 
at  first  the  v.hole,  grew  in  time  to  be  only  a  part ; 
the  fable  being  simple,  and  the  characters  few,  the 
striking  part  of  the  spectacle  rested  upon  the  singing 
and  dancing  of  the  interlude,  if  I  may  so  call  it,  and 
to  these  the  people  were  too  long  accustomed  and 
too  warmly  attached,  to  allow  of  any  reform  for 
their  exclusion  ;  the  tragic  poet  therefore  never  got 
rid  of  his  chorus,  though  the  writers  of  the  middle 
comedy  contrived  to  dismiss  theirs,  and  probably 
their  fable  being  of  a  more  lively  character,  their 
scenes  were  better  able  to  stand  without  the  support 
of  music  and  spectacle  than  the  mournful  fable  and 
more  languid  recitation  of  the  tragedians.  That  the 
tragic  authors  laboured  against  the  chorus  will  ap- 
pear from  their  efforts  to  expel  Bacchus  and  his 
Satyrs  from  the  stage,  in  which  they  were  long  time 
opposed  by  the  audience,  and  at  last,  by  certain 
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ingenious  expedients,  which  were  a  kind  of  compro- 
mise with  the  pubhc,  effected  their  point;  this  in 
part  was  brought  about  by  the  introduction  of  a 
fuller  scene  and  a  more  active  fable,  but  the  chorus 
with  its  accompaniments  kept  its  place,  and  the 
poet,  who  seldom  ventured  upon  introducing  more 
than  three  speakers  on  the  scene  at  the  same  time 
qualified  the  sterility  of  his  business  by  giving  to  the 
chorus  a  share  of  the  dialogue,  who,  at  the  same 
time  that  they  furnished  the  stage  with  numbers, 
were  not  counted  amongst  the  speaking  characters 
according  to  the  rigour  of  the  usage  above  mention- 
ed. A  man  must  be  an  enthusiast  for  antiquity, 
who  can  find  charms  in  the  dialogue  part  of  a  Greek 
chorus,  and  reconcile  himself  to  their  unnatural  and 
chilling  interruptions  of  the  action  and  pathos  of 
the  scene ;  I  am  fully  persuaded  they  came  there 
upon  motives  of  expediency  only,  and  kept  their  post 
upon  the  plea  of  long  possession,  and  the  attractions 
of  spectacle  and  music  :  in  short,  nature  was  sacri- 
ficed to  the  display  of  art,  and  the  heart  gave  up  its 
feelings  that  the  ear  and  eye  might  be  gratified. 

When  Milton  therefore  takes  the  chorus  into  his 
dialogue,  excluding  from  his  drama  the  lyric  strophe 
and  antistrophe,  he  rejects  what  I  conceive  to  be  its 
only  recommendation,  and  which  an  elegant  con- 
temporary in  his  imitations  of  the  Greek  tragedy  is 
more  properly  attentive  to  :  at  the  same  time  it  can- 
not be  denied  that  Milton's  Chorus  subscribes  more 
to  the  dialogues  and  harmonizes  better  with  the 
business  of  the  scene,  than  that  of  any  Greek  tra- 
gedy we  can  now  refer  to. 

I  would  now  proceed  to  a  review  of  the  perform- 
ance itself,  if  it  were  not  a  discussion  which  the  au- 
thor of  The  Rambler  has  very  ably  prevented  me  in ; 
respect  however  to  an  authority  so  high  in  criticism 
roust  not  prevent  me  from  observing,  that,  when  he 
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says — "  This  is  the  tragedy,  which  ignorance  has 
admired  and  bigotry  applauded,"  he  makes  it  meri- 
torious iu  any  future  critic  to  attempt  at  following 
him  over  the  ground  he  has  trod,  for  the  purpose 
of  discovering  what  those  blemishes  are,  which  he 
has  found  out  by  superior  sagacity,  and  which  others 
have  so  palpably  overlooked  as  to  merit  the  dis- 
graceful character  of  ignorance  and  bigotry. 

The  principal,  and  in  effect  the  only,  objection, 
which  he  states,  is,  "  that  the  poem  tvants  a  middle, 
since  nothing  passes  between  the  first  act  and  the 
last,  that  either  hastens  or  delays  the  death  of  Sam- 
son." This  demands  examination :  the  death  of 
Samson  I  need  not  describe:  it  is  a  sudden,  mo- 
mentary event;  what  can  hasten  or  delay  it,  but  the 
will  of  the  person,  who,  by  an  exertion  of  miraculous 
strength,  was  to  bury  himself  under  the  ruins  of  a 
structure,  in  which  his  enemies  were  assembled  ?  To 
determine  that  will  depends  upon  the  impulse  of  his 
own  spirit,  or  it  may  be  upon  the  inspiration  of 
Heaven :  if  there  are  any  incidents  in  the  body  of 
the  drama,  which  lead  to  this  determination,  and 
indicate  an  impulse,  either  natural  or  preternatural, 
such  must  be  called  leading  incidents,  and  those 
leading  incidents  will  constitute  a  middle,  or,  in 
more  diffusive  terms,  the  middle  business  of  the 
drama.  Manoah  in  his  interview  with  Samson, 
which  the  author  of  the  Rambler  denominates  the 
second  act  of  the  tragedy,  tells  him 

This  day  the  Philistines  a  popular  feast 
Here  celebrate  in  Gaza,  and  proclaim 
Great  pomp  and  sacrifice  and  praises  loud 
To  Dagon,  as  their  God — 

Here  is  information  of  a  meeting  of  his  enemies  to 
celebrate  their  idolatrous  triumphs ;  an  incident  of 
just  provocation  to  the  servant  of  the  living  God,  an 
opportunity  perhaps  for  vengeance,  either  human  or 
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divine  ;  if  it  passes  without  notice  from  Samson,  it 
is  not  to  be  styled  an  incident;  if,  on  the  contrary, 
he  remarks  upon  it,  it  must  be  one — but  Samson 
replies 

Dagon  must  stoop,  and  shall  ere  long  receive 
Such  a  discomfit  as  shall  quite  despoil  him 
Of  all  these  boasted  trophies  won  on  rae, 
And  with  confusion  blank  his  worshippers. 

Who  will  say  the  expectation  is  not  here  prepared 
for  some  catastrophe,  we  know  not  what,  but  awful 
it  must  be,  for  it  is  Samson  which  denounces  the 
downfal  of  the  idol,  it  is  God  Avho  inspires  the  de- 
nunciation ;  the  crisis  is  important,  for  it  is  that 
which  shall  decide  whether  God  or  Dagon  is  to 
triumph,  it  is  in  the  strongest  sense  of  the  expres- 
sion— dignus  vindice  nodus — and  therefore  we  may 
boldly  pronounce  Deus  intersit! 

That  this  interpretation  meets  the  sense  of  the 
author  is  clear  from  the  remark  of  Manoah,  who  is 
made  to  say  that  he  receives  these  words  as  a  pro- 
phecy. Prophetic  they  are,  and  were  meant  to  be 
by  the  poet,  who  in  this  use  of  his  sacred  prophecy 
imitates  the  heathen  oracles,  on  which  several  of 
their  dramatic  plots  are  constructed,  as  might  be 
shown  by  obvious  examples.  The  interview  with 
Manoah  then  is  conducive  to  the  catastrophe,  and 
the  drama  is  not  in  this  scene  devoid  of  incident. 

Dalilah  next  appears,  and  if  whatever  tends  to 
raise  our  interest  in  the  leading  character  of  the 
tragedy,  cannot  rightly  be  called  episodical,  the  in- 
troduction of  this  person  ought  not  to  be  accounted 
such,  for  who  but  this  person  is  the  cause  and  origin 
of  all  the  pathos  and  distress  of  the  story  ?  The 
dialogue  of  this  scene  is  moral,  aft'ecting,  and  sub- 
lime ;  it  is  also  strictly  characteristic. 

The  next  scene  exhibits  the  tremendous  giant 
Harapha,   and  the  contrast  thereby   produced   is 
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amongst  the  beauties  of  the  poem,  and  may  of  itself 
be  termed  an  important  incident :  that  it  leads  to 
the  catastrophe  I  think  will  not  be  disputed,  and  if 
it  is  asked  in  what  manner,  the  chorus  will  supply 
us  with  an  answer — 

He  will  directly  to  the  Lords,  1  fear. 
And  with  malicious  counsel  stir  them  up 
Some  way  or  other  further  to  afflict  thee. 

Here  is  another  prediction  connected  with  the  plot, 
and  verified  by  its  catastrophe,  for  Samson  is  com- 
manded to  come  to  the  festival  and  entertain  the  re- 
vellers with  some  feats  of  strength :  these  commands 
he  resists,  but  obeys  an  impulse  of  his  mind  by  going 
afterwards,  and  thereby  fulfils  the  prophetic  decla- 
ration he  had  made  to  his  father  in  the  second  act. 
\Vhat  incident  can  show  more  management  and  ad- 
dress in  the  poet,  than  this  of  Samson's  refusing 
the  summons  of  the  idolaters,  and  obeying  the  visi- 
tation of  God's  spirit. 

And  now  1  may  confidently  appeal  to  the  judi- 
cious reader,  whether  the  Samson  Agonistes  is  so 
void  of  incident  between  the  opening  and  conclusion 
as  fairly  to  be  pronounced  to  want  a  middle.  Sim- 
ple it  is  from  first  to  last,  simple  perhaps  to  a  degree 
of  coldness  in  some  of  its  parts,  but  to  say  that 
nothing  passes  between  the  first  act  and  the  last, 
which  hastens  or  delays  the  death  of  Samson,  is 
not  correct,  because  the  very  incidents  are  to  be 
found,  which  conduce  to  the  catastrophe,  and  but 
for  which  it  could  not  have  come  to  pass. 

The  author  of  the  Rambler  professes  to  examine 
the  Samson  Agonistes  according  to  the  rule  laid 
down  by  Aristotle  for  the  disposition  and  perfection 
of  a  tragedy,  and  this  rule  he  informs  us  is,  that  it 
should  have  a  beginning ,  a  middle^  and  an  end.  And 
is  this  the  mighty  purpose  for  which  the  autho- 
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rity  of  Aristotle  is  appealed  to  ?  If  it  be  thus  the 
author  of  the  Rambler  has  read  the  Poetics,  and  this 
be  the  best  rule  he  can  collect  from  that  treatise,  I 
am  afraid  he  will  find  it  too  short  a  measure  for  the 
poet  he  is  examining,  or  the  critic  he  is  quoting-. 
Aristotle  had  said  "  that  every  whole  hath  not 
amplitude  enough  for  the  construction  of  a  tragic 
fable ;  now  by  a  whole  (adds  he  in  the  way  of 
illustration),  I  mean  that  which  hath  beginning, 
middle,  and  end."  This  and  no  more  is  what  he 
says  upon  beginning,  middle,  and  end ;  and  this 
which  the  author  of  the  Rambler  conceives  to  be  a 
rule  for  tragedy,  turns  out  to  be  merely  an  expla- 
nation of  the  word  whole,  which  is  only  one  term 
amongst  many  employed  by  the  critic  in  his  pro- 
fessed and  complete  definition  of  tragedy.  I  should 
add,  that  Aristotle  gives  a  further  explanation  of  the 
terms,  beginning,  middle,  and  end,  which  the  author 
of  the  Rambler  hath  turned  into  English;  but  in  so 
doing,  he  hath  inexcusably  turned  them  out  of  their 
original  sense  as  well  as  language  ;  as  any  curious 
critic  may  be  convinced  of,  who  compares  them 
with  Aristotle's  words  in  the  eighth  chapter  of  the 
Poetics. 

Of  the  poetic  diction  of  the  Samson  Agonistes 
I  have  already  spoken  in  general ;  to  particularize 
passages  of  striking  beauty  would  draw  me  into  too 
great  length;  at  the  same  time,  not  to  pass  over  so 
pleasing  a  part  of  my  undertaking  in  absolute 
silence,  I  will  give  the  following  reply  of  Samson 
to  the  chorus — 

Wherever  fountain  or  fresh  current  flon  'd 
Against  the  eastern  ray,  translucent,  pure 
With  touch  aitherial  of  heaven's  fiery  rod, 
I  drank,  from  the  clear  milky  juice  allaying 
Thirst,  and  refresh'd ;  nor  envied  theiu  the  giape, 
Whose  heads  that  turbulent  liquor  fills  with  fumes. 
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Of  the  character  I  may  say  in  few  words,  that 
Samson  possesses  all  the  terrific  majesty  of  Pro- 
metheus chained,  the  mysterious  distress  of  Oedipus, 
and  the  pitiable  wretchedness  of  Pliiloctetes.  His 
properties,  like  those  of  the  first,  are  something 
above  human;  his  misfortunes,  like  those  of  the 
second,  are  derivable  from  the  displeasure  of 
heaven,  and  involved  in  oracles  ;  his  condition,  like 
that  of  the  last,  is  the  most  abject  which  human  na- 
ture can  be  reduced  to  from  a  state  of  dignity  and 
splendour. 

Of  the  catastrophe  there  remains  only  to  remark, 
that  it  is  of  unparalleled  majesty  and  terror. 


No.  LXXVII. 


Dr.  Samuel  Johnson,  in  his  life  of  Rowe,  pro- 
nounces of  "  The  Fair  Penitent,  that  it  is  one  of  the 
most  pleasing  tragedies  on  the  stage,  where  it  still 
keeps  its  turns  of  appearing,  and  probably  will  long 
keep  them,  for  that  there  is  scarcely  any  work  of  any 
poet  at  once  so  interesting  by  the  fable,  and  so  de- 
lightful by  the  language.  The  story,"  he  observes, 
"  is  domestic,  and  therefore  easily  received  by  the 
imagination,  and  assimilated  to  common  life;  the 
diction  is  exquisitely  harmonious,  and  soft  or 
sprightly  as  occasion  requires."  Few  people,  I  be- 
lieve, will  think  this  character  of  the  Fair  Penitent 
too  lavish  on  the  score  of  commendation  ;  the  high 
degree  of  public  favour  in  which  this  tragedy  has 
long  stood  has  ever  attracted  the  best  performers  in 
its  display.  As  there  is  no  drama  more  frequently 
exhibited,  or  more  generally  read.  I  propose  to  give 


160  OBSERVER.  77. 

it  a  fair  and  impartial  examination,  jointly  with  the 
more  unknown  and  less  popular  tragedy  from  which 
it  is  derived. 

The  Fair  Penitent  is  in  fable  and  character  so 
closely  copied  from  the  Fatal  Dowry,  that  it  is  im- 
possible not  to  take  that  tragedy  along  with  it;  and 
it  is  matter  of  some  surprise  to  me  that  Rowe  should 
have  made  no  acknowledgment  of  his  imitation 
either  in  his  dedication  or  prologue,  or  any  where 
else  that  I  am  apprized  of. 

This  tragedy  of  the  Fatal  Dowry  was  the  joint 
production  of  Massinger  and  Nathaniel  Field;  it 
takes  a  wider  compass  of  fable  than  the  Fair  Pe- 
nitent, by  which  means  it  presents  a  very  aftecting 
scene  at  the  opening,  which  discovers  young  Chara- 
lois  attended  by  his  friend  Romont,  waiting  m  ith  a 
petition  in  his  hand  to  be  presented  to  the  judges, 
when  they  shall  meet,  praying  the  release  of  his 
dead  father's  body,  which  had  been  seized  by  his 
creditors,  and  detained  in  their  hands  for  debts  he 
had  incurred  in  the  public  service,  as  Field  Marshal 
of  the  armies  of  Burgundy.  Massinger,  to  whose 
share  this  part  of  the  tragedy  devolved,  has  managed 
this  pathetic  introduction  with  consummate  skill  and 
great  expression  of  nature  ;  a  noble  youth  in  the  last 
state  of  worldly  distress,  reduced  to  the  humiliating 
yet  pious  office  of  soliciting  an  unfeeling  and  un- 
friendly judge  to  allow  him  to  pay  the  solemn  rites 
of  burial  to  the  remains  of  an  illustrious  father,  who 
had  fought  his  country's  battles  with  glory,  and  had 
sacrificed  life  and  fortune  in  defence  of  an  ungrateful 
state,  impresses  the  spectator  s  mind  with  pity  and 
respect,  which  are  felt  through  every  passage  of  the 
play  :  one  thing  in  particular  strikes  me  at  the  open- 
ing of  the  scene,  which  is  the  long  silence  that  the 
poet  has  artfully  imposed  upon  his  principal  charac- 
ter (Charalois)  who  stands  in  mute  sorrow  with  his 
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petition  in  his  hand,  whilst  his  friend  Romont,  and 
his  advocate  Charmi,  urge  him  to  present  himself  to 
the  judges  and  solicit  them  in  person  :  the  judges 
now  make  their  entrance,  they  stop  upon  the  stage  : 
they  offer  him  the  fairest  opportunity  for  tendering 
his  petition  and  soliciting  his  suit;  Charalois  re- 
mains fixed  and  speechless:  Romont,  who  is  all 
eagerness  in  his  cause,  presses  him  again  and  again — 

Now  put  on  your  spirits — 
Now,  Sir,  lose  not  this  oQered  means:  their  looks, 
Fix'd  on  you  with  a  pitying  earnestness, 
Invites  you  to  demand  their  furtherance 
To  your  good  purpose. 

The  judges  point  him  out  to  each  other ;  they  lament 
the  misfortunes  of  his  noble  house  ;  they  observe. 

It  is  young  Charalois 
Son  to  the  Marshal,  from  whom  he  inherits 
His  fame  and  virtues  only. 

Romont.  Hah  !  They  name  you. 

Dulroy.  His  father  died  in  prison  two  days  since. 

Rochfort.  Yes,  to  the  shame  of  this  ungrateful  state 
That  such  a  master  in  the  art  of  war. 
So  nobly  and  so  highly  meriting 
From  this  forgetful  country,  should,  for  want 
Of  means  to  satisfy  his  creditors 
The  sum  he  took  up  for  the  general  good. 
Meet  with  an  end  so  infamous. 

Romont.  Dare  you  ever  hope  for  like  opportunity? 

It  is  in  vain ;  the  opportunity  passes  off,  and  Cha- 
ralois opens  not  his  mouth,  nor  even  silently  tenders 
his  petition. 

1  have,  upon  a  former  occasion,  both  generally 
and  particularly  observed  upon  the  effects  of  dra- 
matic silence ;  the  stage  cannot  afford  a  more  beau- 
tiful and  touching  instance  than  this  before  us :  to 
say  it  is  not  inferior  to  the  silence  of  Hamlet  upon 
his  first  appeamnce,  would  be  saying  too  little  in  its 
favour.     I  have  no  doubt  but  Massinger  had  this 
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very  case  in  his  thoughts,  and  I  honour  him  no  less 
for  the  imitating  than  I  should  have  done  lor  strik- 
ing out  a  silence  so  naturally  and  so  delicately  pre- 
served. What  could  Charalois  have  uttered  to  give 
him  that  interest  in  the  hearts  of  his,  spectators, 
which  their  own  conclusions  during  his  affecting 
silence  have  already  impressed  ?  No  sooner  are  the 
judges  gone,  than  the  ardent  Romont  again  breaks 
forth— 

This  obsfiiiate  spleen 
You  think  becomes  your  sorrow,  and  sorts  well 
With  your  black,  suils. 

This  is  Hamlet  himself,  his  hiky  cloak, and  customary 
suits  of  solemn  black.  The  character  of  Charalois  is' 
thus  nxed  before  he  speaks ;  the  poet's  art  has  given 
the  prejudice  that  is  to  bear  him  in  our  affections 
through  all  the  succeeding  events  of  the  fable;  and 
a  striking  contrast  is  established  between  the  un- 
discerning  fiery  zeal  of  Romont  and  Charalois'  fine 
sensibility  and  highborn  dignity  of  soul. 

A  more  methodical  and  regular  dramatist  would 
have  stopped  here,  satisfied  that  the  impression  al- 
ready made  was  fully  sufficient  for  all  the  purposes 
of  his  plot ;  but  Massinger,  according  to  the  busy 
spirit  of  the  stage  for  which  he  wrote,  is  not  alarmed 
by  a  throng  of  incidents,  and  proceeds  to  open  the 
court  and  discuss  the  pleadings  on  the  stage :  the 
advocate  Charmi  in  a  set  harangue  moves  the  judges 
for  dispensing  with  the  rigour  of  the  law  in  favour 
of  creditors,  and  for  rescuing  the  Marshal's  corpse 
out  of  their  clutches;  he  is  browbeaten  and  silenced 
by  the  presiding  judge,  old  Novall :  the  plea  is  then 
taken  up  by  the  impetuous  Romont,  and  urged 
with  so  much  personal  insolence  that  he  is  arrested 
on  the  spot,  put  in  charge  of  the  officers  of  the  court, 
and  taken  to  prison.  This  is  a  very  striking  mode 
of  introducing  the  set  oration  of  Charalois :  a  sou 
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recounting  the  military  achievements  of  a  newly 
deceased  father,  and  imploring  mercy  from  his  cre- 
ditors and  the  law  towards  his  unburied  remains, 
now  claims  the  attention  of  the  court,  w  ho  had  been 
hitherto  unmoved  by  the  feeble  formality  of  a  hired 
pleader,  and  the  turbulent  passion  of  an  enraged  sol- 
dier. Charalois'  argument  takes  a  middle  course 
between  both;  the  pious  feelings  of  a  son,  tempered 
by  the  modest  manners  of  a  gentleman  :  the  credi- 
tors however  are  implacable,  the  judge  is  hostile, 
and  the  law  must  take  its  course. 

Creditor.  'Tis  the  city's  doctrine  : 
"We  stand  bound  to  maintain  it. 

Charalois.  Be  constant  in  it ; 
And  since  you  are  as  merciless  in  jour  natures, 
As  base  and  mercenary  in  your  means 
By  which  you  get  your  weal(h,  I  will  not  urge 
The  court  to  take  away  one  scruple  from 
The  right  of  their  laws,  or  one  good  thought 
In  you  to  mend  your  disposition  with. 
I  know  there  is  no  music  in  your  ears 
So  pleasing  as  the  groans  of  men  in  prison, 
And  that  the  tears  of  widows,  and  tfie  cries 
Of  famish'd  orplians  are  the  feasts  that  take  you: 
That  to  be  in  your  danger  with  more  care 
Should  be  avoided  than  infectious  air. 
The  loathed  embraces  of  diseased  women, 
A  flatterer's  poison,  or  the  loss  of  honour. 
Yet  rather  than  my  father's  reverend  dust 
Shall  want  a  place  in  that  fair  monument, 
In  which  our  noble  ancestors  lie  entombed, 
Before  the  court  I  ofler  up  myself 
A  prisoner  for  it  :  load  me  with  those  irons 
That  have  worn  out  his  life;  in  my  best  strength 
I  '11  run  to  the  encounter  of  cold  hunger. 
And  choose  my  dwelling  where  no  sun  dares  enter, 
So  he  may  be  released. 

There  was  yet  another  incident,  which  the  poet's 
passion  for  business  and  spectacle  induced  him  to 
avail  himself  of,   viz.  the  funeral  of  the  Marshal : 
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this  he  displays  on  the  stage,  with  a  train  of  cap- 
tains and  soldiers  following  the  body  of  their  gene- 
ral ;  Charalois  and  Romont,  under  custody  of  their 
jailors  appear  as  chief  mourners,  and  a  party  of 
creditors  are  concerned  in  the  group. 

After  this  solemnity  is  dispatched,  the  poet  pro- 
ceeds to  develop  the  amiable  generosity  of  old  Roch- 
fort,  who,  being  touched  with  the  gallant  spirit  of 
Romont,  and  still  more  penetrated  with  the  filial 
piety  of  young  Charalois,  delivers  them  both  from 
imprisonment  and  distress,  by  discharging  the  debts 
of  the  Marshal  and  dismissing  the  creditors:  this 
also  passes  before  the  eyes  of  the  spectators.  Be- 
fore Charalois  has  given  full  expression  to  his  grati- 
tude for  this  extraordinary  benefaction,  Rochfort 
follows  it  with  a  farther  act  of  bounty,  which  he  in- 
troduces in  the  style  of  a  request — 

Call  in  my  daughter — Still  I  have  a  suit  to  you, 
Would  you  requite  me — 
This  is  my  only  child. 

Beauraelle,  Rochfort's  daughter,  is  presented  to  Cha- 
ralois ;  the  scene  is  hurried  on  with  a  precipitation 
almost  without  example  :  Charalois  asks  the  lady, 

Fair  Beauraelle,  can  you  love  me? 

Beaumelle.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Charalois.  You  need  not  question  me  if  I  can  you : 
You  are  the  fairest  virgin  in  Dijon, 
And  Rochfort  is  your  father. 

The  match  is  agreed  upon  as  soon  as  proposed,  and 
Rochfort  hastens  away  to  prepare  the  celebration. 

In  this  cluster  of  incidents  I  must  not  fail  to  re- 
mark, that  the  poet  introduces  young  Novall  upon 
the  scene,  in  the  very  moment  when  the  short  dia- 
logue above  quoted  was  passing :  this  Novall  had 
before  been  exhibited  as  a  suitor  to  Beaumelle,  and 
his  vain  frivolous  character  had  been  displayed  in  a 
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very  ridiculous  and  contemptible  light;  he  is  now 
again  introduced  to  be  a  witness  of  his  own  disap- 
pointment, and  his  only  observation  upon  it  is — 
What's  this  change? — Upon  the  exit  ot"  the  father 
however  he  addresses  himself  to  the  lady,  and  her 
reply  gives  the  alarming  hint,  that  makes  discovery 
of  the  fatal  turn  which  the  plot  is  now  about  to 
take  :  for  when  Novall,  turning  aside  to  Beaumelle, 
by  one  word — Mistress! — conveys  the  reproach  of 
inconstancy,  she  replies. 

Oh,  Servant!   Virtue  strengthen  me! 
Thy  presence  blows  round  my  affection's  vane  : 
You  will  undo  me  if  you  speak  again.  (Exit.) 

Young  Novall  is  left  on  the  scene  with  certain  fol- 
lowers and  dependents,  which  hang  upon  his  for- 
tune, one  of  which  (Pontalier  by  name)  a  man 
under  deep  obligations  to  him,  yet  of  an  honest 
nature,  advises  him  to  an  honourable  renunciation 
of  all  farther  hopes  or  attempts  to  avail  himself  of 
the  aft'ections  of  Beaumelle  — 

Though  you  have  saved  my  life, 

Rescued  me  often  from  my  wants,  T  must  not 

Wink  at  your  follies,  that  will  ruin  you. 

You  know  my  blunt  way,  and  my  love  to  truth : 

Forsake  the  pursuit  of  this  lady's  honour. 

Now  you  do  see  her  made  another  man's. 

This  honourable  advice  is  rejected  with  contempt : 
Novall,  in  whose  mean  bosom  there  does  not  seem 
a  trace  of  virtue,  avows  a  determined  perseverance; 
and  the  poet  having  in  this  hasty  manner  completed 
these  inauspicious  nuptials,  closes  the  second  act 
of  his  tragedy. 
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No.  LXXVIII. 

We  have  now  expended  two  entire  acts  of  the  Fatal 
Dowry,  in  advancing  to  that  period  in  the  fable,  at 
which  the  tragedy  of  The  Fair  Penitent  opens.  If 
the  author  of  this  tragedy  thought  it  necessary  to 
contract  Massinger's  plot,  and  found  one  upon  it  of 
a  more  regular  construction,  I  know  not  how  he 
could  do  this  a)iy  otherwise  than  by  taking  up  the 
story  at  the  point  where  we  have  now  left  it,  and 
throwing  the  antecedent  matter  into  narration  ;  and 
though  these  two  prefatory  acts  are  full  of  very  af- 
fecting incidents,  yet  the  pathos  which  properly  ap- 
pertains to  the  plot,  and  conduces  to  the  catastrophe 
of  the  tragedy,  does  not  in  strictness  take  place  be- 
fore the  event  of  the  marriage.  No  critic  will  say 
that  the  pleadings  before  the  judges,  the  interference 
of  the  creditors,  the  distresses  of  Charalois,  or  the 
funeral  of  the  Marshal,  are  necessary  parts  of  the 
drama ;  at  the  same  time  no  reader  will  deny  (and 
neither  could  Rowe  himself  overlook)  the  effect  of 
these  incidents :  he  could  not  fail  to  foresee  that  he 
was  to  sacrifice  very  much  of  the  interest  of  his 
fable,  when  he  was  to  throw  that  upon  narration 
which  his  original  had  given  in  spectacle ;  and  the 
loss  was  more  enhanced  by  falling  upon  the  hero  of 
the  drama  ;  for  who  that  compares  Charalois,  at  the 
end  of  tlie  second  act  of  Massinger,  with  Kowe's 
Altamont,  at  the  opening  scene  of  the  Fair  Penitent, 
can  doubt  which  character  has  most  interest  with 
the  spectators  ?  We  have  seen  the  former  in  all  the 
most  amiable  offices  which  filial  piety  could  per 
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form ;  enduring  insults  from  his  inveterate  oppres- 
sors, and  voluntarily  surrendering  himself  to  a  pri- 
son to  ransom  the  dead  body  of  his  father  from 
unrelenting  creditors.  A'tamont  presents  himself 
before  us  in  his  wedding  suit,  in  the  splendour  of 
fortune,  and  at  the  summit  of  happiness :  he  greets 
us  with  a  burst  of  exultation — 

Let  this  auspicious  day  be  ever  sacred, 
No  mourning,  no  misfortunes  happen  on  it; 
Let  it  be  mark'd  for  triumphs  and  rejoicings! 
Let  happy  lovers  ever  make  it  holy. 
Choose  it  to  bless  their  hopes  and  crown  their  wishes; 
This  happy  day,  that  gives  me  my  Calista  ! 

The  rest  of  the  scene  is  employed  by  him  and  Ho- 
ratio alternately  in  recounting  the  benefits  conferred 
upon  them  by  the  generous  Sciolto ;  and  the  very 
same  incident  of  the  seizure  of  his  father's  corpse 
by  the  creditors,  and  his  redemption  of  it,  is  recited 
by  Horatio — 

When  his  hard  creditors, 
Urged  and  assisted  by  Lothario's  father, 
(Foe  to  thy  house  and  rival  of  their  greatness) 
By  sentence  of  the  cruel  law  forbade 
His  venerable  corpse  to  rest  in  earth. 
Thou  gavest  thyself  a  ransom  for  his  bones  ; 
With  piety  uncommon  didst  give  up 
Thy  hopeful  youth  to  slaves  who  ne'er  knew  mercy. 

It  is  not  however  within  the  reach  of  this  or  any 
other  description,  to  place  Altamont  in  that  interest- 
ing and  amiable  light,  as  circumstances  have  already 
placed  Charalois;  the  happy  and  exulting  bride- 
groom may  be  an  object  of  our  congratulation,  but 
the  virtuous  and  suffering  Charalois  engages  our 
pity,  love,  and  admiration.  If  Rowe  would  have 
his  audience  credit  Altamont  for  that  filial  piety, 
which  marks  the  character  he  copied  from,  it  was  a 
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small  oversight  to  put  the  following  expression  into 
his  mouth — 

Oh,  great  Sciolto !  Oh,  my  more  than  father ! 

A  closer  attention  to  character  would  have  re- 
minded him  that  it  was  possible  for  Altamont  to 
express  his  gratitude  to  Sciolto  without  setting  him 
above  a  father,  to  whose  memory  he  had  paid  such 
devotion. 

From  this  contraction  of  his  plot,  by  the  defalca- 
tion of  so  many  pathetic  incidents,  it  became  im- 
possible for  the  author  of  the  Fair  Penitent  to  make 
his  Altamont  the  hero  of  his  tragedy,  and  the  lead- 
ing part  is  taken  from  him  by  Horatio,  and  even  by 
Lothario  throughout  the  drama.  There  are  several 
other  reasons  which  concur  to  sink  Altamont  upon 
the  comparison  with  Charalois,  the  chief  of  which 
arises  from  the  captivating  colours  in  which  Rowe 
has  painted  his  libertine ;  on  the  contrary,  Mas- 
singer  gives  a  contemptible  picture  of  his  young 
Novall ;  he  makes  him  not  only  vicious,  but  ridicu- 
lous: in  foppery  and  impertinence  he  is  the  counter- 
part of  Shakspeare's  Osrick  :  vainglorious,  purse- 
proud,  and  overbearing  amongst  his  dependants;  a 
spiritless  poltroon  in  his  interview  with  Romont. 
Lothario  (as  Johnson  observes),  "  with  gaiety  which 
cannot  be  hated,  and  bravery  which  cannot  be  de- 
spised, retains  too  much  of  the  spectator's  kind- 
ness." His  high  spirit,  brilliant  qualities,  and  fine 
person,  are  so  described  as  to  put  us  in  danger  of 
false  impressions  in  his  favour,  and  to  set  the  pas- 
sions in  opposition  to  the  moral  of  the  piece  :  I  sus- 
pe<it  that  the  gallantry  of  Lothario  makes  more  ad- 
vocates for  Calista  than  she  ought  to  have.  There  is 
another  consideration,  which  operates  against  Alta- 
mont, and  it  is  an  indelicacy  in  his  character,  which 
the  poet  should  have  provided  against :  he  married 
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Calista  with  Ihe  full  persuasion  oF  her  being  averse 
to  the  match;  in  his  first  meeting  with  Seiolto  he 

says — 

Oh  !  could  I  hope  there  was  one  thought  of  Altamont, 
One  kind  reuieuibrance  in  Calista's  breast — 

1  found  her  cold 

As  a  dead  lover's  statue  on  his  tomb; 

A  rising  storm  of  passion  shook  her  breast, 

Her  eyes  a  piteous  shower  of  tears  let  fall, 

And  then  she  sigh'd  as  if  her  heart  were  breaking  ; 

With  all  the  tendercst  eloquence  of  love 

1  begg'd  to  he  a  sharer  in  her  grief; 

Eut  she,  witii  looks  averse  and  eyes  that  froze  mc, 

Sadly  replied,  her  sorrows  vrere  her  own, 

Nor  in  a  father's  power  to  dispose  of. 

I  am  aware  that  Seiolto  attempts  to  parry  these 
facts,  by  an  interpretation  too  gross  and  unbecom- 
ing for  a  father's  character,  and  only  tit  for  the  lips 
of  a  Lothario;  but  yet  it  is  not  in  nature  to  sup- 
pose that  Altamont  could  mistake  such  symptoms, 
and  it  lixes  a  meanness  upon  him,  which  prevails 
against  his  character  throughout  the  play.  Nothing 
of  this  sort  could  be  discovered  by  Massinger's 
bridegroom,  for  the  ceremony  was  agreed  upon  and 
performed  at  the  very  tirst  interview  of  the  parties ; 
Beaumelle  gave  a  full  and  unreserved  assent,  and 
though  her  character  suft'ers  on  the  score  of  hypo- 
crisy on  that  account,  yet  Charalois  is  saved  by  it: 
less  hypocrisy  appears  in  Calista,  but  hers  is  the 
deeper  guilt,  because  she  was  already  dishonoured 
by  Lothario,  and  Beaumelle's  coquetry  with  Novall 
had  not  yet  reached  the  length  of  criminality.  Add 
to  this,  that  Altamont  appears  in  the  contemptible 
light  of  a  suitor,  whom  Calista  had  apprized  of  her 
aversion,  and  to  whom  she  had  done  a  deliberate  act 
of  dishonour,  though  his  person  and  character  must 
have  been  long  knovvu  to  her.  The  case  is  far 
otherwise  between  Charalois  and  Beaumelle,  who 
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never  met  before,  and  every  care  is  taken  by  the 
poet  to  save  his  hero  from  such  a  deUberate  injury, 
as  might  convey  contempt ;  with  this  view  the  mar- 
riage is  precipitated ;  nothing  is  allowed  to  pass 
that  might  open  the  character  of  Charalois  to  Beaii- 
melle :  she  is  hurried  into  an  assignation  with  No- 
vall  immediately  upon  her  marriage ;  every  artifice 
of  seduction  is  employed  by  her  confidante  Bella- 
perte,  and  Aymer,  the  parasite  of  Novall,  to  make 
this  meeting  criminal ;  she  falls  the  victim  of  pas- 
sion, and  when  detection  brings  her  to  a  sense  of  her 
guilt,  she  makes  this  penitent  and  pathetic  appeal  to 
Charalois — 

Oh  my  fate! 
That  never  would  consent  that  I  should  see 
How  worthy  thou  wert  both  of  love  and  duty 
Before  I  lost  you;  and  my  misery  made 

The  glass  in  which  I  now  behold  your  virtue 

With  justice  therefore  you  may  cut  me  off, 
And  from  your  memory  wash  the  remembrance 
That  e'er  I  was;  like  to  some  vicious  purpose, 
Which  in  your  better  judgment  you  repent  of. 
And  study  to  forget — 

Yet  you  shall  find 

Thougli  I  was  bold  enougii  to  be  a  strumpet, 

I  dare  not  yet  live  one:  let  those  famed  matrons, 

That  are  canoniz'd  worthy  of  our  sex, 

Transcend  me  in  their  sanctity  of  life, 

I  yet  will  equal  them  in  dying  nobly. 

Ambitious  of  no  honour  after  life, 

But  that,  nhen  1  am  dead,  you  will  forgive  me. 

Compare  this  with  the  conduct  of  Calista,  and  then 
decide  which  frail  fair  one  has  the  better  title  to  the 
appellation  of  a  Penitent,  and  which  drama  conveys 
the  better  moral  by  its  catastrophe. 

There  is  indeed  a  grossness  in  the  older  poet, 
wlrich  his  more  modern  imitator  has  refined  :  but  he 
has  only  sweetened  the  poison,  not  removed  its 
venom ;  nay,  by  how  much  more  palatable  he  has 
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made  it,  so  much  more  pernicious  it  is  become  in  liis 
tempting  sparkling  cup  than  in  the  coarse  deterring 
(lose  of  Massinger. 

Rowe  has  no  doubt  greatly  outstepped  his  origi- 
nal in  the  striking  character  of  Lothario,  who  leaves 
Novall  as  far  behind  him  as  Charalois  does  Alta- 
mont :  it  is  admitted  then  that  Calista  has  as  good 
a  plea  as  any  wanton  could  wish,  to  urge  for  her  cri- 
minality with  Lothario,  and  the  poet  has  not  spared 
the  ear  of  modesty  in  his  exaggerated  description  of 
tlie  guilty,  scene ;  every  luxurious  image,  that  his 
inflamed  imagination  could  crowd  into  the  glowing 
rhapsody,  is  there  to  be  found,  and  the  whole  is  re- 
cited in  numbers  so  flowing  and  harmonious  that 
they  not  only  arrest  the  passions  but  the  memory 
also,  and  perhaps  have  been,  and  still  can  be,  as  ge- 
nerally repeated  as  any  passage  in  English  poetry. 
Massinger,  with  less  elegance,  but  not  with  less  re- 
gard to  decency,  suffers  the  guilty  act  to  pass  within 
the  course  of  his  drama ;  the  greater  refinement  of 
manners  in  Rowe's  day  did  not  allow  of  this,  and 
he  anticipated  the  incident :  but  when  he  revived  the 
recollection  of  it  by  such  a  studied  description,  he 
plainly  showed  that  it  was  not  from  moral  prin- 
ciple that  he  omitted  it;  and  if  he  has  presented  his 
heroine  to  the  spectators  with  more  immediate  deli- 
cacy during  the  compass  of  the  play,  he  has  at  the 
same  time  given  her  greater  depravity  of  mind;  her 
manners  may  be  more  refined,  but  her  principle  is 
fouler  than  Beaumelle's.  Calista,  who  yielded  to 
the  gallant  gay  Lothario,  hot  tvith  the  Tuscan  grape, 
might  perhaps  have  disdained  a  lover  who  addressed 
her  in  the  holiday  language  which  jSovail  uses  to 
Beaumelle  — 

Best  day  to  Nature's  curiosity! 
Star  of  Dijon,  the  lustre  of  all  France  ! 
Perpetual  Spring  dwell  on  thy  rosy  cheeks, 
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Whose  breath  is  perfume  to  our  continent; 

See  Flora  trimra'd  in  her  varieties! — 

No  autumn,  nor  no  age  ever  approach 

This  heavenly  piece,  which  Nature  iiaving  wrought, 

She  lost  her  needle,  and  did  then  despair 

Ever  to  work  so  lively  and  so  fair. 

The  letter  of  Calista  (which  brings  about  the  disco- 
very by  the  poor  expedient  of  Lothario's  dropping 
it  and  Horatio's  finding  it)  has  not  even  the  merit  of 
being  characteristically  wicked,  and  is  both  in  its 
matter  and  mode  below  tragedy.  It  is  Lothario's 
cruelty  has  determined  her  to  yield  a  perfect  obedience 
to  her  father,  and  give  her  hand  to  Altamont,  in  spite 
of  her  weakness  for  the  false  Lothario. — If  the  lady 
had  given  her  j)erfect  obedience  its  true  denomina- 
tion, she  had  called  it  a  most  dishonourable  compli- 
ance ;  and  if  we  may  take  Lothario's  word  (who 
seems  full  correct  enough  in  describing  facts  and 
particulars)  she  had  not  much  cause  to  complain  of 
his  being  false;  for  he  tells  Rossano — 

I  liked  her,  would  have  married  her. 

But  that  it  pleased  her  father  to  refuse  me. 

To  make  this  honourable  fool  her  husband. 

It  appears  by  this  that  Lothario  had  not  heen  false 
to  her  in  the  article  of  marriage,  though  he  might 
have  been  cruel  to  her  on  the  score  of  passion,  w  hich 
indeed  is  confessed  on  his  part  with  as  much  cold 
indifference  as  the  most  barefaced  avowal  could  ex- 
press.— But  to  return  to  the  letter :  she  proceeds  to 
tell  him — "  that  she  could  almost  wish  she  had  that 
heart,  and  that  honour  to  bestow  with  it  which  he 
has  robbed  her  of." — But  lest  this  half  wish  should 
startle  him,  she  adds — "  But  oh!  I  fear,  could  I 
retrieve  them,  I  should  again  be  undone  by  the  too 
faithless,  yet  too  lovely  Lothario." — This  must  be 
owned  as  full  a  reason  as  she  could  give  why  she 
should  only  almost  wish  for  her  lost  lionour,  when 
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she  would  make  such  a  use  of  it,  if  she  had  it  again 
at  her  disposal.  And  yet  the  very  next  paragraph 
throws  every  thing  into  contradiction,  for  she  tells 
him — "this  is  the  last  weakness  of  her  pen,  and  to- 
morrow shall  be  the  last  in  which  she  will  indulge 
her  eyes."  If  she  could  keep  to  that  resolution,  I 
nmst  think  the  recoveiy  of  her  innocence  would 
have  been  worth  a  whole  wish,  and  many  a  wish  ; 
unless  we  are  to  suppose  she  was  so  devoted  to 
guilt  that  she  could  take  delight  ia  reflecting  upon 
it :  this  is  a  state  of  depravity  which  human  nature 
hardly  ever  attains,  and  seems  peculiar  to  Calista, 
She  now  grows  very  humble,  and  concludes  in  a 
style  well  suited  to  her  humility — "  Lucilla  shall 
conduct  you,  if  you  are  kind  enough  to  let  me  see 
you ;  it  shall  be  the  last  trouble  you  shall  meet  with 
from — The  lost  Calista." 

It  was  very  ill  done  of  Horatio's  curiosity  to  read 
this  letter,  and  I  must  ever  regret  that  he  has  so 
unhandsomely  exposed  a  lady's  private  correspon- 
dence to  the  world. 


No.  LXXIX. 


Though  the  part  which  Horatio  takes  in  the  busi- 
ness of  the  drama,  is  exactly  that  which  falls  to  the 
share  of  Romont  in  the  Fatal  Dowry,  yet  their  cha- 
racters are  of  a  very  difterent  cast;  for  as  Rowe 
had  bestowed  the  fire  and  impetuosity  of  Romont 
upon  his  Lothario,  it  was  a  very  judicious  opposi- 
tion to  contrast  it  with  the  cool  deliberate  courage 
of  the  sententious  Horatio,  the  friend  and  brother- 
in-law  of  Altamont. 
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When  Horatio  has  read  Calista's  letter,  which 
Lothario  had  dropped  (an  accident  which  more  fre- 
quently happens  to  gentlemen  in  comedies  than  in 
tragedies)  he  falls  into  a  very  long  meditation,  and 
closes  it  with  putting  this  question  to  himself: 

What  if  I  give  this  paper  to  her  father? 
It  follows  that  his  justice  dooms  her  dead. 
And  breaks  his  heart  with  sorrow  ;   liard  return 
For  all  the  good  his  hand  has  heap"d  on  us! 
Hold,  let  me  take  a  moment's  thought — 

At  this  moment  he  is  interrupted  in  his  reflections  by 
the  presence  of  Lavinia,  whose  tender  solicitude 
fills  up  the  remaining  part  of  the  dialogue,  and  con- 
cludes the  act  without  any  decisive  resolution  on  the 
part  of  Horatio;  an  incident  well  contrived,  and 
introduced  with  much  dramatic  skill  and  effect : 
though  pressed  by  his  wife  to  disclose  the  cause  of 
his  uneasiness,  he  docs  not  impart  to  her  the  fatal 
discovery  he  has  made;  this  also  is  well  in  charac- 
ter. Upon  his  next  entrance  he  has  withdrawn 
himself  iVom  the  company,  and  being  alone,  resumes 
his  meditation — 

What,  if,  while  all  are  here  intent  on  reveling, 
T  privately  went  forth  and  soiiijlu  Lothario  ? 
This  letter  may  be  forojed  ;  periiaps  the  watitonncss 
Of  his  vain  youth  to  stain  a  lady's  fame; 
Perhaps  his  malice  to  disturb  my  friend. 
Oh  !  no,  my  heart  forebodes  it  must  be  true. 
Methous;ht  e'en  now  I  mark'd  the  starts  of  guilt 
That  shook  her  soul,  though  damn'd  dissimulation 
Screen'd  her  dark  thoughts,  and  set  to  public  view 
A  specious  face  of  innocence  and  beauty. 

This  soliloquy  is  succeeded  by  the  much  admired 
and  striking  scene  between  him  and  Lothario;  rigid 
criticism  might  wish  to  abridge  some  of  the  senten- 
tious declamatory  speeches  of  Horatio,  and  shorten 
the  dialogue  to  quicken  the  effect;  but  the  moral 
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sentiment  and  harmonious  versification  are  much  too 
charming  to  be  treated  as  intruders,  and  the  author 
has  also  struck  upon  a  natural  expedient  for  prolong- 
ing the  dialogue,  without  any  violence  to  probabi- 
lity, by  the  interposition  of  Rossano,  who  acts  as  a 
mediator  between  the  hostile  parties.  This  inter- 
position is  farther  necessary  to  prevent  a  decisive 
rencounter,  for  which  the  fable  is  not  ripe  ;  neither 
would  it  be  proper  for  Horatio  to  anticipate  the  re- 
venge, which  is  reserved  for  Altamont:  the  alter- 
cation, therefore,  closes  with  a  challenge  from  Lo- 
thario— 

West  of  tlie  town  a  mile,  amongst  the  rocks. 
Two  hours  ere  noon  to-morrow  I  expect  thee ; 
Thy  single  hand  to  mine. 

The  place  of  meeting  is  not  well  ascertained,  and 
the  time  is  too  long  deferred  for  strict  probability ; 
there  are,  however,  certain  things  in  all  dramas, 
which  must  not  be  too  rigidly  insisted  upon,  and 
provided  no  extraordinary  violence  is  done  to  reason 
and  common  sense,  the  candid  critic  ought  to  let 
them  pass :  this  I  take  to  be  a  case  in  point ;  and 
though  Horatio's  cool  courage  and  ready  presence 
of  mind  are  not  just  the  qualities  to  reconcile  us  to 
such  an  oversight,  yet  I  see  no  reason  to  be  severe 
upon  the  incident,  which  is  followed  by  his  imme- 
diate recollection — 

Two  hours  ere  noon  to-morrow  !  Hah  !  Ere  that 
He  sees  Calisla. — Oh  !  unthinking  fool ! 
What  if  I  urged  her  with  the  crime  and  danger? 
If  any  spark  froin  Heaven  remain  unquench'd 
Within  her  breast,  my  breath  perhajjs  may  wake  it. 
Could  I  but  prosper  there,  I  would  not  doubt 
My  combat  with  that  loud  vainglorious  boaster. 

Whether  this  be  a  measure  altogether  in  character 
with  a  man  of  Horatio's  good  sense  and  discretion, 

VOL.   II.  R 
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I  must  own  is  matter  of  doubt  with  me.  I  think 
he  appears  fully  satisfied  of  her  actual  criminality ; 
and  in  that  case  it  would  be  more  natural  for  him  to 
lay  his  measures  for  intercepting  Lothario,  and  pre- 
venting the  assignation,  than  to  try  his  rhetoric  in 
the  present  crisis  upon  the  agitated  mind  of  Calista. 
As  it  has  justly  occured  to  him,  that  he  has  been 
overreached  by  Lothario  in  the  postponement  of  the 
duel,  the  measure  I  suggest  would  naturally  tend  to 
hasten  that  rencounter.  Now,  though  the  business 
of  the  drama  may  require  an  explanation  between 
Horatio  and  Calista,  w  hereupon  to  ground  an  occa- 
sion for  his  interesting  quarrel  with  Altamont,  yet  I 
do  not  see  any  necessity  to  make  that  a  premeditated 
explanation,  nor  to  sacrifice  character  by  a  measure 
that  is  inconsistent  with  the  better  judgment  of  Ho- 
ratio. The  poet,  however,  has  decreed  it  otherwise, 
and  a  deliberate  interview  with  Calista  and  Horatio 
accordingly  takes  place.  This,  although  introduced 
with  a  solemn  invocation  on  his  part,  is  very  clumsily 
conducted — 

Teach  me,  some  Power!  that  happy  art  of  speech 
To  dress  my  purpose  up  in  gracious  words, 
Such  as  may  softly  steal  upon  her  soul. 
And  never  waken  the  tempestuous  passions. 

Who  can  expect,  after  this  preparation,  to  hear 
Horatio  thus  break  his  secret  to  Calista? 

Lothario  and  Calista! — Thus  they  join 

Two  names  which  Heaven  decreed  should  never  meet. 

Hence  have  the  talkers  of  this  populous  city 

A  shameful  tale  to  tell  for  public  sport. 

Of  an  unhappy  beauty,  a  false  fair  one, 

"Who  plighted  to  a  noble  youth  her  faith, 

AVhen  she  had  given  her  honour  to  a  w  retch. 

This  I  hold  to  be  totally  out  of  nature ;  first,  because 
it  is  a  palpable  departure  from  his  resolution  to  use 
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gracious  tcords ,  next,  because  it  has  a  certain  ten- 
dency to  produce  rage  and  not  repentance;  and 
thirdly,  because  it  is  founded  in  exaggeration  and 
falsehood;  for  how  is  he  warranted  to  say  that  the 
story  is  the  public  talk  and  sport  of  the  city  ?  If  it 
were  so  what  can  his  interference  avail  ?  why  seek 
this  interview? 

Why  come  to  tell  her  how  she  might  be  happy? 
To  sooth  the  secret  aiiguish  of  her  soul  ? 
To  comfort  that  fair  mourner,  that  forlorn  one, 
And  teach  her  steps  to  know  the  paths  of  peace? 

No  judge  of  nature  will  think  he  takes  the  means  to 
lead  her  into  the  paths  of  peace,  by  hurrying  her  to 
the  very  brink  of  desperation.  1  need  not  enlarge 
upon  this  observation,  and  shall  therefore  only  re- 
.  mark,  that  the  scene  breaks  up,  as  might  be  ex- 
pected, with  the  following  proof  of  her  penitence, 
and  his  success  in  persuasion — 

Henceforth,  thou  officious  fool, 
Meddle  no  more,  nor  dare,  e'en  on  thy  life. 
To  breathe  an  accent  that  may  touch  my  vir;ue : 
I  am  myself  the  guardian  of  my  honour, 
And  will  not  bear  so  insolent  a  monitor. 

Let  us  now  inquire  how  Roraont  (the  Horatio  of 
Massinger)  conducts  this  incident,  a  character  from 
whom  less  discretion  is  to  be  expected  than  from  his 
philosophical  successor.  Komont  himself  discovers 
Beaumelle  and  Novall  engaged  in  the  most  wanton 
familiarities,  and,  with  a  warmth  suitable  to  his 
zeal,  breaks  up  the  amorous  conference  by  driving 
Novall  oft"  the  scene  with  inetTable  contempt:  he 
then  applies  himself  to  the  lady,  and  with  a  very 
natural  and  manly  spirit  says, 

-I  respect  you 


Not  for  yourself,  but  in  remembrance  of 

Who  is  your  father,  and  whose  wife  you  now  are. 
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She  replies  to  him  with  contempt  and  ridicule;  he 
resumes  the  same  characteristic  strain  he  set  out 
with,  and  proceeds — 

My  intents, 
Madam,  deserve  not  this:  nor  do  I  stay 
To  be  the  whetstone  of  your  wit :  preserve  it 
To  spend  on  such  as  know  how  to  admire 
Such  colour'd  stutT.     In  me  there  is  now  speaks  to  you 
As  true  a  friend  and  servant  to  your  honour. 
And  one  that  will  with  as  mucii  liazard  guard  it, 
As  ever  man  did  goodness.     But  then,  lady, 
You  must  endeavour,  not  alone  to  be. 
But  to  appear  worthy  such  love  and  service. 

We  have  just  now  heard  Horatio  reproach  Ca- 
lista  with  the  reports  that  were  circulated  against 
her  reputation ;  let  us  compare  it  with  what  Komont 
says  upon  the  same  subject — 

But  yet  be  careful 
Detraction's  a  bold  monster,  and  fears  not 
To  wound  the  fame  of  princes,  if  it  find 
But  any  blemish  in  their  lives  to  work  on. 
But  III  be  plainer  with  you:  had  ihe  people 
Been  learnt  to  speak  but  what  even  now  I  saw, 
Their  malice  out  of  that  would  raise  an  engine 
To  overthrow  your  honour.     In  my  sight 
With  yonder  painted  fool  I  frighted  from  you, 
You  us'd  familiarity  beyond 
A  modest  entertainment:  you  embrac'd  him 
With  too  much  ardour  for  a  stranger,  and 
Met  him  with  kisses  neither  chaste  nor  comely: 
But  learn  you  to  forget  him,  as  I  will 
Your  bounties  to  him  ;  )ou  will  find  it  safer 
Rather  to  be  uncourtly  than  immodest. 

What  avails  it  to  attempt  drawing  a  comparison  be- 
tween this  conduct  and  that  of  Horatio's,  where  no 
comparison  is  to  be  made?  I  leave  it  to  the  reader, 
and  decline  a  task  at  once  so  unnecessary  and  un- 
grate t'ul. 

W  hen  Romont  finds  no  impression  is  to  be  made 
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upon  Beaumelle,  he  meets  her  father,  and  imme- 
diately falls  into  the  same  reflection  that  Horatio 
had  struck  upon — 

Her  father!— Hah! 
How  if  I  break  this  to  him?   Sure  it  cannot 
Meet  with  an  ill  construction.     His  wisdom, 
Made  powerful  by  the  aufliority  of  a  fatiier, 
Will  warrant  and  give  privilege  to  his  counsels. 
It  shall  be  so. 

If  this  step  needs  excuse,  the  reader  will  consider 
that  it  is  a  step  of  prevention.  The  experiment, 
however,  fails,  and  he  is  rebuiFed  with  some  asperity 
by  Rochfort;  this  draws  on  a  scene  between  him 
and  Charalois,  which,  as  it  is  too  long  to  transcribe, 
so  it  is  throughout  too  excellent  to  extract  any  part 
from  it.  I  can  only  express  my  surprise  that  the 
author  of  The  fair  Penitent,  with  this  scene  before 
him,  could  conduct  his  interview  between  Alta- 
mont  and  Horatio  upon  a  plan  so  widely  difterent 
and  so  much  inferior :  I  must  suppose  he  thought 
it  a  strong  incident  to  make  Altaraont  give  a  blow 
to  his  friend,  else  he  might  have  seen  an  interview 
carried  on  with  infinitely  more  spirit,  both  of  lan- 
guage and  character,  betv/een  Charalois  and  Ro- 
niont,  in  circumstances  exactly  similar,  where  no 
such  violence  vvas  committed,  or  even  meditated. 
Was  it  because  Pierre  had  given  a  blow  to  Jaffier, 
that  Altamont  was  to  repeat  the  like  indignity  to 
Horatio,  for  a  woman,  of  whose  aversion  he  had 
proofs  not  to  be  mistaken?  Charalois  is  a  character 
at  least  as  high  and  irritable  as  Altamont,  and  Ro- 
mont  is  out  of  all  comparison  more  rough  and  plain 
spoken  than  Horatio:  Charalois  might  be  deceived 
into  an  opinion  of  Beaumelle's  affection  for  him  ;■ 
Altamont  could  not  deceive  himself  into  such  a  no- 
tion, and  the  lady  had  testified  her  dislike  of  him  in 
the   strongest  terms,   accompanied  with  syraptons 
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which  he  himself  had  described  as  indicating  some 
rooted  and  concealed  affliction ;  could  any  solution 
be  more  natural  than  what  Horatio  g;ives'?  Novali 
was  a  rival  so  contemptible  that  Charalois  could 
not,  with  any  degree  of  probability,  consider  him  as 
an  object  of  his  jealousy ;  it  would  have  been  a  de- 
gradation of  his  character,  had  he  yielded  to  such  a 
suspicion:  Lothario,  on  the  contrary,  was  of  all 
men  living  the  most  to  be  apprehended  by  a  hus- 
band, let  his  confidence  or  vanity  be  ever  so  great. 
Rowe,  in  his  attempt  to  surprise,  has  sacrificed  na- 
ture and  the  truth  of  character  for  stage  eflect; 
Massinger,  by  preserving  both  nature  and  charac- 
ter, has  conducted  his  friends  through  an  angry 
altercation  with  infinitely  more  spirit,  more  pathos, 
and  more  dramatic  effect,  and  yet  dismissed  them 
with  the  following  animated  and  aftecting  speech 
from  Charalois  to  his  friend : 

Thoti'rt  not  my  friend  ; 
Or  beiiiff  so,  tliou'rt  mad.     I  must  not  buy 
Tliy  friendship  at  this  rate.     Had  I  just  cause, 
Thou  know'st  I  durst  pur=uesucii  injury 
Through  (ire,  air,  water,  earth;  nay,  were  they  all 
Shuffled  asain  to  chaos:  hut  tiierc's  none. 
Thy  skill,  Roniont,  consists  in  ramps,  not  courts. 
Farewell,  uncisil  man!  let's  meet  no  more: 
Here  our  Ion";  web  of  friendship  I  untwist. 
Shall  I  go  wiiine,  walk  i)ale,  and  lock  my  wife 
For  nothing  from  her  hirfh"?  free  liberty, 
That  open'd  mine  to  me?  Yes;  if  1  do, 
The  name  of  cuckold  then  dog  nie  with  scorn: 
I  am  a  Frenchman,  no  Italian  born.  [Exit. 

It  is  plain  that  Altamont  at  least  was  an  exception 
to  this  remark  upon  Italian  husbands.  I  shall  pur- 
sue this  comparison  no  fartlier,  nor  ofter  any  other 
remark  upon  the  incident  of  the  blow  given  by  Al- 
tamont, except  with  regard  to  Horatio's  conduct 
upon  receiving  it;  he  draws  his  sword,  and  imnie- 
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(liately  suspends  resentment  upon  the  following 
motive : 

Yet  hold!  By  heaven  !  his  father's  in  his  face! 

Spite  of  niv  wroniis,  my  lieart  runs  o'er  with  tenderness, 

And  I  could  rather  die  myself  than  hurt  him. 

AVe  must  suppose  it  was  the  martial  attitude  that 
Altamont  had  put  himself  into,  which  brought  the 
resemblance  of  his  father  so  strongly  to  the  observa- 
tion of  Horatio,  otherwise  it  was  a  very  unnatural 
moment  to  recollect  it  in,  when  he  had  just  received 
the  deepest  insult  one  man  can  give  to  another;  it 
is  however  worth  a  remark,  that  this  father  of  Alta- 
mont should  act  on  both  sides,  and  yet  miscarry  in 
his  mediation ;  for  it  is  but  a  lew  passages  before 
that  Altamont  says  to  Horatio, 

Thou  wert  my  father's  friend;  he  lov'd  thee  well ; 

A  venerable  mark  of  him 

Han^s  round  thee,  and  protects  thee  from  my  vengeance. 

I  cannot,  dare  not,  lift  my  sword  against  thee. 

What  this  mark  was  is  left  to  conjecture  ;  but  it  is 
plain  it  was  as  seasonable  for  Horatio's  rescue  at 
this  moment,  as  it  was  for  Altamont  a  few  moments 
after,  who  had  certainly  overlooked  it  when  he 
struck  the  very  friend  against  whom  he  could  not, 
dared  not,  lift  his  sword. 

When  Lavinia's  entrance  has  parted  Altamont 
and  Horatio,  her  husband  complains  to  her  of  the 
ingratitude  with  which  he  has  been  treated,  aiul 
sayS' — 

He  who  was  all  to  me,  child,  brother,  friend, 
With  barbarous  bloody  malice  sought  my  lite. 

These  are  very  extraordinary  terms  for  a  man  like 
Horatio  to  use,  and  seem  to  convey  a  charge  very 
unfit  for  him  to  make,  and  of  a  very  dift'erent  nt^ture 
from  the  hasty  insult  he  had  received;  in  fact  it 
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appears  as  if  the  blow  had  totally  reversed  his  cha- 
racter, for  the  resolution  he  takes,  in  conseqiience  of 
this  personal  affront,  is  just  such  a  one  as  v.ould  he 
only  taken  by  the  man  who  dared  not  to  resent  it — 

From  Genoa,  from  falsehood  and  inconstancy, 
To  some  more  honest  distant  clime  we'll  go; 
Nor  will  I  be  beholden  to  my  country 
For  aught  but  thee,  the  partner  of  my  flight. 

That  Horatio's  heroism  did  not  consist  in  the  ready 
forgiveness  of  injuries  is  evident  from  the  obstinate 
sullenness  with  wiiich  he  rejects  the  penitent  apolo- 
gies of  Altaraont  in  the  farther  progress  of  the  play; 
1  am  at  a  loss  therefore  to  know  what  colour  the 
poet  meant  to  give  his  character,  by  disposing  him 
to  quit  his  country  with  this  insult  unatoned  for, 
and  the  additional  stigma  upon  him  of  running  av.ay 
from  his  appointment  with  Lothario  for  the  next 
morning  amongst  the  rocks.  Had  he  meant  to  bring 
him  oft  upon  the  repugnance  he  felt  of  resenting 
any  injury  against  the  son  of  a  father,  whose  imago 
was  so  visible  in  his  face,  that  his  "heart  ran  o'er 
with  fondness  in  spite  of  his  wrongs,  and  he  could 
rather  die  than  hurt  him;"  surely  that  image  would 
have  interceded  no  less  powerfully  for  him,  when, 
penetrated  with  remorse,  he  intercedes  for  pity 
and  forgiveness,  and  even  faints  at  his  feet  with 
agony  at  his  unrelenting  obduracy  :  it  would  be  un- 
fair to  suppose  he  was  more  like  his  father  when  he 
had  dealt  him  an  insulting  blow,  than  when  he  was 
atoning  for  an  injury  by  the  most  ample  satisfaction 
and  submission. 

This  is  the  light  in  which  the  conduct  of  Horatio 
strikes  me;  if  1  am  wrong,  I  owe  an  atonement  to 
the  manes  of  an  elegant  poet,  which,  upon  convic- 
tion of  my  error,  I  will  study  to  pay  in  the  fullest 
manner  1  am  able. 
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It  now  remains  only  to  say  a  few  words  upon  the 
catastrophe,  in  which  the  author  varies  from  his  ori- 
ginal, by  making  Calista  destroy  herself  with  a  dag- 
ger, put  into  her  hand  for  that  purpose  by  her  fa- 
ther: if  I  am  to  moralize  upon  this  proceeding  of 
Sciolto,  I  know  full  well  the  incideut  cannot  bear 
up  against  it :  a  Roman  father  would  stand  the  dis- 
cussion better  than  a  Christian  one;  and  1  also  know 
that  the  most  natural  expedient  is  unluckily  a  most 
undramatic  one;  yet  the  poet  did  not  totally  over- 
look it,  for  he  makes  Sciolto's  Hrst  thought  turn 
upon  a  convent,  if  1  rightly  understand  the  following 
passage — 

Hence  from  my  siglit!  thy  father  cannot  bear  thee  i 
Fly  with  thy  infamy  to  some  dark  cell, 
Wliere,  on  the  confines  of  eternal  niglit, 
Mourning  misfortunes,  cares,  and  anguish  dwell; 
Where  ugly  Shame  hides  her  o-iprobrious  head, 
And  Death  and  Hell  detested  rule  maintain: 
There  howl  out  the  remainder  of  thy  life, 
And  wish  thy  name  may  be  no  more  remember'd. 

Whilst  I  am  transcribing  these  lines  a  doubt  strikes 
me  that  I  have  misinterpreted  them,  and  yet  Calis- 
ta's  answer  seems  to  point  to  the  meaning  I  had 
suggested;  perhaps,  however,  they  are  mere  ravings 
in  tine  numbers  without  any  determinate  idea  ;  what- 
ever they  may  be,  it  is  clear  they  do  not  go  to  the 
length  of  death:  he  tells  Altamont,  as  soon  as  she 
is  departed — 

I  wo'  not  kill  her; 
Yet  by  the  ruin  she  has  brought  upon  us, 
The  common  infamy  that  brands  us  both, 
She  sha'  not  'scape. 

He  seems  in  this  moment  to  have  formed  the  reso- 
lution, which  he  afterwards  puts  into  execution;  he 
prompts  her  to  self-murder,  and  arms  her  for  the 
act :  this  may  save  the  spectators  a  sight  too  shock- 
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ing  to  behold,  but  does  it  convey  less  horror  to  the 
heart  than  if  he  had  put  her  to  death  with  his  own 
hand?  A  father  killing  his  child  for  incontinence 
with  the  man  whom  he  had  not  permitted  to  marry 
her,  when  he  solicited  his  consent,  is  an  act  too 
monstrous  to  reflect  upon:  is  that  father  less  a 
monster,  who,  deliberately  and  after  full  reflection, 
puts  a  dagger  into  her  hand  and  bids  her  commit 
self-murder?  I  should  humbly  conceive  the  latter 
act  a  degree  in  guilt  beyond  the  former;  especially 
when  I  hear  that  father  coolly  demanding  of  his  vic- 
tim, if  she  has  reflected  upon  what  may  happen 
after  death — 

Hast  thou  consider'd  what  may  happen  after  it  ? 
How  thy  account  may  stand,  and  what  to  answer  ? 

A  parent  surely  would  turn  that  question  upon  his 
own  heart,  before  he  precipitated  his  unprepared 
child  to  so  awful  and  uncertain  an  account :  rage 
and  instant  revenge  may  And  some  plea;  sudden 
passion  may  transport  even  a  father  to  lift  his  hand 
against  his  own  oftspring;  but  this  act  of  Sciolto 
has  no  shelter  but  in  heathen  authority — 

'Tis  justly  thought,  and  worthy  of  that  spirit, 
That  dwelt  in  ancient  Latian  breasts,  when  Rome 
Was  mistress  of  the  world. 

Did  ever  poetry  beguile  a  man  into  such  an  allu- 
sion? And  to  what  does  that  piece  of  information 
tend,  that  Rome  iras  mistress  of  the  icorld?  If  this  is 
human  nature,  it  would  almost  tempt  one  to  reply 
in  Sciolto's  own  words — 

I  could  curse  nature. 

But  it  is  no  more  like  nature  than  the  following 
sentiments  of  Calista  are  like  the  sentiments  of  a 
Penitent  or  a  Christian. 
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That  I  mnst  die  it  is  my  only  comfort. 
Death  is  the  privilege  of  human  nature, 
And  life  without  it  were  not  worth  our  taking. 

And  again, 

Yet  Heav'n,  who  knows  our  weak  imperfect  natures, 

How  blind  with  passions,  and  how  prone  to  evil. 

Makes  not  too  strict  inquiry  for  oft'ences, 

But  is  aton'd  by  [leniience  and  prayer. 

Cheap  recompence!  here 'twould  not  be  receiv'd  ; 

Nothing  but  blood  can  make  the  expiation. 

Such  is  the  catastrophe  of  Rowe's  Fair  Penitent, 
such  is  the  representation  he  gives  us  of  human  na- 
ture, and  such  the  moral  of  his  tragedy. 

T  shall  conclude  with  an  extract  or  two  from  the 
catastrophe  of  The  Fatal  Dowry;  and  first,  for  the 
penitence  of  Beaumelle,  I  shall  select  only  the  fol- 
lowing speech,  addressed  to  her  husband  : 

I  dare  not  move  you 
To  hear  me  speak.     I  know  my  fault  is  far 
Beyond  qualification  or  excuse; 
That  'tis  not  fit  for  me  to  iiope,  or  you 
To  think  of  mercy,  only  I  presume 
To  entreat  you  would  be  pleas'd  to  look  upon 
My  sorrow  for  it,  and  believe  these  tears 
Are  the  true  children  of  my  grief,  and  not 
A  woman's  cunning. 

I  need  not  point  out  the  contrast  between  this  and 
the  quotations  from  Calista.  It  will  require  a  longer 
extract  to  bring  the  conduct  of  Rochfort  into  com- 
parison with  that  of  Sciolto :  the  reader  will  ob- 
serve that  Novall's  dead  body  is  now  on  the  scene, 
Charalois,  Beaumelle,  and  Rochfort  her  father,  are 
present.  The  charge  of  adultery  is  urged  by  Cha- 
ralois, and  appeal  is  made  to  the  justice  of  Roch- 
fort in  the  case. 

Rochfort.  What  answer  makes  the  prisoner? 
Beaumelle.  I  confess 
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The  fact  I'm  charged  with,  and  yield  myself 
Most  miserably  guilty. 

Rochfort.  Heaven  take  mercy 
Upon  your  soul  then!   It  must  leave  your  body — 
— Since  that  the  politic  law  provides  that  servants, 
To  whose  care  we  commit  our  goods,  shall  die 
If  they  abuse  our  trust;   what  can  you  look  for. 
To  whose  charge  this  most  hopeful  Lord  gave  up 
All  he  received  from  his  brave  ancestors, 
j^ll  he  could  leave  to  his  posterity? 
His  honour — Wicked  woman,  in  whose  safety 
Ail  his  life's  joys  and  comforts  were  lock'd  up, 
Which  thy  lust,  a  thief,  hath  now  stolen  from  him ! 
And  therefore 

Charalois.  Stay,  just  Judge — May  not  what's  lost 
By  her  one  fault  (for  I  am  charitable 
And  charge  her  not  with  many)  be  forgotten 
In  her  fair  life  hereafter. 

Rochfort.  Never,  Sir! 
The  wrong  that's  done  to  the  chaste  married  bed 
Repentant  tears  can  never  expiate: 
And  be  assur'd  to  pardon  such  a  sin 
Is  an  offence  as  great  as  to  commit  it. 

In  consequence  of  this  the  husband  strikes  her  dead 
before  her  father's  eyes ;  the  act  indeed  is  horrid ; 
even  tragedy  shrinks  from  it,  and  Nature  with  a 
father's  voice  instantly  cries  out — Is  she  dead  then! 
—  And  you  have  killed  her  ? — Charalois  avows  it,  and 
pleads  his  sentence  for  the  deed ;  the  revolting  ago- 
nized parent  breaks  forth  into  one  of  the  most 
pathetic,  natural,  and  expressive  lamentations  that 
the  English  drama  can  produce — 

—  But  I  pronouriccd  it 


As  a  judge  only,  and  a  friend  to  justice. 

And,  zealous  in  defence  of  your  vvrong'd  honour. 

Broke  all  the  ties  of  nature,  and  cast  oft' 

The  love  and  soft  afl'ection  of  a  father: 

I  in  your  cause  put  on  a  scarlet  robe 

Of  red-dy'd  cruelty;  but  in  return 

You  have  advanced  for  me  no  flag  of  mercy  ; 

I  look  d  on  you  as  a  wrong'd  husband,  but 

You  closed  your  eyes  against  me  as  a  father. 
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Oh,  BeaumcUe  !  Oh,  my  daughter  ! — 

Charalois.  This  is  madness. 

Rochfort.  Keep  from  me? — Could  not  one  good  thought 
rise  up 
To  tell  you  that  she  was  my  age  s  comfort, 
Kegot  by  a  weak  man,  and  born  a  woman, 
And  could  not  therefore  but  partake  of  frailty? 
Or  wherefore  did  not  thankfulness  step  forth 
To  urge  my  many  merits,  which  1  may 
Object  to  you,  since  you  prove  ungrateful  ? 
Flinty  hearted  Charalois! 

Charalois.    Nature  does  prevail  above  your  virtue. 

What  conclusions  can  I  draw  from  these  compara- 
tive examples,  which  every  reader  would  not  antici- 
pate? Is  there  a  man  who  has  any  feeling  for  real 
nature,  dramatic  character,  moral  sentiment,  tragic 
pathos,  or  nervous  diction,  who  can  hesitate,  even 
tor  a  moment,  where  to  bestow  the  palm  ? 


No.  LXXX. 


I  Vi^AS  some  nights  ago  much  entertained  with  an 
excellent  representation  of  Mr,  Conareve's  comedy 
of  the  Double  Dealer.  When  I  reflected  upon  the 
youth  of  the  author  and  the  merit  of  the  play,  I  ac- 
knowledged the  tiuth  of  M  hat  the  late  Dr.  Samuel 
Johnson  says  in  his  life  of  this  poet,  that"  amongst 
all  the  eflbrts  of  early  genius  which  literary  history 
records,  I  doubt  whether  any  one  can  be  produced 
that  more  surpasses  the  common  limits  of  nature 
than  the  plays  of  Congreve." 

The  author  of  this  comedy  in  his  dedication  in- 
forms us,  that  he  "designed  the  moral  first,  and  to 
that  moral  invented  the  fable ;"  anxl  does  not  Imow 

VOL.  II.  s 
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that  he  has  borrowed  one  hint  of  it  anywhere. — 
"  I  made  the  plot,"  says  he,  "  as  strong;  as  I  could, 
because  it  was  single ;  and  I  made  it  single  be- 
cause I  would  avoid  confusion,  and  was  resolved  to 
preserve  the  three  unities  or  the  drama."  As  it  is 
impossible  not  to  give  full  credit  to  this  assertion,  I 
must  consider  the  resemblance  which  many  circum- 
stances in  The  Double  Dealer  bear  to  those  in  a 
comedy  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  intitled  Cupid's 
Revenge,  as  a  casual  coincidence  ;  and  I  think  the 
learned  biographer  above  quoted  has  good  reason 
to  pronounce  of  Congreve,  "  that  he  is  an  original 
writer,  who  borrowed  neither  the  models  of  his  plot 
nor  the  manner  of  his  dialogue." 

Mellafont,  the  nephew  and  heir  of  Lord  Touch- 
wood, being  engaged  to  Cynthia,  daughter  of  Sir 
Paul  Pliant,  the  traversing  this  match  forms  the 
object  of  the  plot  on  which  this  comedy  of  The 
Double  Dealer  is  constructed  ;  the  intrigue  consists 
in  the  various  artifices  employed  by  Lady  Touch- 
wood and  her  agents  for  that  purpose. 

That  the  object  is  (as  the  author  himself  states  it 
to  be)  singly  this,  will  appear  upon  considering  that 
although  the  ruin  of  Mellafont's  fortune  is  for  a 
time  effected  by  these  contrivances,  that  are  em- 
ployed for  traversing  his  marriage,  yet  it  is  rather 
a  measure  of  necessity  and  self-defence  in  Lady 
Touchwood  than  of  original  design;  it  springs  from 
the  artifice  of  incident,  and  belongs  more  properly  to 
the  intrigue  than  to  the  object  of  the  plot. 

The  making  or  obstructing  marriages  is  the  com- 
mon hinge  on  which  most  comic  fables  are  con- 
trived to  turn ;  but  in  this  match  of  Mellafont's  which 
the  author  has  taken  for  the  groundv.ork  of  his  plot, 
I  must  observe,  that  it  would  have  been  better  to 
have  given  more  interest  to  an  event  which  he  has 
made   the  main  object  of  the  play :  he  has  taken 
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little  pains  to  recommend  the  parties  to  his  spec- 
tators, or  to  paint  their  mutual  attachment  with  any 
warmth  of  colouring'.  Wiio  will  feel  any  concern 
whether  Mellafont  marries  Cynthia  or  not,  if  they 
themselves  appear  indifl'erent  on  the  occasion,  and 
upon  the  eve  of  their  nuptials  converse  in  the  fol- 
lowing strain  ? 

Mel.  You  seem  thoughtful,  Cynthia. 

Cyn,  1  am  thinking,  though  marriage  makes  man  and  wife 
one  flesh  it  leaves  them  still  two  fools,  and  they  become  more 
conspicuous  by  setting  ofl"  one  another. 

3Iel.  That's  only  when  two  fools  meet  and  their  follies  are 
opposed. 

Cyn.  Nay,  I  have  known  two  wits  meet,  and  by  the  oppo- 
sition of  their  wit  render  themselves  as  ridiculous  as  fools. 
'Tis  an  old  game  we  are  going  to  play  at ;  what  think  you  of 
drawing  stakes  and  giving  over  in  time? 

Mel.  No,  hang  it,  that's  not  ei.deavouring  to  win,  because 
it  is  possible  we  may  lose — &c.  &c. 

This  scene,  which  proceeds  throughout  in  the 
same  strain,  seems  to  contirm  Dr.  Johnson's  re- 
mark that,  "  Congreve  formed  a  peculiar  idea  of 
comic  excellence,  which  he  supposed  to  consist  in 
gay  remarks  and  unexpected  answers — that  his 
scenes  exhibit  not  much  of  humour,  imagery  or 
passion  :  his  personages  are  a  kind  of  intellectual 
gladiators  ;  every  sentence  is  to  ward  or  strike  ;  the 
contest  of  smartness  is  never  intermitted ;  and  his 
wit  is  a  meteor  playing  to  and  fro  with  alternate 
coruscations." 

There  is  but  one  more  interview  between  Cyn- 
thia and  Mellafont,  which  is  the  opening  of  the 
fourth  act,  and  this  is  of  so  flat  and  insipid  a  sort 
as  to  be  with  reason  omitted  in  representation ;  I 
think  therefore  it  may  be  justly  observed  that  this 
match,  for  the  prevention  of  which  artifices  of  so  vi- 
rulent and  diabolical  a  nature  are  practised  by  Lady 
Touchwood  and  the  Double  Dealer,  is  not  pressed 
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upon  the  feelings  of  the  spectators  in  so  interesting 
a  manner  as  it  should  and  might  have  been. 

Having  remarked  upon  the  object  of  the  plot,  I 
shall  next  consider  the  intrigue;  and  for  this  pur- 
pose we  must  methodically  trace  the  conduct  of 
Lady  Touchwood,  who  is  the  poet's  chief  engine, 
and  that  of  her  under  agent  Maskwell. 

The  scene  lies  in  Lord  Touchwood's  house,  but 
whether  in  town  or  country  does  not  appear.  Sir 
Paul  Pliant,  his  lady  and  daughter,  are  naturally 
brought  thither,  upon  the  day  preceding  Cynthia's 
marriage,  to  adjust  the  settlement.  Lord  and  Lady 
Froth,  Careless,  and  Brisk  are  A'isitors  on  the  occa- 
sion :  Mellafont  and  Maskwell  are  inmates  ;  this 
disposition  is  as  happy  as  can  be  devised.  The  in- 
cident related  by  Mellafont  to  Careless,  of  the 
attempt  upon  him  made  by  Lady  Touchwood,  art- 
fully prepares  us  to  expect  every  thing  that  revenge 
and  passion  can  suggest  for  frustrating  his  happi- 
ness ;  and  it  is  judicious  to  represent  Mellafont  in- 
credulous as  to  the  criminality  of  Maskwell's  inter- 
course with  Lady  Touchwood  ;  for  if  he  had  be- 
lieved it  upon  Careless's  suggestion,  it  would  have 
made  his  blindness  to  the  character  of  Maskwell  not 
only  weak  (which  in  fact  it  is),  but  unnatural  and 
even  guilty. 

Maskwell  in  the  first  act  makes  general  promises 
to  Lady  Touchwood  that  he  will  defeat  Mellafont's 
match — "  Ycu  shall  possess  and  ruin  him  too." — 
The  lady  presses  him  to  explain  particulars :  he 
opens  no  otJier  resource  but  that  of  possessing  Lady 
Pliant  with  an  idea  that  Mellafont  is  fond  of  her — 
"  She  must  be  thoroughly  persuaded  that  Mellafont 
loves  her." — So  shallow  a  contrivance  as  this  cannot 
escape  the  lady's  penetration,  and  she  naturally  an- 
swers— "  I  don't  see  what  you  can  propose  from  so 
trifling  a  design,  for  her  tirst  conversing  with  Mella' 
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font  will  convince  her  of  the  contrary."  In  fact,  the 
author's  good  sense  was  well  aware  how  weak  this 
expedient  is,  and  it  seems  applied  to  no  other  pur- 
pose than  as  an  incident  to  help  on  the  underplot,  by 
bringing  forward  the  comic  effect  of  Lady  Pliant's 
character,  and  that  of  Sir  Paul :  Maskwell  himself 
is  so  fairly  graveled  by  the  observation,  that  he  con- 
fesses he  "  does  not  depend  upon  it;"  but  he  ob- 
serves that  "  it  will  prepare  something  else,  and  gain 
him  leisure  to  lay  a  stronger  plot;  if  I  gain  a  little 
time,"  says  he,  "  I  shall  not  want  contrivance." 

In  the  second  act  this  design  upon  Lady  Pliant  is 
played  off,  and  Maskwell  in  an  interview  with  Mel- 
lafont  avows  the  plot,  and  says — "  to  tell  you  the 
truth,  I  encouraged  it  for  your  diversion."  He  pro- 
ceeds to  say,  that  in  order  to  gain  the  confidence  of 
Lady  Touchwood,  "  he  had  pretended  to  have  been 
long  secretly  in  love  with  Cynthia;"  that  thereby  he 
had  drawn  forth  "  the  secrets  of  her  heart,"  and  that 
"  if  he  accomplished  her  designs,  she  had  engaged  to 
put  Cynthia  with  all  her  fortune  into  his  power ;" 
he  then  discloses  by  soliloquy  that  his  motive  for 
double  dealing  was  founded  in  his  passion  for  Cyn- 
thia, and  observes  that  "  the  name  of  rival  cuts  all 
ties  asunder,  and  is  a  general  acquittance."  This 
proceeding  is  in  nature,  and  is  good  comedy. 

The  third  act  opens  with  a  scene  between  Lord 
and  Lady  Touchwood,  which  is  admirably  con- 
ceived and  executed  with  great  spirit ;  I  question  if 
there  is  any  thing  of  the  author  superior  to  this  dia- 
logue. The  design  of  alarming  the  jealousy  and  re- 
sentment of  Lord  Touchwood  now  appears  to  have 
originated  with  the  lady,  although  Maskwell  was 
privy  to  it,  and  "  ready  for  a  cue  to  come  in  and 
conrirm  all,  had  there  been  occasion  ;  he  proposes 
to  her  to  say  that  he  was  "  privy  to  Mellafont's  de- 
sign, but  that  he  used  his  utmost  endeavours  to  dis- 
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suade  him  from  it ;"  and  on  the  credit  he  thinks  to 
establish  by  this  proof  of  his  honour  and  honesty, 
he  grounds  another  plot,  which  he  keeps  as  his  ul- 
timate and  most  secret  resource,  that  "  of  cheating 
her  (Lady  Touchwood)  as  well  as  the  rest."  He 
now  reveals  to  Meilafont  a  criminal  assignation  with 
Lady  Touchwood  in  her  chamber  at  eight,  and  pro- 
poses to  him  to  come  and  surprise  them  together, 
"  and  then,"  says  he,  "  it  will  be  hard  if  you  cannot 
bring  her  to  any  conditions." 

This  appears  to  me  to  be  a  very  dangerous  expe- 
riment, and  scarce  within  the  bounds  of  nature  and 
probability.  If  Maskwell,  under  cover  of  the  pro- 
posal, had  in  view  nothing  more  than  the  introduc- 
tion of  Meilafont  into  Lady  Touchwood's  bed- 
chamber, there  to  put  them  together,  and  then  to 
bring  Lord  Touchwood  secretly  upon  them  in  the 
moment  of  their  interview,  his  contrivance  could  not 
have  been  better  laid  for  the  purpose  of  confirming 
the  impression  which  that  lord  had  received  against 
his  nephew  ;  in  which  Maskwell  had  nothing  more 
to  do  tiian  to  apprise  the  lady  of  his  design,  and  she 
of  course  could  have  managed  the  interview  to  the 
purposes  of  the  plot,  and  eftectually  have  com- 
pleted the  ruin  of  Meilafont:  this,  it  should  seem, 
would  have  answered  his  object  completely,  for  he 
would  have  risen  upon  the  ruin  of  Meilafont,  pos- 
sessed himself  of  Lord  Touchwood's  favour,  bound 
Lady  Touchwood  to  concealment  of  his  villany, 
and  been  as  able  to  lay  his  train  for  the  possession 
of  Cvnthia,  as  by  any  other  mode  he  could  choo-e 
for  obtaining  her ;  but  if  he  put  it  to  the  issue  of  a 
surprise  upon  Lady  Touchwood,  when  she  was  not 
prepared  for  the  management  of  that  surprise,  w  hat 
was  he  to  expect  from  the  introduction  of  Lord 
Touchwood,  but  discovery  and  defeat?  Was  it  not 
natural  to  suppose  Meilafont  would  seize  the  oppor- 
tunity of  reproaching  her  with  her  criminality  with 
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Maskwell  ?  It  vvas  for  that  very  purpose  he  brings 
him  thither :  he  tells  him  "  it  will  be  hard  if  he  can- 
not then  bring'  her  to  any  conditions;"' — and  if  this 
was  to  pass  under  the  terror  of  his  own  reproaches, 
how  could  Maskwell  set  Lord  Touchwood  upon 
listening  to  their  conversation,  and  not  apprehend 
for  a  consequence  apparently  so  unavoidable?  He 
puts  every  thing  to  risk  by  proposing  to  Mellafont 
to  conceal  himself  in  Lady  Touchwood's  bedcham- 
ber whilst  she  is  in  the  closet;  he  then  meets  Lord 
Touchwood,  appoints  him  to  come  to  the  lobby  by 
the  bedchamber  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  time ;  he 
keeps  his  assignation  with  the  lady,  Mellafont  starts 
from  his  hiding  place,  and  Maskwell  escapes,  but 
soon  returns,  secretly  introducing  Lord  Touchwood 
to  listen  to  the  dialogue  between  his  lady  and  ne- 
phew :  she  accidentally  discovers  him  without  his 
being  seen  by  Mellafont,  and  turns  that  accidental 
discovery  against  Mellafont.  What  a  combination 
of  improbabilities  is  here  fortuitously  thrown  toge- 
ther to  produce  this  lucky  incident!  Could  Mask- 
well  reasonably  presume  upon  a  chance  so  beyond 
expectation  ]  i^very  thing  is  made  to  turn  upon  the 
precarious  point  of  a  minute:  if  Lord  Touchwood, 
who  was  appointed  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  had 
anticipated  that  appointment,  if  Lady  Touchwood 
had  been  less  punctual  to  her  assignation,  if  Mella- 
font had  happened  to  have  dropped  one  word  in  his 
uncle's  hearing,  charging  her  with  his  discovery,  as 
had  been  agreed,  or  if  either  she  had  happened  not 
to  have  seen  Lord  Touchwood,  or  Mellafont  had 
seen  him;  in  short,  if  any  one  thing  had  turned  up, 
which  ought  not  to  have  come  to  pass,  or  otherwise 
than  it  was  made  to  come  to  pass  by  the  greatest 
violence  to  probability,  Maskwell  was  inevitably 
undone  :  it  must  be  owned  he  laid  a  train  for  his  own 
destruction,  but  stage  incident  rescued  him ;  and  this, 
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with  the  lady's  adroitness,  effaces  the  improbability, 
when  it  passes  in  representation,  and  keeps  nature 
out  of  sight.  Had  3lellafont  told  the  plain  story 
to  his  uncle,  after  Lady  ToucliNvood  had  so  unex- 
pectedly turned  it  against  him,  it  Mould  at  least 
have  put  the  plot  to  risk,  and  of  this  the  author 
seems  so  conscious  that  he  does  not  sutler  him  to 
attempt  a  single  word  in  his  defence :  to  save  his 
viliaiu,  he  is  compelled  to  sacrifice  his  hero. 

It  is  not  sufficient  to  say  that  a  poet  has  his  cha- 
racters in  his  power,  and  can  fashion  incidents  ac- 
cording" to  his  own  discretion  ;  he  must  do  no  vio- 
lence to  nature  and  probability  for  the  purposes  of 
his  plot. 

Maskwell  having  in  this  manner  escaped  with  suc- 
cess, begins  next  to  put  in  execution  his  plot  for  ob- 
taining Cynthia,  and  this  constitutes  the  intrigue 
and  catastrophe  of  the  fifth  act :  his  plan  is  as  fol- 
lows— Having  imparted  to  Lord  Touchwood  his 
love  for  Cynthia  by  the  vehicle  of  a  soliloqnv, 
which  is  to  be  overheard  by  his  lordship,  he  pro- 
poses to  himself  to  carry  oil  Cynthia  to  St.  Albans 
with  the  chaplain  in  the  coach,  there  to  be  married; 
this  she  is  to  be  trepanned  into  by  persuading  her 
that  the  chaplain  is  Mellafont,  and  Mellafont  is 
brought  to  cooperate,  by  a  promise  that  he  shall 
elope  with  Cynthia  under  that  disguise,  and  (hat  (he 
chaplain  shall  be  made  to  follow  on  the  day  after 
and  then  marry  him  to  Cynthia;  with  this  view 
Mellafont  is  appointed  to  meet  Maskwell  in  one 
chamber,  and  Cynthia  in  another;  the  real  chaj)- 
lain  is  to  be  passed  upon  the  lady  for  Mellafont,  ;;nd 
Mellafont  is  to  be  left  in  the  lurch;  this  plot  upon 
Cynthia,  Maskwell  confides  to  Lord  Touchv.oo^i, 
telling  him  there  ie  no  other  way  to  possess  himself 
of  her  but  by  surprise. 

Though  the  author  undoubtedly  meant  his  villain 
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should  in  the  end  outwit  himself,  yet  he  did  not 
mean  him  to  attempt  impossibilities,  and  the  absur- 
dities of  this  contrivaiice  are  so  many  that  I  know 
not  which  to  mention  first.  How  was  Maskweil  to 
possess  himself  of  Cynthia  by  this  scheme  ?  By 
what  force  or  fraud  is  he  to  accomplish  the  object  of 
marrying  her  ?  We  must  conclude  he  was  not  quite 
so  desperate  as  to  sacrifice  all  his  hopes  from  Lord 
Touchwood  by  any  violence  upon  her  person  ;  there 
is  nothing  in  his  character  to  warrant  the  conjec- 
ture. It  is  no  less  unaccountable  how  Mellafont 
could  be  caught  by  this  project,  and  induced  to 
equip  himself  in  the  chaplain's  gown  to  run  off  with 
a  lady,  who  had  pledged  herself  to  him  never  to 
marry  any  other  man :  there  was  no  want  of  consent 
on  her  part ;  a  reconciliation  with  Lord  Touchwood 
was  the  only  object  he  had  to  look  to,  and  how  was 
that  to  be  effected  by  this  elopement  with  Cynthia? 

The  jealousy  of  Lady  Touchwood  was  another 
rock  on  which  Maskweil  was  sure  to  split:  it  would 
have  been  natural  for  him  to  have  provided  against 
this  danger  bj^  binding  my  lord  to  secrecy,  and  the 
lady's  pride  of  family  was  a  ready  plea  for  that  pur- 
pose; when  he  was  talking  to  himself  for  the  pur- 
pose of  being  overheard  by  Lord  Touchwood,  he 
had  nothing  to  do  but  to  throw  in  this  observation 
amongst  the  rest  to  bar  that  point  against  discovery. 

The  reader  will  not  suppose  I  would  suggest  a 
plan  of  operation  for  The  Double  Dealer,  to  secure 
him  against  discovery ;  I  am  only  for  adding  proba- 
bility and  common  precaution  to  his  projects :  I 
allow  that  in  character  for  him  to  grow  wanton 
with  success;  there  is  a  moral  in  a  villain  outwit- 
ting himself;  but  the  catastrophe  would  in  my  opi- 
nion have  been  far  more  brilliant,  if  his  schemes  had 
broke  up  with  more  force  of  contrivance :  laid  as 
they  are,  they  melt  away  and  dissolve  by  their  own 
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weakness  and  inconsistency;  Lord  and  Lady  Touch- 
wood, Careless  and  Cynthia,  all  join  in  the  dicovery ; 
every  one  but  Mellafont  sees  through  the  plot,  and 
he  is  blindness  itself. 

Mr.  Congreve,  in  his  dedication  above  mention- 
ed, defends  himself  against  the  objection  to  solilo- 
quies ;  but  I  conceive  he  is  more  open  to  criticism 
for  the  frequent  use  he  makes  of  listening ;  Lord 
Touchwood  three  times  has  recourse  to  this  expe- 
dient. 

Of  the  characters  in  this  comedy  Lady  Touch- 
wood, though  of  an  unfavourable  cast,  seems  to 
have  been  the  chief  care  of  the  poet,  and  is  well  pre- 
served throughout;  her  elevation  of  tone,  nearly 
approaching  to  the  tragic,  aft'ords  a  strong  relief  to 
the  lighter  sketches  of  the  episodical  persons,  Sir 
Paul  and  Lady  Pliant,  Lord  and  Lady  Froth,  who 
are  highly  entertaining,  but  much  more  loose  than 
the  stage  in  its  present  state  of  reformation  would 
endure :  nothing  more  can  be  said  of  Careless  and 
Brisk  than  that  they  are  the  young  men  of  the  thea- 
tre, at  the  time  when  they  were  in  representation. 
Of  Maskwell  enough  has  been  said  in  these  re- 
marks, nor  need  any  thing  be  added  to  what  has 
been  already  observed  upon  Mellafont  and  Cynthia, 
As  for  the  moral  of  the  play,  which  the  author  says 
he  designed  in  the  first  place,  and  then  applied  the 
fable  to  it,  it  should  seem  to  have  been  his  principal 
object  jn  the  formation  of  the  comedy,  and  yet  it  is 
not  made  to  reach  several  characters  of  very  liber- 
tine principles,  who  are  left  to  reform  themselves 
at  leisure ;  and  the  plot,  though  subordinate  to  the 
moral,  seems  to  have  drawn  him  oft' from  executing 
his  good  intentions  so  completely  as  those  profes- 
sions may  be  understood  to  engage  for. 
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Cild  scribendo  nonfit  ut  bene  scribatur;  bene  scribendo  Jit  ut  cito. 

QUINTIL.  lib.  X. 


The  celebrated  author  of  the  Rambler  in  his  con- 
cluding paper  says,  "  I  have  laboured  to  retine  our 
language  to  graraniatical  purity,  and  to  clear  it  from 
colloquial  barbarisms,  licentious  idioms,  and  irregu- 
lar combinations:  something  perhaps  I  have  added 
to  the  elegance  of  its  construction,  and  something  to 
the  harmony  of  its  cadence."  1  hope  our  language 
hath  gained  all  the  proiit  which  the  labours  of  this 
meritorious  writer  were  exerted  to  produce;  in  style 
of  a  certain  description  he  undoubtedly  excels  ;  but 
though  I  think  there  is  much  in  his  essays  for  a 
reader  to  admire,  1  should  not  recommend  them  as 
a  model  for  a  disciple  to  copy. 

Simplicity,  ease,  and  perspicuity  should  be  the 
first  objects  of  a  young  writer :  Addison  and  other 
authors  of  his  class  will  furnish  him  with  examples, 
and  assist  him  in  the  attainment  of  these  excel- 
lences ;  but  after  all,  the  style,  in  which  a  man  shall 
write,  will  not  be  formed  by  imitation  only  ;  it  will 
be  the  style  of  his  mind :  it  v/ill  assimilate  itself  to 
his  mode  of  thinking,  and  take  its  colour  from  the 
complexion  of  his  ordinary  discourse,  and  the  com- 
pany he  consorts  with.  As  for  that  distinguishing- 
characteristic,  which  the  ingenious  essayists  terms 
very  properly  the  harmony  of  its  cadence,  that  I 
take  to  be  incommunicable,  and  immediately  de- 
pendent upon  the  ear  of  him  who  models  it.  This 
harinouy  of  cadence  is  so  strong  a  matk  of  discrimi- 
nation between  authors  of  note  in  the  world  of  let- 
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ters  that  we  can  depose  to  a  style,  whose  modula- 
tion we  are  familiar  with,  almost  as  confidently 
as  to  the  handwriting  of  a  correspondent.  But 
though  I  think  there  will  be  found  in  the  periods 
of  every  established  writer  a  certain  peculiar  tune 
(whether  harmonious  or  otherwise),  which  will  de- 
pend rather  upon  the  natural  ear  than  upon  the  imi- 
tative powers,  yet  I  would  not  be  understood  to  say 
that  the  study  of  good  models  can  fail  to  be  of  use 
in  the  first  formation  of  it.  When  a  subject  presents 
itself  to  the  mind,  and  thoughts  arise,  which  are  to 
be  committed  to  M'riting,  it  is  then  for  a  man  to 
choose  whether  he  will  express  himself  in  simple  or 
in  elaborate  diction,  whether  he  will  compress  his 
matter  or  dilate  it,  ornament  it  with  epithets  and 
robe  it  in  metaphor,  or  whether  he  will  deliver  it 
plainly  and  naturally  in  such  language  as  a  well 
bred  person  and  scholar  would  use,  who  affects  no 
parade  of  speech,  nor  aims  at  any  flights  of  fancy. 
Let  him  decide  as  he  will,  in  all  these  cases  he  hath 
models  in  plenty  to  choose  from,  which  may  be  said 
to  court  his  imitation. 

For  instance,  if  his  ambition  is  to  glitter  and 
surprise  with  the  figurative  and  metaphorical  bril- 
liancy of  his  period,  let  him  tune  his  ear  to  some 
such  passages  as  the  following,  where  Doctor  John- 
son in  the  character  of  critic  and  biographer  is  pro- 
nouncing upon  the  poet  Congreve.  "  His  scenes 
exhibit  not  much  of  humour,  imagery,  or  passion  : 
his  personages  are  a  kind  of  intellectual  gladiators; 
every  sentence  is  to  ward  or  strike;  the  contest  of 
smartness  is  never  intermitted;  his  wit  is  a  meteor 
playing  to  and  fro,  with  alternate  coruscations."  If 
he  can  learn  to  embroider  with  as  much  splendour, 
taste,  and  address  as  this  and  many  other  samples 
from  the  same  master  exhibit,  he  cannot  study  in  a 
better  school. 

On  the  contrary,  if  simplicity  be  his  object,  and 
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a  certain  serenity  of  style,  which  seems  in  unison 
with  the  soul,  he  may  open  the  Spectator,  and  take 
ttom  the  first  paper  of  Mr.  Addison  the  lirst  para- 
graph that  meets  his  eye — the  following  for  instance 
— "  There  is  nothing  that  makes  its  way  more 
directly  to  the  soul  than  beauty,  which  immediately 
diffuses  a  secret  satisfaction  and  complacency 
through  the  imagination,  and  gives  a  finishing  to 
any  thing  that  is  great  or  uncommon  :  the  very  first 
discovery  of  it  strikes  the  mind  with  an  inward  joy, 
and  spreads  a  cheerfulness  and  delight  through  all 
its  faculties."  Or  again  in  the  same  essay :  "  We 
no  vvhere  meet  with  a  more  glorious  or  pleasing 
show  in  nature  than  what  appears  in  the  heavens  at 
the  rising  and  setting  of  the  sun,  which  is  wholly 
made  up  of  those  diil'erent  stains  of  light  that  show 
themselves  in  clouds  of  a  different  situation."  A 
florid  writer  would  hardly  have  resisted  the  oppor- 
tunities which  here  court  the  imagination  to  indulge 
its  flights,  whereas  few  writers  of  any  sort  would 
have  been  tempted,  on  a  topic  merely  critical,  to 
have  employed  such  hgurative  and  splendid  diction 
as  that  of  Doctor  Johnson ;  these  little  samples 
therefore,  though  selected  with  Uttle  or  no  care,  but 
taken  as  they  came  to  hand,  may  serve  to  exemplify 
my  meaning,  and  in  some  degree  characterize  the 
different  styles  of  the  respective  writers. 

Now  as  every  student  who  is  capable  of  copy- 
ing either  of  these  styles,  or  even  of  comparing 
them,  must  discern  on  which  side  the  greater  danger 
of  miscarrying  lies,  as  well  as  the  greater  disgrace 
in  case  of  such  miscarriage,  prudence  will  direct 
him  in  his  outset  not  to  hazard  the  attempt  at  a 
florid  diction.  If  his  ear  hath  not  been  vitiated 
by  vulgar  habitudes,  he  will  only  have  to  guard 
against  mean  expressions,  while  he  is  studying  to 
be  simple  and  perspicuous ;  he  will  put  his  thoughts 
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into  language  naturally  as  they  present  themselves, 
giving  them  for  the  present  little  more  than  mere 
grammatical  correction:  afterwards,  upon  a  closer 
review,  he  will  polish  those  parts  that  seem  rude, 
harmonize  them  where  they  are  unequal,  compress 
what  is  too  diffusive,  raise  w  hat  is  lows  and  attune 
the  whole  to  that  general  cadence  which  seems 
most  grateful  to  his  ear. 

But  if  our  student  hath  been  smitten  with  the 
turbulent  oratory  of  the  senate,  the  acrimonious  de- 
clamation of  the  bar,  or  the  pompous  eloquence  of 
the  pulpit,  and  shall  take  the  lofty  speakers  in 
these  several  orders  for  his  models,  rather  than  such 
as  address  the  ear  in  humbler  tones,  his  passions 
will  in  that  case  hurry  him  into  the  florid  and  figu- 
rative style,  to  a  sublime  and  swelling  period;  and 
if  in  this  he  excels,  it  must  be  owned  he  accom- 
pHshes  a  great  and  arduous  task,  and  he  will  gain 
a  liberal  share  of  applause  from  the  world,  which 
in  general  is  apt  to  be  captivated  with  those  high 
and  towering  images  that  strike  and  surprise  the 
senses.  In  this  style  the  Hebrew  prophets  write, 
"  whose  discourse,"  to  use  the  words  of  the  learned 
Doctor  Bentlcy,  "  after  the  genius  of  the  Eastern 
nations,  is  thick  set  with  metaphor  and  allegory; 
the  same  bold  comparisons  and  dithyrambic  liberty 
of  style  every  where  occurring — I'or  when  *  the 
Spirit  of  God  came  upon  t/iem,'  and  breathed  a  new 
warmth  and  vigour  through  all  the  powers  of  the 
body  and  soul :"  when  by  the  influx  of  divine  light 
the  whole  scene  of  Christ's  heavenly  kingdom  was 
represented  to  their  view,  so  that  their  hearts  were 
ravished  with  joy,  and  their  imaginations  turgid  and 
pregnant  with  the  glorious  ideas;  then  surely,  if 
ever,  their  style  would  be  strong  and  lofty,  full  of 
alhisioiis  to  all  that  is  great  and  magnificent  in  the 
kingdoms  of  this  world.'  (Commencement  Sermon.) 


81.  OBSERVER.  207 

— And  these  flights  of  imagination,  these  effusions 
of  rapture  and  sublimity,  will  occasionally  be  found 
in  the  pulpit  eloquence  of  some  of  our  most  correct 
and  temperate  writers :  witness  that  brilliant  apos- 
trophe at  the  conclusion  of  the  ninth  discourse  of 
Bishop  Sherlock,  than  whom  few  or  none  have 
written  with  more  didactic  brevity  and  simplicity — 
"  Go,"  says  he  to  the  Deists,  "  go  to  your  natural 
religion  :  lay  before  her  Mahomet  and  his  disciples 
arrayed  in  armour  and  in  blood,  riding  in  triumph 
over  the  spoils  of  thousands,  and  tens  of  thousands, 
who  fell  by  his  victorious  sword  :  show  her  the  cities 
which  he  set  in  flames,  the  countries  which  he  ra- 
vaged and  destroyed,  and  the  miserable  distress  of 
all  the  inhabitants  of  the  earth.  When  she  has 
viewed  him  in  this  scene,  carry  her  into  his  retire- 
ments; show  her  the  prophet's  chamber,  his  con- 
cubines and  wives ;  let  her  see  his  adultery,  and 
hear  him  allege  revelation  and  his  divine  commis- 
sion to  justify  his  lust  and  oppression.  When  she 
is  tired  with  this  prospect,  then  show  her  the  blessed 
Jesus,  humble  and  meek,  doing  good  to  all  the  sons 
of  men,  patiently  instructing  both  the  ignorant  and 
perverse  ;  let  her  see  him  in  his  most  retired  priva- 
cies ;  let  her  follow  him  to  the  mount,  and  hear 
his  devotions  and  supplications  to  God ;  carry  her 
to  his  table  to  view  his  poor  fare,  and  hear  his  hea- 
venly discourse:  let  her  see  him  injured  but  not 
provoked ;  let  her  attend  him  to  the  tribunal,  and 
consider  the  patience  with  which  he  endured  the 
scofts  and  reproaches  of  his  enemies :  lead  her  to 
his  cross,  and  let  her  view  him  in  the  agony  of  death, 
and  hear  his  last  prayer  for  his  persecutors — '  Fa- 
ther, forgive  them,  for  they  knoiv  not  rvhat  they  do.'  " 
This  is  a  lofty  passage  in  the  high  imperative 
tone  of  declamation ;  it  is  richly  coloured,  boldly 
contrasted,  and  replete  vvith  imagery,  and  is  amongst 
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the  strongest  of  those  instances,  where  the  orator 
addresses  himself  to  the  senses  and  passions  of  his 
hearers:  but  let  the  disciple  tread  this  path  with 
caution;  let  him  wait  the  call,  and  be  sure  he  has 
an  occasion  worthy  of  his  efforts  before  he  makes 
them. 

Allegory,  personification,  and  metaphor  will  press 
upon  him  his  imagination  at  certain  times,  but  let 
him  soberly  consult  his  judgment  in  those  moments, 
and  weigh  their  fitness  before  he  admits  them  into 
his  style.  As  for  allegory,  it  is  at  best  but  a  kind 
of  fairy  form;  it  is  hard  to  naturahze  it,  and  it  will 
rarely  fill  a  graceful  part  in  any  manly  composition. 
With  respect  to  personification,  as  1  am  speaking 
of  prose  only,  it  is  but  an  exotic  ornament,  and  may 
be  considered  rather  as  the  loan  of  the  muses  than 
as  the  property  of  prose ;  let  our  student  therefore 
beware  how  he  borrows  the  feathers  of  the  jay,  lest 
his  unnatural  finery  should  only  serve  to  make  him 
pointed  at  and  despised.  Metaphor,  on  the  other 
hand,  is  common  property,  and  he  may  take  his 
share  of  it,  provided  he  has  discretion  not  to  abuse 
his  privilege,  and  neither  surfeits  the  appetite  with 
repletion,  nor  confounds  the  palate  with  too  much 
variety:  let  his  metaphor  be  apposite,  single,  and 
uncoufused,  and  it  wdl  serve  him  as  a  kind  of  rhe- 
torical lever  to  lift  and  elevate  his  style  above  the 
pitch  of  ordinary  discourse ;  let  him  also  so  apply 
this  machine  as  to  make  it  touch  in  as  many  points 
as  possible ;  otherwise  it  can  never  so  poise  the 
V  eight  above  it  as  to  keep  it  firm  and  steady  on  its 
proper  centre. 

To  give  an  example  of  the  right  use  and  applica- 
tion of  this  figure,  1  again  apply  to  our  learned  author 
already  quoted — '*  Our  first  parents  having  fallen 
from  their  native  state  of  innocence,  the  tincture  of 
evil,  like  an  hereditary  disease,  infected  all  their 
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posterity;  and  the  leaven  of  sin  having  once  cor- 
rupted the  whole  mass  of  uiaukind,  all  the  species 
ever  after  would  be  soured  and  tainted  with  it:-  the 
vicious  ferment  perpetually  diffusing  a.nd  propagating' 
itself  through  all  generations." — (Beittley  Comm, 
Sermon.) 

There  will  be  found  also  in  certain  writers  a  pro- 
fusion of  words,  ramifying  indeed  from  the  same 
root,  yet  rising  into  climax  by  their  power  and  im- 
portance, which  seems  to  burst  forth  from  the  over- 
flow and  impetuosity  of  the  imagination  :  resembling 
at  first  sight  what  Quintilian  characterizes  as  the 
"  Abundantia  Juvenilis,"  but  which,  when  tempered 
by  the  hand  of  a  master,  will  upon  closer  examina- 
tion be  found  to  bear  the  stamp  of  judgment  under 
the  appearance  of  precipitancy,  1  need  only  tuni 
to  the  famous  "  Couimencemcnt  Sennori"  before 
quoted,  and  my  meaning  will  be  fully  illustrated — 
"  Let  them  tell  us  then  what  is  the  chain,  the 
cement,  the  magnetism,  what  they  will  call  it,  the 
invisible  tie  of  that  union,  whereby  matter  and  an 
incorporeal  mind,  things  that  have  no  similitude  or 
alliance  to  each  other  can  so  sympathize  by  a  mu- 
tual league  of  motion  and  sensation.  No:  they 
will  not  pretend  to  that,  for  they  can  frame  no  con- 
ceptions of  it :  they  are  sure  there  is  such  an  union 
from  the  operations  and  etiects,  but  the  cause  and 
the  manner  of  it  are  too  subtle  and  secret  to  be  dis- 
covered by  the  eye  of  reason :  'tis  mystery,  'tis  di- 
vine magic,  'tis  natural  miracle." 
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No.  LXXXII. 


De fundus  jam  sum,  nihil  est  quod  dical  mild.         Tr.RENT. 


In  all  ages  of  the  world  men  have  been  in  habits  of 
praising  the  time  past  at  the  expense  of  the  time 
present.  This  was  done  even  in  the  Augustan  era, 
and  in  that  witty  and  celebiated  period  the  laudator 
temporis  acti  must  have  been  either  a  very  splenetic 
or  a  very  silly  character. 

Our  present  grumblers  may  perhaps  be  better 
warranted ;  but,  though  there  may  not  be  the  same 
injustice  in  their  caviling  complaints,  there  is  more 
than  equal  impolicy  in  them  :  for  if  by  discouraging 
their  contemporaries  they  mean  to  meird  them,  they 
take  a  very  certain  method  of  counteracting  their 
own  designs:  and, if  they  have  any  other  meaning, 
it  must  be  something  worse  than  impolitic,  and  thyy 
have  more  to  answer  for  than  a  mere  mistake. 

Who  but  the  meanest  of  mankind  would  wish 
to  damp  the  spirit  and  degrade  the  genius  of  the 
couutrv  he  belongs  to?  Is  any  man  lowered  by  the 
dignity  of  his  own  nation,  by  the  talents  of  his  con- 
temporaries ?  Who  would  not  prefer  to  live  in  an 
enlightened  and  a  rising  age,  rather  than  in  a  dark 
and  declining  one?  Jt  is  natural  to  take  a  pride  in 
the  excellence  of  our  free  constitution,  in  the  virtues 
of  our  sovereign ;  is  it  not  as  natural  to  sympathize 
in  the  prosperity  of  our  arts  and  sciences,  in  the 
reputation  of  our  countrymen  ?  But  these  splenetic 
dampers  are  fur  ever  sighing  over  the  decline  of  wit, 
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the  decline  of  genius,  the  decline  of  literature,  when 
if  there  is  any  one  thing  that  has  declined  rather 
than  another,  it  is  the  wretched  state  of  criticism, 
so  far  as  they  have  to  do  with  it. 

As  I  was  passing  from  the  city  the  other  day,  I 
turned  into  a  coifee-house,  and  took  my  seat  at  a 
table,  next  to  which  some  gentlemen  had  assembled 
and  were  conversing  over  their  cotiee.     A  dispute 
was  carried  on  between  a  little  prattling  volatile  fel- 
low and  an  old  gentleman  of  a  sullen,  morose  aspect, 
who  in  a  dictatorial  tone  of  voice  was  declaiming 
against  the  times,  and  treating  them  and  their  puny 
advocate  with  more  contempt  than  either  one  or  the 
other  seemed  to  deserve  :  still  the  little  fellow,  who 
had  abundance  of  zeal  and  no  want  of  words,  kept 
battling  with  might  and  main  for  the  world  as  it 
goes  against  the  world  as  it  had  gone  by,  and  I 
could  perceive  he  had  an  interest  with  the  junior 
part  of  his  hearers,  whilst  the  sullen  orator  was  no 
less  popular  amongst  the  elders  of  the  party :   the 
little  fellow,  who  seemed  to  think  it  no  good  reason 
why  any  work  should  be  decried  only  because  the 
author  of  it  was  living,  had  been  descanting  upon 
the  merit  of  a  recent  publication,   and  had  now 
shifted  his  ground  from  the  sciences  to  tlie  fine  arts, 
where  he  seemed  to  have  taken  a  strong  post  and 
stood  resolutely  to  it;  his  opponent,  who  was  not 
a  man  to  be  tickled  out  of  his  spleen  by  a  few  fine 
dashes  of  arts  merely  elegant,  did  not  relish  this 
kind  of  skirmishing  argument,  and  tiuintingly  cried 
out—  "  What  tell  you  me  of  a  parcel  of  gewgaw 
artists,  fit  only  to  pick  the  pockets  of  a  dissipated 
trifling  age  ?     You  talk  of  your  painters  and  por- 
trait-mongers, what  use  are  they  of]     Where  are 
the  philosophers  and  the  poets,  whose  countenances 
might  interest  posterity  to  sit  to  them?     W\\i  they 
paint  me  a  Bacon,  a  Newton,  or  a  Locke?     I  defy 
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them  ;  there  are  not  three  heads  upon  living  shoul- 
ders in  the  kingdom,  worth  the  oil  that  would  be 
wasted  upon  them.  Will  they  or  you  find  me  a 
Shakspeare,  a  Milton,  a  Dry  den,  a  Pope,  an  Addi- 
son? You  cannot  find  a  limb,  a  feature,  or  even 
the  shadow  of  the  least  of  them :  these  were  men 
worthy  to  be  recorded;  poets,  who  reached  the  very 
topmost  summits  of  Parnassus;  our  moderns  are 
but  pismires  crawling  at  its  lowest  root." — This 
lofty  defiance  brought  our  little  advocate  to  a  non- 
plus; the  moment  was  embarrassing;  the  champion 
of  time  past  was  echoed  by  liis  party  with  a  cry  of 
— "No,  no!  there  are  no  such  men  as  these  now 
living." — "I  believe  not,"  he  replied, "  1  believe  not: 
I  could  give  you  a  score  of  names  more,  but  these 
are  enough :  honest  Tom  Durfey  would  be  more 
than  a  match  for  any  poetaster  now  breathing  !" 

In  this  style  he  went  on  crowing  and  clapping 
his  wings  over  a  beaten  cock,  for  our  poor  httle 
champion  seemed  dead  upon  the  pit:  he  muttered 
sometliing  between  his  teeth,  as  if  struggling  to  pro- 
nounce some  name  that  stuck  in  his  throat;  but 
either  there  was  in  fact  no  contemporary,  whom  he 
thought  it  safe  to  oppose  to  these  Goliaths  in  the  lists, 
or  none  were  present  to  his  mind  at  this  moment. 

Alas !  thought  I,  your  cause,  my  beloved  con- 
temporaries, is  desperate  :  Vce  Victis!  You  are  but 
dust  in  the  scale,  while  this  Brennus  directs  the 
beam.  All  that  I  have  admired  and  applauded  in 
my  zeal  for  tJiose  m  ith  whom  I  have  lived  and  still 
live;  all  that  has  hitherto  made  my  heart  expand 
with  pride  and  reverence  for  the  age  and  nation  I 
belong  to,  will  be  immolated  to  the  manes  of  these 
departed  worthies,  whom  though  I  revere,  I  cannot 
love  and  cherish  with  that  sympathy  of  soul,  whicli 
I  feel  towards  you,  my  dear  but  degenerate  contem- 
poraries ! 
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There  was  a  young  man  sitting  at  the  elbow  of 
the  little  crestfallen  fellow,  with  a  round  clerical 
curl,  vvliich  tokened  him  to  be  a  son  of  the  church. 
Having  silently  awaited  the  full  time  for  a  rally,  if 
any  spuit  of  resurrection  had  been  left  in  the  fallen 
hero,  and  none  such  appearing,  he  addressed  himself 
to  the  challenger  with  an  air  so  modest,  but  withal 
so  impressive,  that  it  was  impossible  not  to  be  pre- 
judiced in  his  favour  before  he  opened  his  cause. 

"  I  cannot  wonder,"  said  he,  "  if  the  gentleman 
who  has  challenged  us  to  produce  a  parallel  to  any 
one  of  the  great  names  he  has  enumerated,  tinds  us 
unprepared  with  any  living  rival  to  those  illustrious 
characters :  their  fame,  though  the  age  in  which 
they  lived  did  not  always  appreciate  it  as  it  ought, 
hath  yet  been  rising  day  by  day  in  the  esteem  of 
posterity,  till  time  hath  stamped  a  kind  of  sacredness 
upon  it,  which  it  would  now  be  a  literary  impiety 
to  blaspheme.  There  are  some  amongst  those, 
whom  their  advocate  hath  named,  I  cannot  speak  or 
think  of  but  with  a  reverence  only  short  of  idolatry. 
Not  this  nation  only,  but  all  Europe  hath  been  en- 
lightened by  their  labours:  the  great  principle  of 
nature,  the  very  law  upon  which  the  whole  system 
of  the  universe  moves  and  gravitates,  hath  been  de- 
veloped and  demonstrated  by  the  penetrating,  1  had 
almost  said  the  preternatural  powers  of  our  immor- 
tal Newton.  The  present  race  of  philosophers  can 
only  be  considered  as  his  disciples ;  but  they  are 
disciples  who  do  honour  to  their  master  :  if  the  prin- 
ciple of  gravitation  be  the  grand  desideratum  of  phi- 
losophy, the  discovery  is  with  him,  the  application, 
inferences,  and  advantages  of  that  discovery  are  with 
those  who  succeed  him;  and  can  we  accuse  the  pre- 
sent age  of  being  idle  or  unable  to  avail  themselves 
of  the  ground  he  gave  them?  Let  me  remind  you 
that  our  present  solar  system  is  furnished  with  more 
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planets  than  Newton  knew ;  that  our  late  observa- 
tions upon  the  transit  of  the  planet  Venus  were  de- 
cisive tor  the  proof  and  confirmation  of  his  system  : 
that  we  have  circumnavigated  the  globe  again  and 
again  ;  that  we  can  boast  the  researches  and  disco- 
veries of  a  Captain  Cook,  who,  though  he  did  not  in- 
vent the  compass,  employed  it  as  no  man  ever  did, 
and  left  a  map  behind  him,  compared  to  which  Sir 
Isaac  Newton's  was  a  sheet  of  nakedness  and  error; 
it  is  with  gravitation  therefore  as  with  the  loadstone  ; 
their  powers  have  been  discovered  by  our  predeces- 
sors, but  we  have  put  them  to  their  noblest  uses. 

"  The  venerable  names  of  Bacon  and  Locke  were, 
if  I  mistake  not,  mentioned  in  the  same  class  with 
Newton,  and  though  the  learned  gentleman  could 
no  doubt  have  made  his  selection  more  numerous, 
I  doubt  if  he  could  have  made  it  stronger,  or  more 
to  the  purpose  of  his  own  assertions. 

"  I  have  always  regarded  Bacon  as  the  father  of 
philosophy  in  this  country;  yet  it  is  no  breach  of 
candour  to  observe,  that  the  darkness  of  the  age 
which  he  enlightened  affords  a  favourable  contrast 
to  set  otf  the  splendour  of  his  talents:  but  do  we, 
who  applaud  him,  read  him?  Yet  if  such  is  our 
veneration  for  times  long  since  gone  by,  why  do  we 
not?  The  fact  is,  intermediate  writers  have  disse- 
minated his  original  matter  through  more  pleasing 
vehicles,  and  we  concur,  whether  commendably  or 
not,  to  put  his  volumes  upon  the  superannuated  list, 
allowing  him  however  an  unalienable  compensation 
upon  our  praise,  and  reserving  to  ourselves  a  right 
of  taking  him  from  the  shelf,  whenever  we  are  dis- 
posed to  sink  the  merit  of  a  more  recent  author  by 
a  comparison  with  him.  I  will  not  therefore  dis- 
turb his  venerable  dust,  but  turn  without  further 
delay  to  the  author  of  the  Essay  upon  the  Uun)an 
Understanding. 
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"  This  essay,  which  professes  to  define  every 
thing,  as  it  arises  or  passes  in  the  mind,  must  ulti- 
mately be  compiled  from  observations  of  its  author 
upon  himself  and  within  himself:  before  I  com- 
pare the  merit  of  this  work  therefore  with  the  merit 
of  any  other  man's  work  of  our  own  immediate 
times,  I  must  compare  what  it  advances,  as  general 
to  mankind,  wilh  what  I  perceive  within  my  par- 
ticular self:  and  upon  this  reference,  speaking  only 
for  an  humble  individual,  I  must  own  to  my  shame, 
that  my  understanding  and  the  author's  do  by  no 
means  coincide  either  in  definitions  or  ideas.  I  may 
have  reason  to  lament  the  inaccuracy  or  the  slug- 
gishness of  my  own  senses  and  perceptions,  but  I 
cannot  submit  to  any  man's  doctrine  against  their 
conviction  :  I  will  only  say  that  Mr.  Locke's  meta- 
physics are  not  my  metaphysics,  and,  as  it  would 
be  an  ill  compliment  to  any  one  of  our  contempo- 
raries to  compare  him  with  a  writer  who  to  me  is 
unintelhgible,  so  will  I  hope  it  can  never  be  consi- 
dered as  a  reflection  upon  so  great  a  name  as 
Mr.  Locke's  not  to  be  understood  by  so  insignificant 
a  man  as  myself.'' 

"  Well  sir,"  cried  the  sullen  gentleman,  with  a 
sneer,  "  I  think  you  have  contrived  to  dispatch  our 
philosophers ;  you  have  now  only  a  few  obscure 
poets  to  dismiss  in  like  manner,  and  you  will  have 
a  clear  field  for  yourself  and  your  friends.'' 
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No.  LX XXIII. 


Jngeniis  non  Vie  favet,  plaudHqne  sepuUis, 
Nostra  sed  impugnat,  nos  nustraque  lividus  odit, 

HOR.AT. 


I 


The  sarcastic  speech  of  the  old  snarler,  with  which 
we  concliKled  the  last  paper,  being'  undeserved  on 
the  part  of  the  person  to  whom  it  was  applied,  was 
very  properly  disregarded;  and  the  clergyman  pro- 
ceeded as  follows: 

"The  poets  you  have  named  v/ill  never  be  men- 
tioned by  me  but  with  a  degree  of  enthusiasm, 
which  1  should  rather  expect  to  be  accused  of  car- 
rying to  excess  than  of  erring  in  the  opposite  ex- 
treme, had  you  not  put  me  on  ray  guard  against 
partiality,  by  charging  me  with  it  beforehand.  I 
shall  therefore  without  further  apology  or  preface 
begin  with  Shakspcare,  first  named  by  you,  and  first 
in  fame  as  well  as  time  :  it  would  be  madness  in  me 
to  think  of  bringing  any  poet  now  living  into  com- 
petition with  Shakspeare  ;  but  1  hope  it  will  not  be 
thought  madness,  or  any  thing  resembling  to  it,  to 
observe  to  you,  that  it  is  not  in  the  nature  of  things 
possible  for  any  poet  to  appear  in  an  age  so  polished 
as  this  of  ours,  who  can  be  brought  into  any  critical 
comparison  with  that  extraordinary  and  eccentric 
genius. 

"  For  let  us  consider  the  two  great  striking  fea- 
tures of  his  drama,  sublimity  and  character.  Now 
sublimity  involves  sentiment  and  expression ;  (he 
first  of  these  is  in  the  soul  of  the  poet;  it  is  that 
portion  of  inspiration  which  we  personify  when  we 
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call  it  The  Muse:  so  far  I  am  free  to  acknowledge 
there  is  no  immediate  reason  to  be  given,  why  her 
visits  should  be  confined  to  any  age,  nation  or  per- 
son ;  she  may  fire  the  heart  of  the  poet  on  the  shores 
of  Ionia  three  thousand  years  ago,  or  on  the  banks 
of  the  Cam  or  Isis  at  the  present  moment;  but  so 
far  as  language  is  concerned,  I  may  venture  to  say 
that  modern  diction  will  never  strike  modern  ears 
with  that  awful  kind  of  magic  which  antiquity  gives 
to  words  and  phrases  no  longer  in  familiar  use :  in 
this  respect  our  great  dramatic  poet  hath  an  advan- 
tage over  his  distant  descendants,  which  he  owes 
to  time,  and  which  of  course  is  one  more  than  he  is 
indebted  for  to  his  own  preeminent  genius.  As  for 
character,  which  I  suggested  as  one  of  the  two 
most  striking  features  of  Shakspeare's  drama  (or  in 
other  wordi5  the  true  and  perfect  delineation  of  na- 
ture), in  this  our  poet  is  indeed  a  master  unrivaled ; 
yet  who  will  not  allow  the  happy  coincidence  of  time 
ifor  this  perfection  in  a  writer  of  the  drama"?  The 
different  orders  of  men,  which  Shakspeare  saw  and 
copied  are  in  many  instances  extinct,  and  such  must 
have  the  charms  of  novelty  at  least  in  our  eyes: 
and  has  the  modern  dramatist  the  same  rich  and 
various  field  of  character?  The  level  manners  of  a 
polished  age  fiunish  little  choice  to  an  author,  who 
now  enters  on  the  task,  in  which  such  numbers  have 
gone  before  him,  and  so  exhausted  the  materials 
that  it  is  justly  to  be  wondered  at,  when  any  thing 
like  variety  can  be  struck  out.  Dramatic  charac- 
ters are  portraits  drawn  from  nature,  and  if  all  the 
sitters  have  a  family  likeness,  the  artist  must  either 
depart  from  the  truth,  or  preserve  the  resemblance; 
in  like  manner  the  poet  must  either  invent  characters, 
of  which  there  is  no  counterpart  in  existence,  or 
expose  himself  to  the  danger  of  an  insipid  and  tire- 
VOL.  II.  U 
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some  repetition ;  to  add  to  his  difficulties  it  so  hap- 
pens, that  the  present  age,  whilst  it  furnishes  less 
variety  to  his  choice,  requires  more  than  ever  for 
its  own  amusement ;  the  dignity  of  the  stage  must 
of  course  be  prostituted  to  the  unnatural  resources 
of  a  wild  imagination,  and  its  propriety  disturbed ; 
music  will  supply  those  resources  for  a  time,  and 
accordingly  we  find  the  French  and  English  theatres 
in  the  dearth  of  character  feeding  upon  the  airy  diet 
of  sound  ;  but  this,  with  all  the  support  that  spec- 
tacle can  give,  is  but  a  flimsy  substitute,  whilst  the 
public,  whose  taste  in  the  mean  time  becomes 
vitiated — 

— media  inter  cnrmina  poscunt 
Aut  Urswn  out  Pugiles 

the  latter  of  which  monstrous  prostitutions  we  have 
lately  seen  our  national  stage  most  shamefully  ex- 
posed to. 

"  By  comparing  the  different  ages  of  poetry  in 
our  own  country  w  ith  those  of  Greece,  we  shall  find 
the  effects  agree  in  each:  for  as  the  refinement  of 
manners  took  place,  the  language  of  poetry  became 
also  more  refined,  and  with  greater  correctness  had 
less  energy  and  force:  the  style  of  the  poet,  like  the 
characters  of  the  people,  takes  a  brighter  polish, 
which,  whilst  it  smooths  away  its  former  asperities 
and  protuberances,  weakens  the  staple  of  its  fabric, 
and  what  it  gives  to  the  elegance  and  delicacy  of  its 
complexion,  takes  away  from  the  strength  and  stur- 
diness  of  its  constitution.  Whoever  will  compare 
^schylus  with  Euripides,  and  Aristophanes  with 
Menander,  will  need  no  other  illustration  of  this 
remark. 

"  Consider  only  the  inequalities  of  Shakspcare's 
dramas  :  examine  not  only  one  with  another,  but 
compare  even  scene  with  scene  in  the  same  play. 
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;)kl  ever  the  imagination  of  man  run  riot  into  such 
wild  and  opposite  extremes?  Could  this  be  done, 
or  being  done,  would  it  be  suffered  in  the  present 
age?  How  many  of  these  plays,  if  acted  as  they 
were  originally  written,  would  now  be  permitted  to 
pass?  Can  we  have  a  stronger  proof  of  the  bar- 
barous taste  of  those  times,  in  which  Titus  Andro- 
iiicus  first  appeared,  than  the  favour  which  that 
horrid  spectacle  was  received  with  ?  Yet  of  this  we 
are  assured  by  Ben  Jonson.  If  this  play  was  Shak- 
speare's,  it  was  his  first  production,  and  some  of  his 
best  commentators  are  of  opinion  it  was  actually 
written  by  him  whilst  he  resided  at  Stratford-upon- 
Avon.  Had  this  production  been  followed  by  the 
three  parts  of  Henry  the  Sixth,  by  Love's  Labour's 
l^ost,  the  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  the  Comedy 
of  Errors,  or  some  few  others,  which  our  stage  does 
not  attempt  to  reform,  that  critic  must  have  had  a 
very  singular  degree  of  intuition,  who  had  disco- 
vered in  these  dramas  a  genius  capable  of  producing 
the  Macbeth.  How  would  a  young  author  be  re- 
ceived in  the  present  time,  who  was  to  make  his 
first  essay  before  the  public  with  such  a  piece  as 
Titus  Andronicus?  Now  if  we  are  warranted  in 
saying  there  are  several  of  Shakspeare's  dramas, 
which  could  not  live  upon  our  present  stage  at  any 
rate,  and  few,  if  any,  that  would  pass  without  just 
censure  in  many  parts,  were  they  represented  in 
their  original  state,  we  must  acknowledge  it  is  with 
reason  that  our  living  authors,  standing  in  awe  of 
their  audiences,  dare  not  aim  at  those  bold  and  irre- 
gular flights  of  imagination,  which  carried  our  bard 
to  such  a  height  of  fame ;  and  therefore  it  was  that 
I  ventured  awhile  ago  to  say,  there  can  be  no  poet 
in  a  polished  and  critical  age  like  this,  who  can  be 
brought  into  any  fair  comparison  with  so  bold  and 
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eccentric  a  genius  as  Shakspeare,  of  whom  we  may 
say  with  Horace — 

Tentavit  quuqiie  rem,  si  digne  vertere  posset. 
El  placuit  sibi,  naiura  sublimis  et  actr  : 
Nam  spiral  tragicum  satis,  etfeliciler  audet  : 
Sed  turpem  putat  in  scriptis  metuitqtte  liluram. 

When  I  bring  to  my  recollection  the  several  periods 
of  our  English  drama  since  the  age  of  Shakspeare, 
I  could  name  many  dates,  when  it  has  been  in  liands 
far  inferior  to  the  present,  and  were  it  my  purpose 
to  enter  into  particulars,  I  should  not  scruple  to  ap- 
peal to  several  dramatic  productions  within  the 
compass  of  our  own  times,  but  as  the  task  of  sepa- 
rating and  selecting  one  from  another  amongst  our 
own  contemporaries  can  never  be  a  pleasant  task, 
nor  one  1  would  willingly  engage  in,  I  will  content 
myself  with  referring  to  our  stock  of  modern  acting 
plaj's;  many  of  which,  having  passed  the  ordeal  of 
critics  (who  speak  the  same  language  with  what  I 
have  just  now  heard,  and  are  continually  crying 
dov.n  those  they  live  with),  may  perhaps  take  their 
turn  with  posterity,  and  be  hereafter  as  partially 
overrated  upon  a  comparison  with  the  productions 
of  the  age  to  come,  as  they  are  now  undervalued 
when  compared  with  those  of  the  ages  past. 

"  With  regard  to  Milton,  if  we  could  not  name 
any  one  epic  poet  of  our  nation  since  his  time,  it 
would  be  saying  no  more  of  us  than  may  be  said  of 
the  world  in  general,  from  the  era  of  Homer  to 
that  of  Virgil.  Greece  had  one  standard  epic  poet; 
Rome  had  no  more :  England  has  her  Milton.  If 
Dryden  pronounced  that  "the  force  of  nature  could 
no  further  go,"  he  was  at  once  a  good  authority  and 
a  strong  example  of  the  truth  of  the  assertion ;  if 
his  genius  shrunk  from  the   undertaking,  can   we 
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wonder  that  so  few  have  taken  it  up  /  Yet  we  will 
not  forget  Leonidas  ;  nor  speak  slightly  of  its  merit; 
and  as  tfeath  has  removed  the  worthy  author  where 
he  cannot  hear  our  praises,  the  world  may  now,  as 
in  the  case  of  Milton  heretofore,  be  so  much  the 
more  forward  to  bestow  them.  If  the  Samson 
Agonistes  is  nearer  to  the  simplicity  of  its  Grecian 
original  than  either  our  own  Elfrida  or  Caractacus, 
those  dramas  have  a  tender  interest,  a  pathetic 
delicacy,  which  in  that  are  wanting;  and  though 
Comus  has  every  charm  of  language,  it  has  a  vein 
of  allegory  that  impoverishes  the  mine. 

"The  variety  of  Dryden's  genius  was  such  as  to 
preclude  comparison,  were  I  disposed  to  attempt 
it.  Of  his  dramatic  productions  he  himself  declares, 
*'  that  he  never  wrote  any  thing  in  that  way  to  please 
himself  but  his  All  for  Love."  For  ever  under 
arms,  he  lived  in  a  continual  state  of  poetic  warfare 
with  his  contemporaries,  galling  and  galled  by  turns : 
he  subsisted  also  by  expedients,  and  necessity, 
which  forced  his  genius  into  quicker  growth  than 
was  natural  to  it,  made  a  rich  harvest  but  slovenly 
husbandry ;  it  drove  him  also  into  a  duplicity  of 
character  that  is  painful  to  reflect  upon  ;  it  put  him 
ill  at  ease  within  himself,  and  verified  the  fable  of 
the  nightingale,  singing  with  a  thorn  at  its  breast. 

"  Pope's  versification  gave  the  last  and  finishing 
polish  to  our  English  poetry :  his  lyre  more  sweet 
than  Dryden's,  was  less  sonorous ;  his  touch  more 
correct,  but  not  so  bold ;  his  strain  more  musical 
in  its  tones,  but  not  so  striking  in  its  effect :  review 
him  as  a  critic,  and  review  him  throughout,  you 
will  pronounce  him  the  most  perfect  poet  in  our 
language ;  read  him  as  an  enthusiast  and  examine 
him  in  detail,  you  cannot  refuse  him  your  approba- 
tion;, but  your  rapture  you  will  reserve  for  Dryden. 

V  2 
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"  But  you  will  tell  me  this  does  not  apply  to  the 
question  in  dispute,  and  that  instead  of  settling  pre- 
cedency between  your  poets,  it  is  time  for  me  to 
produce  my  own  :  for  this  I  shall  beg  your  excuse ; 
my  zeal  for  my  contemporaries  shall  not  hurry 
them  into  comparisons,  which  their  own  modesty 
would  revolt  from ;  it  hath  prompted  me  to  intrude 
upon  your  patience,  whilst  1  submitted  a  few  miti- 
gating considerations  in  their  behalf;  not  as  an 
answer  to  your  challenge,  but  as  an  eftbrt  to  soften 
your  contempt.  I  confess  to  you  I  have  sometimes 
flattered  myself  I  have  found  the  strength  of 
Dryden  in  our  late  Churchill,  and  the  sweetness  of 
Pope  in  our  lamented  Goldsmith:  enraptured  as  I 
am  with  the  lyre  of  Timotheus  in  the  Feast  of 
Alexander,  I  contemplate  with  awful  delight  Gray's 

enthusiastic  bard — 

«- 

On  a  rock,  whose  haughty  brow 
Frowns  o'er  old  Conway's  foaming  flood, 
Rob'd  in  tiie  sable  garb  of  woe, 
With  haggard  eyes  the  poet  stood  ; 
(Loose  his  beard  and  hoary  hair 
Stream'd  like  a  meteor  to  the  troubled  air) 
And  with  a  master's  hand  and  prophet's  fire 
Struck  the  deep  sorrows  of  his  lyre. 

Let  the  living  muses  speak  for  themselves  ;  I  have 
all  the  warmtli  of  a  friend,  but  not  the  presumption 
of  a  champion  :  the  poets  you  now  so  loudly  praise 
when  dead,  found  the  world  as  loud  in  defamation 
when  living:  you  are  now  paying  the  debts  of  your 
predecessors,  and  atoning  for  their  injustice;  pos- 
terity will  in  like  manner  atone  for  yours. 

"  You  mentioned  the  name  of  Addison  in  your 
list,  not  altogether  as  a  poet,  I  presume,  but  rather 
as  the  man  of  morals,  the  reformer  of  manners, 
and  the  friend  of  religion  ;  with  affection  1  subsi  ribe 
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my  tribute  to  his  literary  fame,  to  his  amiable  cha- 
racter :  in  sweetness  and  simplicity  of  style,  in 
purity  and  perspicuity  of  sentiment,  he  is  a  model 
to  all  essayists.  At  the  same  time  I  feel  the  honest 
pride  of  a  contemporary  in  recalling  to  your  me- 
mory the  name  of  Samuel  Johnson,  who  as  a  moral 
and  religious  essayist,  as  an  acute  and  penetrating 
critic,  as  a  nervous  and  elaborate  poet,  an  excellent 
grammarian,  and  a  general  scholar,  ranks  with  the 
first  names  in  literature. 

"  Not  having  named  an  historian  in  your  list  of 
illustrious  men,  you  have  precluded  me  from  ad- 
verting to  the  histories  of  Hume,  Robertson,  Lyt- 
telton,  Henry,  Gibbon,  and  others,  who  are  a  host 
of  writers,  which  all  antiquity  cannot  equal." 

Here  the  clergyman  concluded :  the  conversation 
now  grew  desultory  and  uninteresting,  and  I  re- 
turned home. 
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No.  LXXXIV. 


Est  genus  hominvm,  qui  esse  primos  se  omnium  rcrum  vuhmt, 
Nee  sunt.  Teuent.  ebn. 


What  a  delightful  thing  it  is  to  find  one's  self  in 
a  company,  where  tempers  harmonize,  and  hearts 
are  open  ;  where  wit  flows  without  any  checks  but 
what  decency  and  good  nature  impose,  and  humour 
indulges  itself  in  those  harmless  freaks  and  caprices, 
that  raise  a  laugh  by  which  no  man's  feelings  are 
offended. 

This  can  only  happen  to  us  in  a  land  of  freedom  ; 
it  is  in  vain  to  hope  for  it  in  those  arbitrary  coun- 
tries, where  men  must  lock  the  doors  against  spies 
and  informers,  and  must  intrust  their  lives,  whilst 
they  impart  their  sentiments  to  each  other.  In 
such  circumstances,  a  mind  enlightened  by  educa- 
tion is  no  longer  a  blessing :  what  is  the  advan- 
tage of  discernment,  and  how  is  a  man  profited  by 
his  capacity  of  separating  truth  from  error,  if  he 
dare  not  exercise  that  faculty  ?  It  were  safer  to  be 
the  blind  dupe  of  superstition  than  the  intuitive 
philosopher,  if  born  within  the  jurisdiction  of  an 
inquisitorial  tribunal.  Can  a  man  felicitate  himself 
in  the  glow  of  genius  and  the  gaiety  of  wit,  when 
breathing  the  air  of  a  country,  where  so  dire  an  in- 
strument is  in  force  as  a  lettre  de  cachet^  But  expe- 
rience hath  shown  us,  that  if  arbitrary  monarchs 
cannot  keep  their  people  in  ignorance,  they  cannot 
retain  the  miu  slavery ;  if  men  read,  they  will  medi- 
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tate  :  if  they  travel,  they  will  compare  ;  and  their 
minds  must  be  as  dark  as  the  dungeons  which  im- 
prison their  persons,  if  they  do  not  rise  with  indig- 
nation against  such  monstrous  maxims,  as  imprison- 
ment at  pleasure  for  undefined  offences,  self-accu- 
sations extorted  by  torments  and  secret  trials,  where 
the  prisoner  hath  neither  voice  nor  advocate.  Let 
those  princes,  whose  government  is  so  administered 
"  make  darkness  their  pavilion,"  and  draw  their 
very  mountains  down  upon  them  to  shut  out  the 
light,  or  expect  the  period  of  their  despotism  :  illu- 
minated minds  will  not  be  kept  in  slavery. 

With  a  nation  so  free,  so  highly  enlightened,  and 
so  eminent  in  letters  as  the  English,  we  may  well 
expect  to  find  the  social  qualities  in  their  best  state; 
and  it  is  but  justice  to  the  age  we  live  in,  to  confess 
those  expectations  may  be  fully  gratified.  There 
are  some,  perhaps,  who  will  not  subscribe  to  this 
assertion,  but  probably  those  very  people  make  the 
disappointments  they  complain  of:  if  a  man  takes 
no  pains  to  please  his  company,  he  is  little  likely  to 
be  pleased  by  his  company.  Liberty,  though  essen- 
tial to  good  society,  may  in  some  of  its  effects  ope- 
rate against  it;  for  as  it  makes  men  independent, 
independence  will  occasionally  be  found  to  make 
them  arrogant,  and  none  such  can  be  good  compa- 
nions ;  yet,  let  me  say  for  the  contemporaries  I  am 
living  with,  that  within  the  period  of  my  own  ac- 
quaintance with  the  world,  the  reform  in  its  social 
manners  and  habits  has  been  gradual  and  increasing. 
The  feudal  haughtiness  of  our  nobility  has  totally 
disappeared,  and,  in  place  of  a  proud  distant  reserve, 
a  pleasing  suavity  and  companionable  ease  have 
almost  universally  obtained  among  the  higher  orders : 
the  pedantry  of  oiiice  is  gone,  and  even  the  ani- 
mosity of  party  is  so  far  in  the  wane  that  it  serves 
rather  to  whet  our  wits  than  our  swords  against  each 
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other :  the  agitation  of  political  opinions  is  no  longer 
a  subject  fatal  to  the  peace  of  the  table,  but  takes 
its  turn  with  other  topics,  without  any  breach  of 
good  manners  or  good  fellowship. 

It  were  too  much  to  say  that  there  are  no  general 
causes  still  subsisting,  which  annoy  our  social  com- 
forts, and  disgrace  our  tempers;  they  are  still  too 
many,  and  it  is  amongst  the  duties  of  an  Observer 
to  set  a  mark  upon  them,  though  by  so  doing  I  may 
run  into  repetition,  for  I  am  not  conscious  of  having 
any  thing  to  say  upon  the  subject  which  I  have  not 
said  before  ;  but  if  a  beggar  who  asks  charity,  be- 
cause of  his  importunity,  shall  at  length  be  relieved; 
an  author,  perhaps,  who  enforces  his  advice,  shall 
in  the  end  be  listened  to. 

I  must,  therefore,  again  and  again  insist  upon  it, 
that  there  are  two  sides  to  every  argument,  and  that 
it  is  the  natural  and  unalienable  right  of  man  to  be 
heard  in  support  of  his  opinion,  he  having  first  lent 
a  patient  ear  to  the  speaker  vidio  maintains  senti- 
ments which  oppose  that  opinion  :  1  do  humbly  ap- 
prehend that  an  overbearing  voice,  and  noisy  volu- 
bility of  tongue,  are  proofs  of  a  very  underbred 
fellow,  and  it  is  with  regret  I  see  society  too  fre- 
quently disturbed  in  its  most  delectable  enjoyments 
by  this  odious  character:  I  do  not  see  that  any 
man  hath  a  right,  by  obligation  or  otherwise,  to  lay 
me  under  a  necessity  of  thinking  exactly  as  he 
thinks.  Though  T  admit,  that  "  from  the  fulness  of 
the  heart  the  tongue  speaketh,''  I  do  not  admit  any 
superior  pretensions  it  hath  to  be  Sir  Oracle  from 
the  fulness  of  the  pocket.  In  the  name  of  freedom, 
what  claim  hath  any  man  to  be  the  tyrant  of  the 
table  ?  As  well  he  may  avail  himself  of  the  greater 
force  of  his  fists  as  of  his  lungs.  Doth  sense  con- 
sist in  sound,  or  is  truth  only  to  be  measured  by 
the  noise  it  makes?  Can  it  be  a  disgrace  to  be  con- 
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vinced,  or  doth  any  one  lose  by  the  exchange,  who 
resigns  his  own  opinion  for  a  better?  When  I  re- 
flect upon  the  advantages  of  our  public  schools, 
where  puerile  tempers  are  corrected  by  collision ; 
upon  the  mathematical  studies,  and  scholastic  exer- 
cises of  our  universities,  I  am  no  less  grieved  than 
astonished  to  discover  so  few  proficients  in  well- 
nuuinered  controversy,  so  very  few  who  seem  to 
make  truth  the  object  of  their  investigation,  or  will 
spare  a  few  patient  moments,  from  the  eternal  re- 
petition of  their  own  deafening  jargon,  to  the  tem- 
perate reply  of  men,  probablj^  better  qualified  to 
speak  than  themselves. 

There  is  another  grievance  not  unfrequent,  though 
inferior  to  this  above  mentioned,  which  proceeds 
jointly  from  the  mixed  nature  of  society,  and  the 
ebullitions  of  freedom  in  this  happy  country,  I  mean 
that  roar  of  mirth,  and  uncontroled  flow  of  spirits, 
which  hath  more  vulgarity  in  it  than  ease,  more 
noise  than  gaiety  :  the  stream  of  elegant  festivity  will 
never  overflow  its  banks ;  the  delicacy  of  sex,  the 
dignity  of  rank,  and  the  decorum  of  certain  profes- 
sions, should  never  be  overlooked,  as  to  alarm  the 
feelings  of  any  person  present,  interested  for  their 
preservation.  When  the  softer  sex  entrust  them- 
selves to  our  society,  we  should  never  forget  the 
tender  respect  due  to  them  even  in  our  gayest  hours. 
When  the  higher  orders  by  descending,  and  the 
lower  by  ascending  out  of  their  sphere,  meet  upon 
the  level  of  good  fellowship,  let  not  our  superiors  be 
revolted  by  a  rusticity,  however  jovial,  nor  driven 
back  into  their  fastnesses,  by  overstepping  the  par- 
tition line,  and  making  saucy  inroads  into  their  pro- 
per quarters.  Who  questions  a  minister  about  news 
or  politics  ?  Who  talks  ribaldry  before  a  bishop  ? 
once  in  seven  years  is  often  enough  for  the  leveling 
familiarity  of  electioneering  manners. 

There  is  another  remark  which  I  cannot  excuse 
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myself  from  making,  if  it  were  only  for  the  sake  of 
those  luckless  beings,  who  being  born  with  duller 
faculties,  or  stamped  by  the  hand  of  nature  with 
oddities  either  of  humour  or  of  person,  seem  to  be 
set  up  in  society  as  butts  for  the  arrows  of  raillery 
and  ridicule.  If  the  object  thus  made  the  victim  of 
the  company,  feels  the  shaft,  who  but  must  suffer 
with  him?  If  he  feels  it  not,  we  blush  for  human 
nature,  whose  dignity  is  sacrificed  in  his  person ; 
and  as  for  the  professed  buffoon,  I  take  him  to 
have  as  little  pretensions  to  true  humour  as  a  pun- 
ster has  to  true  wit.  There  is  scope  enough  for  all 
the  eccentricities  of  character  without  turning  cruelty 
into  sport ;  let  satire  take  its  share,  but  let  vice  only 
shrink  before  it;  let  it  silence  the  tongue  that  wan- 
tonly violates  truth  or  defames  reputation ;  let  it 
batter  the  insulting  towers  of  pride,  but  let  the  air- 
built  castles  of  vanity,  much  more  the  humble  roof 
of  the  indigent  and  intirm,  never  provoke  its  spleen. 

It  happened  to  me  not  long  ago  to  fall  into  com- 
j)any  with  some  very  respectable  persons,  chiefly  of 
the  mercantile  order,  where  a  country  gentleman, 
Avho  was  a  stranger  to  most  of  the  party,  took  upon 
him  to  entertain  the  company  with  a  tedious  string 
of  stories,  of  no  sort  of  importance  to  any  soul  pre- 
sent, and  all  tending  to  display  his  own  conse- 
quence, fortune,  and  independence.  Such  conver- 
sation was  ill  calculated  for  the  company  present,  the 
majority  of  whom  had  I  dare  say  been  the  founders 
of  their  own  fortunes,  and  I  should  doubt  if  there 
was  any  quarter  of  the  globe  accessible  to  com- 
merce, which  had  not  been  resorted  to  by  some  one 
or  other  then  sitting  at  the  table.  This  uninterest- 
ing egotist,  therefore,  was  the  more  unj)ardonable, 
as  he  shut  out  every  topic  of  curious  and  amusing 
information,  which  could  no  where  meet  a  happier 
opportunity  for  discussion. 

He  was  endured  for  a  considerable  time  with  that 
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patience  which  is  natural  to  men  of  good  manners 
and  experience  in  the  world.  This  encouragement 
only  rendered  him  more  insupportable  ;  when  at  last 
an  elderly  gentleman  seized  the  opportunity  of  a 
short  pause  in  his  discourse,  to  address  the  follow- 
ing reproof  to  this  eternal  talker. 

"  We  have  listened  to  you,  sir,  a  long  time  with 
attention,  and  it  does  not  appear  that  any  body  pre- 
sent is  disposed  to  question  either  your  indepen- 
dence or  the  comforts  that  are  annexed  to  it;  we 
rejoice  that  you  possess  them  in  so  full  a  degree, 
and  we  wish  every  landed  gentleman  in  the  king- 
dom was  in  the  same  happy  predicament  with  your- 
self; but  we  are  traders,  sir,  and  are  beholden  to 
our  industry  and  fair  dealing  for  what  you  inherit 
from  your  ancestors,  and  yourself  never  toiled  for. 
Might  it  not  be  altogether  as  amusing  to  you  to  be 
told  of  our  adventures  in  foreign  climes  and  coun- 
tries;  of  our  dangers,  difficulties,  and  escapes;  our 
remarks  upon  the  manners  and  customs  of  other  na- 
tions, as  to  enclose  the  whole  conversation  within 
the  hedge  of  your  own  estate,  and  shut  up  intelli- 
gence, wide  as  the  world  itself,  within  the  narrow 
limits  of  your  parish  pound?  Believe  me,  sir,  we 
are  glad  to  hear  you,  and  we  respect  your  order  in 
the  state,  but  we  are  willing  to  hear  each  other  also 
in  our  turns ;  for,  let  me  observe  to  you  in  the  style 
of  the  counting  house,  that  conversation,  like  trade, 
abhors  a  monopoly,  and  that  a  man  can  derive  no 
benefit  from  society,  unless  he  hears  others  talk  as 
well  as  himself." 
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I  WAS  in  company  the  other  day  with  a  young  gen- 
tleman who  had  newly  succeeded  to  a  considerable 
estate,  and  was  a  good  deal  struck  with  the  conver- 
sation of  an  elderly  person  present,  who  was  very 
deliberately  casting  up  the  several  demands  that  the 

community  at  large  had  upon  his  property. . 

"  Are  you  aware,"  says  he,  "  how  small  a  portion 
of  your  revenue  will  properly  remain  to  yourself, 
when  you  have  satisfied  all  the  claims  which  you 
must  pay  to  society  and  your  country,  for  living 
amongst  us,  and  supporting  the  character  of  what  is 
called  a  landed  gentleman"?  Part  of  your  income 
will  be  stopped  for  the  maintenance  of  them  who 
have  none,  under  the  denomination  of  poor  rates ; 
this  may  be  called  a  fine  upon  the  partiality  of  for- 
tune, levied  by  the  law  of  society,  which  will  not 
trust  its  poor  members  to  the  precarious  charity  of 
the  rich :  another  part  must  go  to  the  debts  and  ne- 
cessities of  the  government,  which  protects  you  in 
war  and  peace,  and  is  also  a  fine  which  you  must  be 
content  to  pay  for  the  honour  of  being  an  English- 
man, and  the  advantage  of  living  in  a  land  of  liberty 
and  security.  The  learned  professions  will  also 
have  their  share  :  the  church  for  taking  care  of  your 
soul,  the  physician  for  looking  after  your  body,  and 
the  lawyer  must  have  part  of  your  property  for  su- 
perintending the  rest.  The  merchant,  tradesman, 
and  artisan  will  have  their  profit  upon  all  the  multi- 
plied wants,  comforts  and  indulgences  of  civihzed 
life  :  these  are  not  to  be  enumerated,  for  they  de- 
pend on  the  humours  and  habits  of  men  ;  they  have 
grown  up  with  the  refinements  and  elegances  of  the 


85.  OBSERVER.  '2'Sl 

age,  and  they  will  further  increase,  as  these  shall 
advance :  they  are  the  conductors,  which,  like  the 
blood-vessels  in  the  human  frame,  circulate  your 
wealth,  and  every  other  man's  wealth,  through  every 
limb  and  even  fibre  of  the  national  body :  the  hand 
of  industry  creates  that  wealth,  and  to  the  hand  of 
industry  it  finally  returns,  as  blood  does  to  the 
heart." 

If  we  trace  the  situation  of  man  from  a  mere  state 
of  nature  to  the  highest  state  of  civilisation,  we  shall 
find  these  artificial  wants  and  dependences  increase 
with  every  stage  and  degree  of  his  improvements ; 
so  that  if  we  consider  each  nation  apart  as  one  great 
machine,  the  several  parts  and  springs,  which  give 
it  motion,  naturally  become  more  and  more  compli- 
cated and  multifarious,  as  the  uses  to  which  it  is 
applied  are  more  and  more  diversified.  Again,  if 
we  compare  two  nations  in  an  equal  state  of  civili- 
sation, we  may  remark,  that  where  the  greater  free- 
dom obtains,  there  the  greater  variety  of  artificial 
wants  will  olDtain  also,  and  of  course  property  will 
circulate  through  more  channels :  this  I  take  to  be 
the  case  upon  a  comparison  between  France  and 
England,  arising  from  the  difli'erent  constitutions  of 
them  and  us  with  respect  to  civil  liberty. 

The  natural  wants  of  men  are  pretty  much  the 
same  in  most  states,  but  the  humours  of  men  will 
take  different  directions  in  different  countries,  and 
are  governed  in  a  great  degree  by  the  laws  and  con- 
stitution of  the  realm  in  which  they  are  found : 
there  are  numbers  of  people  in  England,  who  get 
their  living  by  arts  and  occupations  which  would 
not  be  tolerated  in  a  despotic  government.  Men's 
manners  are  simplified  in  proportion  to  the  restraint 
and  circumspection  under  which  they  are  kept. 
The  country  sports  of  English  gentlemen  furnish 
maintenance  and  employment  to  vast  numbers  of 
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our  people,  whereas  in  France  and  other  arbitrary 
states,  men  of  the  first  rank  and  fortune  reside  in 
the  capital,  and  keep  no  establishments  of  this  sort. 
What  a  train  of  grooms,  jockeys,  and  stable-boys 
follow  the  heels  of  our  horses  and  hounds,  in  tight 
boots  and  leather  breeches !  each  of  which  carries 
the  clothes  of  six  men  upon  his  back,  cased  in  one 
skin  of  flannel  under  another,  like  the  coats  of  an 
onion.  The  locomotive  mania  of  an  Englishman 
circulates  his  person,  and  of  course  his  cash,  into 
every  quarter  of  the  kingdom ;  a  Frenchman  takes 
a  journey  only  when  he  cannot  help  it,  an  EngHsh- 
nian  has  no  other  reason  but  because  he  likes  it; 
he  moves  with  every  shift  of  weather,  and  follows 
the  clianges  of  the  most  variable  climate  in  the 
world  ;  a  frosty  morning  puts  him  from  his  hunting, 
and  he  is  in  London  before  night;  a  thaw  meets 
him  in  town,  and  again  he  scampers  into  the  coun- 
try :  he  has  a  horse  to  run  at  Epsom,  another  at 
Sahsbury,  and  a  third  at  York,  and  he  must  be  on 
the  spot  to  back  every  one  of  them ;  he  has  a  stud 
at  Newmarket,  a  mistress  in  London,  a  shooting- 
box  in  Norfolk,  and  a  pack  of  fox-hounds  in  the 
New  Forest :  for  one  wheel  that  real  business  puts 
in  motion,  pleasure,  whim,  ennui  turn  one  hundred: 
sickness,  which  confines  all  the  rest  of  the  world, 
sends  him  upon  his  travels ;  one  doctor  plunges  him 
into  the  sea  at  Brighthelmstone,  a  second  steeps  him 
in  warm  water  at  Buxton,  and  a  third  sends  him  to 
Bath;  for  the  gentlemen  of  the  learned  faculty, 
whether  they  help  us  into  life,  or  help  us  out  of  it, 
make  us  pay  toll  at  each  gate ;  and  if  at  any  time 
their  art  keeps  us  alive,  the  fine  we  must  pay  to  their 
ingenuity  makes  the  renewal  in  some  cases  too  hard 
a  bargain  for  a  poor  man  to  profit  by.  In  all  other 
countries  upon  earth  a  man  is  contented  to  be  well 
and  pay  nothing  for  being  so,  but  in  England  even 
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health  is  an  expensive  article,  as  we  are  for  ever  con- 
triving liow  to  be  a  little  better,  and  physicians  are 
too  conscientious  to  take  a  fee  and  do  nothing  for 
it.  If  there  is  any  thing  like  ridicule  in  this,  it  is 
against  the  patient  and  not  against  the  physician  I 
would  wish  to  point  it:  it  is  in  England  that  the 
profession  is  truly  dignified,  and  if  it  is  here  accom- 
panied with  greater  emoluments,  it  is  proportionably 
practised  with  superior  learning;  if  life  is  more  valu- 
able in  a  land  of  freedom  than  in  a  land  of  slavery, 
why  should  it  not  be  paid  for  according  to  its  value? 
In  despotic  states,  where  men's  lives  are  in  fact  the 
property  of  the  prince,  all  subjects  should  injustice 
be  cured  or  killed  at  his  proper  charge ;  but  where 
a  man's  house  is  his  castle,  his  health  is  his  own 
concern. 

As  to  the  other  learned  profession  of  the  law,  to 
its  honour  be  it  spoken,  there  is  that  charming  per- 
plexity about  it,  that  we  can  ruin  one  another  and 
ourselves  with  the  greatest  certainty  and  facility. 
It  is  so  superior  to  all  other  sciences  that  it  can  turn 
demonstration  into  doubt,  truth  into  contradiction, 
make  improbability  put  matter  of  fa,ct  out  of  coun- 
tenance, and  hang  up  a  point  for  twenty  years 
which  common  sense  would  decide  in  as  many  mi- 
nutes. It  is  the  glorious  privilege  of  the  freemen  of 
England  to  make  their  own  laws,  and  they  have 
made  so  many  that  they  can  neither  count  them  up 
nor  comprehend  them.  The  parliament  of  England 
is  without  comparison  the  most  voluminous  author 
in  the  world ;  and  there  is  such  a  happy  ambiguity 
in  its  v/orks,  that  its  students  have  as  much  to  say 
on  the  wrong  side  of  every  question  as  upon  the 
right :  in  all  cases  of  discussion  it  is  one  man's  busi- 
ness to  puzzle,  and  another's  to  explain,  and  though 
victory  be  ever  so  certain,  it  is  agreed  between  the 
parties  to  make  a  long  battle :  there  must  be  an  ex- 
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traordinary  faculty  of  expression  in  the  law,  when 
the  only  parts  clearly  understood  are  those  which 
it  has  not  committed  to  writing. 

I  shall  say  very  little  in  this  place  upon  the  sacred 
profession  of  divinity ;  it  is  to  be  lamented  that  the 
church  of  England  is  not  provided  with  a  proper 
competency  for  all  who  are  engaged  in  performing 
its  functions ;  but  I  cannot  close  with  their  opinion 
who  are  for  stripping  its  dignities,  and  equalizing 
those  splendid  benefices,  which  are  at  once  the  glory 
and  the  support  of  its  establishment.  Levellers  and 
reformers  will  always  have  the  popular  cry  on  their 
side,  and  I  have  good  reason  to  know  with  what  in- 
veteracy a  man  is  persecuted  for  an  opinion  which 
opposes  it ;  and  yet  it  is  hard  to  give  credit  to  the 
sincerity  and  disinterestedness  of  him  who  courts 
popularity,  and  deny  it  to  the  man  who  sacrifices 
his  repose,  and  stands  the  brunt  of  abuse  in  defence 
of  what  he  believes  to  be  the  truth. 

And  now  having  fallen  upon  the  mention  of  Po- 
pularity, I  shall  take  leave  to  address  that  divinity 
with  a  few  lines  picked  up  from  an  obscure  author, 
which,  though  below  poetry,  are  not  quite  prose, 
and  on  that  account  pretty  nearly  suited  to  the  level 
of  their  subject. 

0  Popularity,  thou  giddy  tiling  ! 
What  grace  or  profit  dost  thou  bring? 
Thou  art  not  honesty,  thou  art  not  fame; 

1  cannot  call  thee  by  a  worthy  name: 
To  say  1  hate  thee  were  not  true  ; 
Contempt  is  properly  thy  due; 

I  cannot  love  thee  and  despise  thee  too. 

Tlwu  art  no  patriot,  but  the  veriest  cheat 

Tiiat  ever  traffic'd  in  deceit; 

A  state  empiric,  bellowing  loud 
Freedom  and  frenzy  to  the  mobbing  crowd  ; 

And  what  carest  thou,  if  thou  canst  raise 

Illuminations  and  huzzas, 
Thougli  half  the  city  sunk  in  one  bright  blaze? 
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A  patriot !  no  ;  for  thou  dost  hold  in  hate 

The  very  peace  and  welfare  of  the  state  ; 

When  anarchy  assaults  the  sovereign's  throne, 
Then  is  the  day,  the  night  thine  own ; 
Then  is  thy  triumph,  whea  the  foe 
Levels  some  dark,  insidious  blow. 

Or  strong  rebellion  lays  thy  country  low. 

Thou  canst  affect  humility,  to  hide 

Some  deep  device  of  monstrous  pride  ; 
Conscience  and  charity  pretend, 
For  compassing  some  private  end  ; 

And  in  a  canting  conventicle  note 
Long  Scripture  passages  canst  quote, 

When  persecution  rankles  in  thy  throat. 

Thou  hast  no  sense  of  nature  at  thy  heart, 
No  ear  for  science,  and  no  eye  for  art. 
Yet  confidently  dost  decide  at  once 
This  man  a  wit,  and  that  a  dunce; 
And  (strange  to  tell !)  howe'er  unjust. 
We  take  thy  dictates  upon  trust, 
For  if  the  world  will  be  deceived,  it  must. 

In  truth  and  justice  thou  hast  no  delight. 
Virtue  thou  dost  not  know  by  sight; 
But,  as  the  chymist  by  his  skill 

From  dross  and  dregs  a  spirit  can  distil, 
So  from  the  prisons,  or  the  stews. 
Bullies,  blasphemers,  cheats,  or  Jews 

Shall  turn  to  heroes,  if  they  serve  thy  views. 

Thou  dost  but  make  a  ladder  of  the  mob, 
Whereby  to  clime  into  some  courtly  job; 
There  safe  reposing,  warm  and  snug. 
Thou  answer'st  with  a  patient  shrug, 
Miscreants,  begone  !  who  comes  for  you, 
Ye  base-born,  brawling,  clamorous  crew 
You've  served  my  turn,  and,  vagabonds,  adieu ! 
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Being  now  arrived  at  the  conclusion  of  my  third 
volume*,  and  having  hitherto  given  my  readers  very 
little  interruption  in  my  own  person,  I  hope  I  may 
be  permitted  to  make  one  short  valedictory  address 
to  these  departing  adventurers,  in  whose  success  I 
am  naturally  so  much  interested, 

I  have  employed  much  time  and  care  in  rearing 
up  these  Essays  to  what  I  conceived  maturity,  and 
qualifying  them,  as  far  as  I  was  able,  to  shift  for 
themselves,  in  a  world  where  they  are  to  inherit  no 
popularity  from  their  author,  nor  to  look  for  any 
favour  but  what  they  can  earn  for  themselves.  To 
any,  who  shall  question  them  who  they  are,  and 
whence  they  come,  they  may  truly  answer — We  are 
all  one  man\  sons — we  are  indeed  Observers  but  no 
Spies.  If  this  shall  not  suffice,  and  they  must  needs 
give  a  further  account  of  themselves,  they  will  have 
to  say,  that  he  who  sent  them  into  the  world,  sent 
them  as  an  offering  of  his  good  will  to  mankind; 
that  he  trusts  they  have  been  so  trained  as  not  to 
hurt  the  feelings  or  oft'end  the  principles  of  any  man 
who  shall  admit  them  into  his  company ;  and  that 
for  their  errors  (which  he  cannot  doubt  are  many) 
he  hopes  they  will  be  found  errors  of  the  understand- 
ing, not  of  the  heart :  they  are  the  Hrstfruits  of  his 
leisure  and  retirement ;  and  as  the  mind  of  a  man  in 
that  situation  will  naturally  bring  the  past  scenes  of 
active  life  under  its  examination  and  review,  it  will 
surely  be  considered  as  a  pardonable  zeal  for  being 

*  This  alludes  to  the  original  form  of  publishing  these  vo- 
lumes.    C. 
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yet  serviceable  to  mankind,  if  he  gives  his  experi- 
ence and  observations  to  the  world,  when  he  has  no 
further  expectations  from  it  on  the  score  of  fame  or 
fortune.  These  are  the  real  motives  for  the  publi- 
cation of  these  papers,  and  this  the  author's  true 
state  of  mind :  to  serve  the  cause  of  morality  and 
religion  is  his  first  ambition;  to  point  out  some  use- 
ful lessons  for  amending  the  education  and  manners 
of  young  people  of  either  sex,  and  to  mark  the  evil 
habits  and  unsocial  humours  of  men,  with  a  view  to 
their  reformation,  are  the  general  objects  of  his  un- 
dertaking. He  has  formed  his  mind  to  be  contented 
with  the  consciousness  of  these  honest  endeavours, 
and  with  a  very  moderate  share  of  success.  He  has 
ample  reason  notwithstanding  to  be  more  than  satis- 
fied with  the  reception  these  papers  have  already 
had  in  their  probationary  excursion ;  and  it  is  not 
from  any  disgust,  taken  up  in  a  vain  conceit  of  his 
OM'n  merits,  that  he  has  more  than  once  observed 
upon  the  frauds  and  follies  of  popularity,  or  that  he 
now  repeats  his  opinion,  that  it  is  the  worst  guide  a 
public  man  can  follow,  who  wishes  not  to  go  out  of 
the  track  of  honesty :  for  at  the  same  time  that  he 
has  seen  men  force  their  w^ay  in  the  world  by  eftrou- 
tery,  and  heard  others  applauded  for  their  talents, 
whose  only  recommendation  has  been  their  inge- 
nuity in  wickedness,  he  can  recollect  very  few  indeed 
who  have  succeeded,  either  in  fame  or  fortune,  under 
the  disadvantages  of  modesty  and  merit. 

To  such  readers  as  shall  have  taken  up  these 
Essays  with  a  candid  disposition  to  be  pleased  he 
will  not  scruple  to  express  a  hope  that  they  have 
not  been  altogether  disappointed;  for  though  he  has 
been  unassisted  in  composing  them,  he  has  endea- 
voured to  open  a  variety  of  resources,  sensible  that 
he  had  many  dili'erent  palates  to  provide  for.     The 
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subject  of  politics,  however,  will  never  be  one  of 
these  resources;  a  subject  which  he  has  neither  the 
will  nor  the  capacity  to  meddle  with.  There  is  yet 
another  topic,  which  he  has  been  no  less  studious  to 
avoid,  which  is  personality;  and  though  he  pro- 
fesses to  give  occasional  delineations  of  living  man- 
ners, and  not  to  make  men  in  his  closet  (as  some 
Essayists  have  done),  he  does  not  mean  to  point  at 
individuals ;  for  as  this  is  a  practice  which  he  has 
ever  rigidly  abstained  from,  when  he  mixed  in  the 
world,  he  should  hold  himself  without  the  excuse, 
even  of  temptation,  if  he  was  now  to  take  it  up, 
when  he  has  withdrawn  himself  from  the  world. 

In  the  Essays  (which  he  has  presumed  to  call 
Literary,  because  he  cannot  strike  upon  any  appo- 
site title  of  an  humbler  sort)  he  has  studied  to  ren- 
der himself  intelligible  to  readers  of  all  descriptions, 
and  the  deep  read  scholar  will  not  fastidiously  pro- 
nounce them  shallow,  only  because  he  can  fathom 
them  with  ease ;  for  that  would  be  to  wrong  both 
himself  and  their  author,  who,  if  there  is  any  vanity 
in  a  pedantic  margin  of  references,  certainly  resisted 
that  vanity,  and  as  certainly  had  it  at  his  choice  to 
have  loaded  his  page  with  as  great  a  parade  of  au- 
thorities as  any  of  his  brother  writers  upon  classical 
subjects  have  ostentatiously  displayed.  But  if  any 
learned  critic,  now  or  hereafter,  shall  find  occasion 
to  charge  these  Essays  on  the  score  of  false  autho- 
rity or  actual  error,  their  author  will  most  thankfully 
meet  the  investigation ;  and  the  fair  reviewer  shall 
find  that  he  has  either  candour  to  adopt  correction, 
or  materials  enough  in  reserve  to  maintain  every 
warrantable  assertion. 

The  Moralist  and  the  Divine,  it  is  hoped,  will 
here  find  nothing  to  except  against;  it  is  not  likely 
such  an  offence  should  be  committed  by  one,  who 
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has  rested  all  his  hope  in  that  Revelation,  on  which 
his  faith  is  founded;  whom  nothing  could  ever  di- 
vert from  his  aim  of  turning  even  the  gayest  subjects 
to  moral  purposes,  and  who  reprobates  the  jest, 
which  provokes  a  laugh  at  the  expense  of  a  blush. 

The  Essays  of  a  critical  sort  are  no  less  addressed 
to  the  moral  objects  of  composition  than  to  those 
which  they  have  more  professedly  in  view  :  they  are 
not  undertaken  for  the  invidious  purpose  of  deve- 
loping errors,  and  stripping  the  laurels  of  departed 
poets,  but  simply  for  the  uses  of  the  living.  The 
specimens  already  given,  and  those  which  are  in- 
tended to  follow  in  the  further  prosecution  of  the 
work,  are  proposed  as  disquisitions  of  instruction 
rather  than  of  subtility;  and  if  they  shall  be  found 
more  particularly  to  apply  to  dramatic  composition, 
it  is  because  their  author  looks  up  to  the  stage  as 
the  great  arbiter  of  more  important  delights  than 
those  only  which  concern  the  taste  and  talents  of  the 
nation;  it  is  because  he  sees  with  serious  regret  the 
bufl'oonery  and  low  abuse  of  humour  to  which  it  is 
sinking,  and  apprehends  for  the  consequences  such 
an  influx  of  folly  may  lead  to.  It  will  be  readily 
granted  there  are  but  tv/o  modes  of  combating  this 
abasement  of  the  drama  with  any  probability  of  suc- 
cess :  one  of  these  modes  is,  by  an  exposition  of 
some  one  or  other  of  the  productions  in  question, 
which  are  supposed  to  contribute  to  its  degradation  ; 
the  other  is,  by  inviting  the  attention  of  the  public 
to  an  examination  of  better  models,  in  which  the 
standard  works  of  our  early  dramatists  abound.  If 
the  latter  mode  therefore  should  be  adopted  in  these 
Essays,  and  the  former  altogether  omitted,  none  of 
their  readers  will  regret  the  preference  that  has 
been  given  upon  such  an  alternative. 

If  the  ladies  of  wit  and  talents  do  not  take  offence 
at  some  of  these  Essays,  it  will  be  a  test  of  the  truth 
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of  their  pretensions,  when  they  discern  that  the  rail- 
lery, pointed  only  at  affectation  and  false  character, 
has  no  concern  with  them.  There  is  nothing  in 
which  this  nation  has  more  right  to  pride  itself  than 
the  genius  of  its  women ;  they  have  only  to  add  a 
little  more  attention  to  their  domestic  virtues,  and 
their  fame  will  tly  over  the  face  of  the  globe.  If  I 
had  ever  known  a  good  match  broken  off  on  the 
part  of  the  man,  because  a  young  lady  had  too 
much  modesty  and  discretion,  or  was  too  strictly 
educated  in  the  duties  of  a  good  wife,  I  hope  I 
understand  myself  too  well  to  obtrude  my  old 
fashioned  maxims  upon  them.  They  might  be  as 
witty  as  they  pleased,  if  I  thought  it  was  for  their 
good :  but  if  a  racer,  that  has  too  great  a  share  of 
heels,  must  lie  by  because  it  cannot  be  matched,  so 
must  every  young  spinster  if  her  wits  are  too  nimble. 
If  I  could  once  discover  that  men  choose  their 
wives,  as  they  do  their  friends,  for  their  manly 
achievements  and  convivial  talents,  for  their  being 
jolly  fellows  over  a  bottle,  or  topping  a  five-barred 
gate  in  a  fox  chase,  I  should  then  be  able  to  ac- 
count for  the  many  Amazonian  figures  I  encounter 
in  slouched  hats,  great  coats,  and  half-boots,  and 
I  would  not  presume  to  set  my  face  against  the 
fashion ;  or  if  my  experience  of  the  fair  sex  could 
produce  a  single  instance  in  the  sect  of  Sentimen- 
talists, which  could  make  me  doubt  of  the  pernici- 
ous influence  of  a  Musidorus  and  a  Lady  Thimble, 
I  would  not  so  earnestly  have  pressed  the  examples 
of  a  Sappho,  a  Calliope,  or  a  Melissa. 

The  first  Numbers  of  the  present  collection,  to 
the  amount  of  forty,  have  already  been  published ; 
but  being  worked  oft"  at  a  country  press,  I  find  my- 
self under  the  painful  necessity  of  discontinuing  the 
edition.  I  have  availed  myself  of  this  opportunity, 
not  only  by  correcting  the  imperfections  of  the  first 


87.  OBSERVER.  241 

publication,  but  by  rendering  this  as  unexception- 
able (in  the  external  at  least)  as  I  possibly  could. 
1  should  have  been  wanting  to  the  public  and 
myself,  if  the  flattering  encouragement  I  have 
already  received  had  not  prompted  me  to  proceed 
with  the  work ;  and  if  my  alacrity  in  the  further 
prosecution  of  it  shall  meet  any  check,  it  must  arise 
only  from  those  causes  which  no  human  diligence 
can  control. 

Vos  tamen  O  nosirine  festindle  lilieUi ! 
Si  post  fata  venit  gloria,  nonnc  piopero. 


No.  LXXXVII. 


Jam  le  premil  nox.  Horat. 


I  AM  sitting  down  to  begin  the  task  of  adding  a  new 
volume  to  these  Essays,  when  the  last  day  of  the 
year  17B9  is  within  a  few  hours  of  its  conclusion, 
and  I  shall  bid  farewell  to  this  eventful  period  with 
a  grateful  mind  for  its  having  passed  lightly  over  my 
head  without  any  extraordinary  perturbation  or 
misfortune  on  my  part  suffered,  gently  leading  me 
towards  that  destined  and  not  far  distant  hour, 
when  I,  like  it,  shall  be  no  more. 

I  have  accompanied  it  through  all  those  changes 
and  successions  of  seasons,  which  in  our  climate  are 
so  strongly  disciiminated;  have  shared  in  the  plea- 
sures and  productions  of  each,  and  if  any  little  idle 
jars  or  bickerings  may  occasionally  have  started  up 

VOL.  II.  '     Y 
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betwixt  us,  as  will  sometimes  happen  to  the  best  of 
friends,  I  willingly  consign  them  to  oblivion,  and 
keep  in  mind  only  those  kind  and  good  offices 
which  will  please  on  retiection,  and  serve  to  endear 
the  memory  of  the  deceased. 

All  days  in  twelve  months  will  not  be  days  of 
sunshine ;  but  I  will  say  this  for  my  friend  in  his  last 
moments,  that  I  cannot  put  my  finger  upon  one  in 
the  same  century,  that  hath  given  birth  to  more  in- 
teresting events,  been  a  warmer  advocate  for  the 
liberties  and  rights  of  mankind  in  general,  or  a 
kinder  patron  to  this  country  in  particular  :  1  could 
name  a  day  (if  there  was  any  need  to  point  out 
what  is  so  strongly  impressed  on  our  hearts)  a  day 
of  gratulation  and  thanksgiving  which  will  ever 
stand  forth  amongst  the  whitest  in  our  calendar. 

Hie  dies  vcre  mihi  festus  atras 
Eximet  airas :  ego  ne.c  iumultum. 
Nee  muri  per  vim  metiiam,  ienenle 

C(Esare  terras.  Horat. 

This  is  indeed  a  festal  day, 
A  day  that  heals  my  cares  and  pains, 
Drives  death  and  danger  far  away. 
And  tells  me  Caesar  lives  and  reigns. 

Though  my  friend  in  his  last  moments  hath  in  this 
and  other  instances  been  so  considerate  of  our  hap- 
piness, I  am  afraid  he  is  not  likely  to  leave  our  mo- 
rals much  better  than  he  found  them  :  I  cannot  say 
that  in  the  course  of  my  duty  as  an  Observer  any  very 
striking  instance  of  amendment  hath  come  under  my 
notice  ;  and  though  I  have  all  the  disposition  in  life 
to  speak  as  favourably  in  my  friend's  behalf  as 
truth  will  let  me,  I  am  bound  to  confess  he  was  not 
apt  to  think  so  seriously  of  his  latter  end  as  I  could 
have  wished ;  there  was  a  levity  in  his  conduct, 
which  he  took  no  pains  to  conceal ;  he  did  not  seem 
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to  reflect  upon  the  lapse  of  time,  how  speedily  his 
spring,  summer,  and  autumn  would  pass  away,  and 
the  winter  of  his  days  come  upon  him  ;  like  Wolsey 
he  was  not  aware  how  soon  {he  frost,  the  killhig  frost 
ivould  nip  his  root ;  he  was  however  a  gay  convivial 
fellow,  loved  his  bottle  and  his  friend,  passed  his 
time  peaceably  amongst  us,  and  certainly  merits  the 
good  word  of  every  loyal  subject  in  this  kingdom. 

As  for  his  proceedings  in  other  countries,  it  is 
not  here  the  reader  must  look  for  an  account  of 
them;  politics  have  no  place  in  these  volumes ;  but 
it  cannot  be  denied  that  he  has  made  many  widows 
and  orphans  in  Europe,  been  an  active  agent  for  the 
court  of  death,  and  dipped  his  hands  deep  in  Chris- 
tian and  Mahometan  blood.  By  the  friends  of  free- 
dom he  will  be  celebrated  to  the  latest  time.  He 
has  begun  a  business,  which  if  followed  up  by  his 
successor  with  equal  zeal,  less  ferocity,  and  more 
discretion,  may  lead  to  wonderful  revolutions  :  there 
are  indeed  some  instances  of  cruelty,  which  bear 
hard  upon  his  character !  if  separately  viewed,  they 
admit  of  no  palliation ;  in  a  general  light  allowances 
may  be  made  for  that  phrensy  which  seizes  the 
mind,  when  impelled  to  great  and  arduous  under- 
takings; when  the  wound  is  gangrened  the  incision 
must  be  deep,  and  if  that  is  to  be  done  by  coarse  in- 
struments and  unskilful  hands,  who  can  wonder  if 
the  gash  more  resembles  the  stab  of  an  assassin  than 
the  operation  of  a  surgeon:  an  era  is  now  open, 
awful,  interesting,  and  so  involved  in  mystery  that 
the  acutest  speculation  cannot  penetrate  to  the  issue 
of  it :  in  short,  my  friend  in  his  last  moments  hath  put 
a  vast  machine  in  motion,  and  left  a  task  to  futu- 
rity, that  will  demand  the  strongest  hands  and  ablest 
heads  to  complete :  in  the  mean  time  I  shall  hope 
that  my  countrymen,  who  have  all  those  blessings 
by  inheritance,  which  less  favoured  nations  are  now 
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struggling  to  obtain  by  force,  will  so  use  their  liberty, 
that  the  rest  of  the  world,  who  are  not  so  happy, 
may  think  it  an  object  worth  contending  for,  and 
quote  our  peace  and  our  prosperity  as  the  best 
proofs  existing  of  its  real  value. 

Whilst  my  thoughts  have  been  thus  employed  in 
reflecting  upon  the  last  day  of  an  ever  memorable 
year,  I  have  composed  a  few  elegiac  lines  to  be 
thrown  into  the  grave  which  time  is  now  opening  to 
receive  his  reliques. 

The  year's  gay  verdure,  all  its  charms  are  gone. 
And  now  comes  old  December  chill  and  drear, 
Dragging  a  darkling  length  of  evening  on. 
Whilst  all  things  droop,  as  Nature's  death  were  near. 

Time  flies  amain  with  broad  expanded  wings. 
Whence  never  yet  a  single  feather  fell, 
But  holds  his  speed,  and  through  the  welkin  rings 
Of  all  that  breathe  the  inexorable  knell. 

Oh  !  for  a  moment  stop— a  moment's  space 
For  recollection  mercy  might  concede, 
A  little  pause  for  man's  unthinking  race 
To  ponder  on  that  world,  to  which  they  speed. 

But  'tis  in  vain;  old  Time  disdains  to  rest. 
And  moment  after  moment  Hits  along, 
Each  with  a  sting  to  pierce  (he  idler's  breast, 
And  vindicate  its  predecessor's  wrong. 

Though  the  new  dawning  year  in  its  advance 
With  hope's  gay  promise  may  entrap  the  mind. 
Let  memory  give  one  retrospective  glance 
Through  the  bright  period  which  it  leaves  behind. 

Era  of  mercies!  my  wrapt  bosom  springs 
To  meet  the  transport  recollection  gives: 
Heaven's  angel  comes  with  healing  on  his  wings; 
He  shakes  his  plumes — my  country's  father  lives. 

The  joyful  tidings  o'er  the  distant  round 
Of  Britain's  empire  the  four  winds  proclaim, 
Iler  sunburnt  islands  swell  the  exulting  sound, 
And  farthest  (Ganges  echoes  George's  name. 
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Period  of  l)liss!  can  any  British  muse 
Bid  thee  farewell  without  a  parting  tear  ? 
Shall  the  liistorian's  gratitude  refuse 
His  brightest  page  to  this  recorded  year? 

Thon  Freedom's  nursing  mother  shall  be  styled 
The  glories  of  its  birth  are  all  thine  own, 
Upon  thy  breasts  hung  the  Herculean  child, 
And  tyrants  trembled  at  its  baby  frown. 

A  sanguine  mantle  the  dread  infant  wore, 
Before  it  roll'd  a  stream  of  human  blood  : 
Smiling  it  stood,  and,  pointing  to  the  shore, 
Beckon'd  the  nations  from  across  the  flood. 

Then  at  that  awful  sight,  as  with  a  spell, 
The  everlasting  doors  of  Death  gave  way, 
Prone  to  the  dust  Oppression's  fortress  fell, 
And  rescued  captives  hail'd  the  light  of  day. 

Meanwhile  Ambition  chased  its  fairy  prize 

With  moonstruck  madness  down  the  Danube's  stream. 

The  Turkish  crescent  glittering  in  its  eyes. 

And  lost  an  empire  to  pursue  a  dream. 

The  trampled  serpent  (Superstition)  wreath'd 
Her  festering  scales  with  anguish  to  and  fro. 
Torpid  she  lay,  then  darting  forward  sheath'd 
Her  deadly  fangs  in  the  unguarded  foe. 

Oh  Austria !  wh}'  so  prompt  to  venture  forth, 
When  fate  now  hurries  thee  to  lifes  last  goal? 
Thee  too,  thou  crowned  eagle  of  the  north, 
Death's  dart  arrests,  though  towering  to  the  pole. 

Down  then.  Ambition  ;  drop  into  the  grave! 
And  by  thy  follies  be  this  maxim  shown — 
'Tis  not  the  monarch's  glory  to  enslave 
His  neighbour's  empire,  but  to  bless  his  own. 

Come  then,  sweet  Peace !  in  Britain  fix  thy  reign. 
Bid  Plenty  smile,  and  Commerce  crowd  her  coast: 
And  may  this  ever  blessed  year  remain 
Her  king's,  her  people's,  and  her  muse's  boast. 

y2 
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No.  LXXXVIII. 

Nicolas  Pedrosa,  a  busy  little  being,  who  fol- 
lowed the  trades  of  shaver,  surgeon,  and  man-mid- 
wife in  the  town  of  Madrid,  mounted  his  mule  at 
the  door  of  his  shop  in  the  Plazuela  de  los  Atfligidos, 
and  pushed  through  the  gate  of  San  Bernardino, 
being  called  to  a  patient  in  the  neighbouring  village 
of  Foncarral,  upon  a  pressing  occasion.  Every  body 
knows  that  the  ladies  in  Spain  in  certain  cases  do 
not  give  long  warning  to  practitioners  of  a  certain 
description,  and  nobody  knew  it  better  than  Nico- 
las, who  was  resolved  not  to  lose  an  inch  of  his  way, 
nor  of  his  mule's  best  speed  by  the  way,  if  cudgel- 
ing could  beat  it  out  of  her.  It  was  plain  to  Nico- 
las's  conviction,  as  plain  could  be,  that  his  road 
laid  straight  forward  to  the  little  convent  in  front ; 
the  mule  was  of  opinion,  that  the  turning  on  the  left 
down  the  hill  towards  the  Prado  was  the  road  of  all 
roads  most  familiar  and  agreeable  to  herself,  and  ac- 
cordingly began  to  dispute  the  point  of  topography 
with  Nicolas  by  fixing  her  four  feet  resolutely  in  the 
ground,  dipping  her  head  at  the  same  time  between 
them,  and  launching  heels  and  crupper  furiously 
into  the  air  in  the  way  of  argument.  Little  Pe- 
drosa, who  was  armed  at  heel  with  one  massy  silver 
spur  of  stout,  though  ancient  workmanship,  reso- 
lutely applied  the  rusty  rowel  to  the  shoulder  of  his 
beast,  driving  it  with  all  the  good  will  in  the  world 
to  the  very  butt,  and  at  the  same  time  adroitly  tuck- 
ing his  blue  cloth  capa  under  his  right  arm,  and 
flinging  the  skirt  over  the  left  shoulder  en  cavalier, 
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began  to  lay  about  him  with  a  stout  ashen  sapling 
upon  the  ears,  poll,  and  cheeks  of  the  recreant  mule. 
The  fire  now  flashed  from  a  pair  of  Andalusian 
eyes  as  black  as  charcoal  and  not  less  intlammabie, 
and  taking  the  segara  from  his  mouth,  with  which 
he  had  vainly  hoped  to  have  regaled  his  nostrils  in 
a  sharp  winter's  evening  by  the  way,  raised  such  a 
thundering  troop  of  angels,  saints  and  martyrs,  from 
St.  Michael  downwards,  not  forgetting  his  own 
namesake  Saint  ^Nicolas  de  Tolentino  by  the  way, 
that  if  curses  could  have  made  the  mule  to  go,  the 
dispute  would  have  been  soon  ended,  but  not  a  saint 
could  make  her  stir  any  other  ways  than  upwards 
and  downwards  at  a  stand.  A  small  troop  of  men- 
dicant friars  Avere  at  this  moment  conducting  the 
host  to  a  dying  man. — "  Nicolas  Pedrosa,"  says  an 
old  friar,  "  be  patient  with  your  beast,  and  spare 
your  blasphemies;  remember  Balaam." — "  Ah  fa- 
ther,^' replied  Pedrosa,  "  Balaam  cudgeled  his 
beast  till  she  spoke,  so  will  I  mine  till  she  roars." — 
"  Fie,  fie,  profane  fellow,"  cries  another  of  the  fra- 
ternity. "  Go  about  your  work,  friend,"  quoth  Nico- 
las, "  and  let  me  go  about  mine ;  I  warrant  it  is  the 
more  pressing  of  the  two ;  your  patient  is  going  out 
of  the  world,  mine  is  coming  into  it." — "  Hear  him," 
cries  a  third,  "  hear  the  vile  wretch,  how  he  blas- 
phemes the  body  of  God." — And  then  the  troop 
passed  slowly  on  to  the  tinkling  of  the  bell. 

A  man  must  know  nothing  of  a  mule's  ears  who 
does  not  know  what  a  passion  they  have  for  the 
tinkling  of  a  bell,  and  no  sooner  had  the  jingling 
cords  vibrated  in  the  sympathetic  organs  of  Pe- 
drosa's  beast,  than  bolting  forward  with  a  sudden 
spring  she  ran  roaring  into  the  throng  of  friars, 
trampling  on  some  and  shouldering  others  at  a  most 
profane  rate ;  when  Nicolas,  availing  himself  of  the 
impetus,  and  perhaps  not  able  to  control  it,  broke 
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away,  and  was  out  of  sight  in  a  moment.  "  All  the 
devils  in  hell  blow  fire  into  thy  tail,  thou  beast  of 
Babylon,"  muttered  Nicolas  to  himself  as  he  scam- 
pered along,  never  once  looking  behind  him  or  stop- 
ping to  apologize  for  the  mischief  he  had  done  to  the 
bare  feet  and  shirtless  ribs  of  the  holy  brotherhood. 

Whether  Nicolas  saved  his  distance,  as  likewise, 
if  he  did,  whether  it  was  a  male  or  female  Castiliau 
he  ushered  into  the  world,  we  will  not  just  now  in- 
quire, contented  to  v/ait  his  return  in  the  first  of  the 
morning  next  day,  when  he  had  no  sooner  dis- 
mounted at  his  shop  and  delivered  his  mule  to  a 
sturdy  Arragonese  wench,  than  Don  Ignacio  de 
Santos  Aparicio,  alguazil  mayor  of  the  supreme  and 
general  inquisition,  put  an  order  into  his  hand, 
signed  and  sealed  by  the  Inquisidor  general,  for  the 
conveying  his  body  to  the  Casa,  whose  formidable 
door  presents  itself  in  the  street  adjoining  to  the 
square  in  which  Nicolas's  brazen  basin  hung  forth 
the  emblem  of  his  trade. 

The  poor  little  fellow,  trembling  in  every  joint, 
and  with  a  face  as  yellow  as  saftron,  dropped  a  knee 
to  the  altar,  which  fronts  the  entrance,  and  crossed 
himself  most  devoutly;  as  soon  as  he  had  ascended 
the  first  flight  of  stairs,  a  porter  habited  in  black 
opened  the  tremendous  barricade,  and  Nicolas  with 
horror  heard  the  grating  of  the  heavy  bolts  that  shut 
him  in.  He  was  led  through  passages  and  vaults 
and  melancholy  cells  till  he  was  delivered  into  the 
dungeon,  where  he  was  finally  left  to  his  solitary 
meditations.  Hapless  being !  what  a  scene  of  hor- 
ror. Nicolas  felt  all  the  terrors  of  his  condition,  but 
being  an  Andahisian,  and  like  his  countrymen  of  a 
lively  imagination,  he  began  to  turn  over  all  the  re- 
sources of  his  invention  for  some  happy  fetch,  if  any 
such  might  occur,  for  helping  him  out  of  the  dismal 
limbo  he  was  in  :  he  was  not  long  to  seek  for  the 
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cause  of  his  misfortune :  his  adventure  with  the 
barefooted  friars  was  a  ready  solution  of  all  diffi- 
culties of  that  nature,  had  there  been  any  :  there  was 
however  another  thing,  which  might  have  troubled 
a  stouter  heart  than  Nicolas's — He  was  a  Jsw. — 
This  of  a  certain  would  have  been  a  staggering  item 
in  a  poor  devil's  confession,  but  then  it  was  a  secret 
to  ail  the  world  but  Nicolas,  and  Nicolas's  consci- 
ence did  not  just  then  urge  him  to  reveal  it;  he  now 
began  to  overhaul  the  inventory  of  his  personals 
about  him,  and  with  some  satisfaction  counted  three 
little  medals  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  two  Agnus 
Deis,  a  Saint  Nicolas  de  Tolentino,  and  a  formid- 
able string  of  beads  all  pendant  from  his  neck  and 
within  his  shirt;  in  his  pockets  he  had  a  paper  of 
dried  figs,  a  small  bundle  of  segaras,  a  case  of 
lancets,  squirt  and  forceps,  and  too  old  razors  in  a 
leathern  envelope ;  these  he  had  delivered  one  by 
one  to  the  alguazil,  who  first  arrested  him, — "  and 
let  him  make  the  most  of  them,"  said  he  to  himself, 
"  they  can  never  prove  me  an  Israelite  by  a  case  of 
razors." — Upon  a  closer  rummage  however  he  dis- 
covered in  a  secret  pocket  a  letter,  which  the 
alguazil  had  overlooked,  and  which  his  patient 
Donna  Leonora  de  Casafonda  had  given  him  in 
charge  to  deliver  as  directed — "  Well,  well,''  cried 
he,  "  let  it  pass;  there  can  be  no  mystery  in  this 
harmless  scrawl ;  a  letter  of  advice  to  some  friend 
or  relation,  I'll  not  break  the  seal;  let  the  fathers 
read  it  if  they  like,  'twill  prove  the  truth  of  my  de- 
position, and  help  out  my  excuse  for  the  hurry  of 
my  errand,  and  the  unfortunate  adventure  of  my 
d-amned  refractory  mule." — And  now  no  sooner  had 
the  recollection  of  the  wayward  mule  crossed  the 
brain  of  poor  Nicolas  Pedrosa,  than  he  began  to 
blast  her  at  a  furious  rate, — "  The  scratches  and  the 
scab  to  boot  confound  thy  scurvy  hide,"  quoth  he, 
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"  thou  ass-begotten  bastard  whom  Noah  never  let 
into  his  ark !  Tiie  vengeance  take  thee  for  an  uncre- 
ated barren  beast  of  promiscuous  generation !  What 
devil's  crotchet  got  into  thy  capricious  noddle,  that 
thou  shouldst  fall  in  love  with  that  Nazaritish  bell, 
and  run  bellowing  like  Lucifer  into  the  midst  of 
those  barefooted  vermin,  who  are  more  malicious 
and  more  greedy  than  the  locusts  of  Egypt  ?  Oh  ! 
that  I  had  the  art  of  Simon  Magus  to  conjure  thee 
into  this  dungeon  in  my  stead;  but  I  warrant  thou 
art  chewing  thy  barley  straw  without  any  pity  for 
thy  wretched  master,  whom  thy  jade's  tricks  have 
delivered  bodily  to  the  tormentors,  to  be  the  sport 
of  tjjese  uncircumcised  sons  of  Dagon."  And  now 
the  cell  door  opened,  when  a  savage  figure  entered 
carrying  a  huge  parcel  of  clanking  fetters,  with  a 
collar  of  iron,  which  he  put  round  the  neck  of  Pe- 
drosa,  telling  him  with  a  truly  diabolical  grin,  whilst 
he  was  riveting  it  on,  that  it  was  a  proper  cravat 
for  the  throat  of  a  blasphemer. — "  Jesu-Maria," 
quoth  Pedrosa,  "  is  all  this  fallen  upon  me  for  only 
cudgeling  a  restive  mule?"  "  Ay,"  cried  the 
demon,  "  and  this  is  only  a  taste  of  what  is  to 
come,"  at  the  same  time  slipping  his  pincers  from 
the  screw  he  was  forcing  to  the  head,  he  caught  a 
piece  of  flesh  in  the  forceps,  and  wrenched  it  out  of 
his  cheek,  laughing  at  poor  Nicolas,  whilst  he  roar- 
ed aloud  with  the  pain,  telling  him  it  was  a  just 
reward  for  the  torture  he  had  put  him  to  a  while  ago, 
when  he  tugged  at  a  tooth  till  he  broke  it  in  his 
jaw.  "  Ah,  for  the  love  of  Heaven,"  cried  Pe- 
drosa, "  have  more  pity  on  me  for  the  sake  of  St. 
Nicolas  de  Tolentino,  my  holy  patron,  be  not  so  un- 
merciful to  a  poor  barber-surgeon,  and  I  will  shave 
your  worship's  beard  for  nothing  as  long  as  I  have 
life.''  One  of  (he  messengers  of  the  auditory  now 
came  in,  and  bade  the  fellow  strike  oft'  the  prisoner's 
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fetters,  for  that  the  holy  fathers  were  in  council,  and 
demanded  him  for  examination.  "  This  is  something- 
extraordinary,"  quoth  the  tormentor;  "  I  should 
not  have  expected  it  this  twelvemonth  to  come." 
Pedrosa's  fetters  were  struck  off;  some  brandy  was 
applied  to  stanch  the  bleeding  of  his  cheeks  :  his 
hands  and  face  were  washed,  and  a  short  jacket  of 
coarse  ticking  thrown  over  him,  and  the  messenger 
with  an  assistant  taking  him  each  under  an  arm,  led 
him  into  a  spacious  chamber,  where  at  the  head  of 
a  long  table  sat  his  excellency  the  inquisidor  gene- 
ral, with  six  of  his  assessors,  three  on  each  side  the 
chair  of  state  :  the  alguazil  mayor,  a  secretary  and 
two  notaries,  with  other  officers  of  the  holy  council, 
were  attending  in  their  places. 

The  prisoner  was  placed  behind  a  bar  at  the  foot 
of  the  table  between  the  messengers  who  brought 
him  in,  and  having  made  his  obeisance  to  the  awful 
presence  in  the  most  supplicating  manner,  he  was 
called  upon  according  to  the  usual  form  of  questions 
by  one  of  the  junior  judges  to  declare  his  name, 
parentage,  profession,  age,  place  of  abode,  and  to 
answer  various  interrogatories  of  the  like  trifling 
nature :  his  excellency  the  inquisidor  general  now 
opened  his  reverend  lips,  and  in  a  solemn  tone  of 
voice,  that  penetrated  to  the  heart  of  the  poor 
trembling  prisoner,  interrogated  him  as  follows — 

"  Nicolas  Pedroaa,  we  have  listened  to  the  ac- 
count you  give  of  yourself,  your  business  and  con- 
nexions, now  tell  us  for  what  offence,  or  offences, 
you  are  here  standing  a  prisoner  before  us  :  examine 
your  own  heart,  and  speak  the  truth  from  your  con- 
science without  prevarication  or  disguise."  "May 
it  please  your  excellency,"  replied  Pedrosa,  "  with 
all  due  submission  to  your  holiness  and  this  reverend 
assembly,  my  most  equitable  judges,  I  conceive  I 
stand  here  before  you  for  no  worse  a  crime  than 
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that  of  cudgeling  a  refractory  mule ;  an  animal  so 
restive  in  its  nature  (under  correction  of  your  holi- 
ness be  it  spoken),  that  although  I  were  blessed  with 
the  forbearance  of  holy  Job  (for  like  him  too  T  am 
married,  and  my  patience  hath  been  exercised  by  a 
wife),  yet  could  1  not  forbear  to  smite  my  beast  for 
her  obstinacy,  and  the  rather  because  I  was  sum- 
moned in  the  way  of  my  profession,  as  I  have 
already  made  known  to  your  most  merciful  ears, 
upon  a  certain  crying  occasion,  which  would  not 
admit  of  a  moment's  delay." 

"  Recollect  yourself,  Nicolas,"  said  his  excel- 
lency the  inquisidor  general,  "  was  there  nothing 
else  you  did,  save  smiting  your  beast?" 

"  I  take  St.  Nicolas  de  Tolentino  to  witness," 
replied  he,  "  that  I  know  of  no  other  crime,  for 
which  I  can  be  responsible  at  this  righteous  tri- 
bunal, save  smiting  my  unruly  beast." 

*'  Take  notice,  brethren,"  exclaimed  the  inquisi- 
dor, "  this  unholy  wretch  holds  trampling  over  friars 
to  be  no  crime." 

"  Pardon  me,  holy  father,"  replied  Nicolas,  "  I 
hold  it  for  the  worst  of  crimes,  and  therefore  wil- 
lingly surrender  my  refractory  mule  to  be  dealt  with 
as  you  see  fit,  and  if  you  impale  her  alive  it  will  not 
be  more  than  she  deserves." 

"  Your  wits  are  too  nimble,  Nicolas,"  cried  the 
judge;  "  have  a  care  they  do  not  run  away  with 
your  discretion :  recollect  the  blasphemies  you  ut- 
tered in  the  hearing  of  these  pious  people." 

"  I  humbly  pray  your  excellency,"  answered  the 
prisoner,  "  to  recollect  that  anger  is  a  short  madness, 
and  I  hope  allowances  will  be  made  by  your  holy 
council  for  words  spoken  in  haste  to  a  rebellious 
mule :  the  prophet  Balaam  was  thrown  off"  his 
guard  with  a  simple  ass,  and  what  is  an  ass  com- 
pared to  a  mule :  if  your  excellency  had  seen  the 
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lovely  creature  that  was  screaming  in  an  agony  til! 
1  came  to  her  relief,  and  how  fine  a  boy  I  ushered 
into  the  world,  which  would  have  been  lost  but  for 
my  assistance,  I  am  sure  I  should  notice  condemn- 
ed for  a  few  hasty  words  spoke  in  passion."' 

"  Sirrah!"  cried  one  of  the  puisny  judges,  "  re- 
spect the  decency  of  the  court." 

"  Produce  the  contents  of  this  fellow's  pockets 
before  the  court,"  said  the  president:  "  lay  them  on 
the  table." 

"  Monster,"  resumed  the  aforesaid  puisny  judge, 
taking  up  the  forceps,  "  what  is  the  use  of  this  dia- 
bolical machine  ?" 

"  Please  your  reverence,"  replied  PedrosR,  "  op- 
tum  est  ad  extrahendos foetus." — "  Unnatural  wretch," 
again  exclaimed  the  judge,  "  you  have  murdered  the 
mother." 

"  The  mother  of  God  forbid !"  exclaimed  Pedrosa, 
"  I  believe  I  have  a  proof  in  my  pocket,  that  will 
acquit  me  of  that  charge;"  and  so  saying,  he  ten- 
dered the  letter  we  have  before  made  mention  of  : 
the  secretary  took  it,  and  by  command  of  the  court 
read  as  follows : 

"  Senor  Don  Manuel  de  Herrera ; 

"  When  this  letter,  which  I  send  by  Nicolas  Pe- 
drosa, shall  reach  your  hands,  you  shall  know  that 
I  am  safely  delivered  of  a  lovely  boy  after  a  dan- 
gerous labour,  in  consideration  of  which  I  pray  you 
to  pay  to  the  said  Nicolas  Pedrosa  the  sum  of 
twenty  gold  pistoles,  which  sum  his  excellency" — 

"  Hold!"  cried  the  inquisidor  general,  starting 
hastily  from  his  seat,  and  snatching  away  the  letter, 
"  there  is  more  in  this  than  meets  the  eye:  break 
up  the  court;  I  must  take  an  examination  of  this 
prisoner  in  private.^' 

VOL.  II.  z 
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No.  LXXXIX. 

As  soon  as  the  room  was  cleared  the  inquisidor  ge- 
neral, beckoning  to  the  prisoner  to  follow  him,  re- 
tired into  a  private  closet,  where  throwing  himself 
carelessly  in  an  arm  chair,  he  turned  a  gracious 
countenance  upon  the  poor  affrighted  accoucheur ; 
and,  bidding  him  sit  down  upon  a  low  stool  by  his 
side,  thus  accosted  him; — "  Take  heart,  Senor  Pe- 
drosa,  your  imprisonment  is  not  likely  to  be  very 
tediou:*,  for  I  have  a  commission  you  must  execute 
without  loss  of  time :  you  have  too  much  conside- 
ration for  yourself  to  betray  a  trust,  the  violation  of 
which  must  involve  you  in  inevitable  ruin,  and  can 
in  no  degree  attaint  my  character,  which  is  far 
enough  beyond  the  reach  of  malice  :  be  attentive 
therefore  to  my  orders ;  execute  them  punctually, 
and  keep  my  secret  as  you  tender  your  own  life : 
dost  thou  know  the  name  and  condition  of  the  lady 
whom  thou  hast  delivered?"  Nicolas  assured  him 
he  did  not,  and  his  excellency  proceeded  as  follows  : 
— "  Then  I  tell  thee,  Nicolas,  it  is  the  illustrious 
Donna  Leonora  de  Casafonda;  her  husband  is  the 
president  of  Quito,  and  daily  expected  with  the 
next  arrivals  from  the  South  Seas ;  now,  though 
measures  have  been  taken  for  detaining  him  at  the 
port,  wherever  he  shall  land,  till  he  shall  receive 
farther  orders,  yet  you  must  be  sensible  Donna  Leo- 
nora's situation  is  somewhat  delicate :  it  will  be 
your  business  to  take  the  speediest  measures  for  her 
recovery,  but  as  it  seems  she  has  had  a  dangerous 
and  painful  labour,  this  may  be  a  work  of  more 
time  than  could  be  wished,  unless  some  medicines 
more   efficacious  than  common  are  administered : 
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art  thou  acquainted  with  any  such,  friend  Nicolas? 
— "  So  please  your  excellency,"  quoth  Nicolas,  "  my 
processes  have  been  tolerably  successful ;  I  have 
bandages  and  cataplasms  with  oil  and  conserves, 
that  I  have  no  cause  to  complain  of;  they  will  re- 
store nature  to  its  proper  state  in  all  decent  time" — 
"Thou  talkest  like  a  fool,  friend  Nicolas,"  inter- 
rupting him,  said  the  inquisidor :  "  What  tellest  thou 
me  of  thy  swathings  and  swaddlings  ?  quick  work 
must  be  wrought  by  quick  medicines:   hast  thou 
none  such  in  thy  botica  ?  I'll  answer  for  it  thou  hast 
not ;  therefore  look  you,  sirrah,  here  is  a  little  vial 
compounded  by  a  famous  chymist ;    see  that  you 
mix  it  in  the  next  apozem  you  administer  to  Doniia 
Leonora ;  it  is  the  most  capital  sedative  in  nature  ; 
give  her  the  whole  of  it,  and  let  her  husband  return 
when   he  will,   depend  upon  it  he  will  make   no 
discoveries  from  her.'' — "  Humph  !"  quoth  Nicolas 
w^ithin  himself,  "Well  said,  inquisidor!"  He  took 
the  vial  with   all   possible   respect,   and   was   not 
wanting  in  professions  of  the  most  inviolable  fide- 
lity and  secrecy — "No  more  words,  friend  Nicolas,'' 
quoth  the  inquisidor,  "  upon  that  score ;  I  do  not 
believe  thee  one  jot  the  more  for  all  thy  promises; 
my  dependance  is  upon  thy  fears  and  not  thy  faith  ; 
I  fancy  thou  hast  seen  enough  of  this  place  not  to 
be  willing  to  return  to  it  once  for  all." — Having  so 
said,  he  rang  a  bell,  and  ordered  Nicolas  to  be  forth- 
with liberated,   bidding  the  messenger  return   his 
clothes  instantly  to  him  with  all  that  belonged  to 
him,  and  having  slipped  a  purse  into  his  hand  well 
tilled  with  doubloons,  he  bade  him  begone  about  his 
business,  and  not  see  his  face  again  till  he  had  exe- 
cuted his  commands. 

Nicolas  bolted  out  of  the  porch  without  taking 
leave  of  the  altar,  and  never  checked  his  speed  till 
he  found  himself  fairly  housed  under  shelter  of  his 
own  beloved  brass  basin. — "  Aha!"  quoth  Nicolas, 
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"my  lord  inquisidor,  I  see  the  king  is  not  likely  to 
gain  a  subject  more  by  your  intrigues:  a  pretty  job 
you  have  set  me  about ;  and  so,  when  I  have  put 
the  poor  lady  to  rest  with  your  damned  sedative,  my 
tongue  must  be  stopped  next  to  prevent  its  blabbing : 
but  I'll  show  you  I  was  not  born  in  Andalusia  for 
nothing."  Nicolas  now  opened  a  secret  drawer  and 
took  out  a  few  pieces  of  money,  which  in  fact  was 
his  whole  stock  of  cash  in  the  world  :  he  loaded  and 
primed  his  pistols,  and  carefully  lodged  them  in  the 
holsters  of  his  saddle,  he  buckled  to  his  side  his 
trusty  spada,  and  hastened  to  caparison  his  mule. 
"  Ah,  thou  imp  of  the  old  one,"  quoth  he  as  he  en- 
tered the  stable,  "  art  not  ashamed  to  look  me  in  the 
face?"  But  come,  hussey,  thou  owest  me  a  good 
turn  methinks,  stand  by  me  this  once,  and  be  friends 
for  ever !  thou  art  in  good  case,  and  if  thou  wilt  put 
thy  best  foot  foremost,  like  a  faithful  beast,  thou 
shalt  not  want  for  barley  by  the  way."  The  bargain 
was  soon  struck  between  Nicolas  and  his  mule,  he 
mounted  her  in  the  happy  moment,  and  pointing  his 
course  towards  the  bridge  of  Toledo,  which  proudly 
strides  Avith  half  a  dozen  lofty  arches  over  a  stream 
scarce  three  feet  wide,  he  found  himself  as  com- 
pletely in  a  desert  in  half  a  mile's  riding,  as  if  he  had 
been  dropt  in  the  centre  of  Arabia  Petraea.  As 
Nicolas's  journey  was  not  a  tour  of  curiosity,  he  did 
not  amuse  himself  with  a  peep  at  Toledo,  or  Talavera, 
or  even  Merida  by  the  way ;  for  the  same  reason  he 
took  a  circumbendibus  round  the  frontier  town  of 
Badajoz,  and  crossing  a  little  brook  refreshed  his 
mule  with  the  last  draught  of  Spanish  water,  and  in- 
stantly congratulated  himself  upon  entering  the  ter- 
ritory of  Portugal.  "Brava!"  quoth  he,  patting 
the  neck  of  his  mule,  "  thou  shalt  have  a  supper  this 
night  of  the  best  sieve-meat  that  Estramudara  can 
furnish :  we  are  now  in  a  country  where  the  scat- 
tered tlock  of  Israel  fold  thick  and  fare  well."     He 
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now  began  to  chant  the  song  of  Solomon,  and 
gently  ambled  on  in  the  joy  of  his  heart. 

When  Nicolas  at  length  reached  the  city  of  Lis- 
bon, he  hugged  himself  in  his  good  fortune:  still  he 
recollected  that  the  inquisition  has  long  arms,  and 
he  was  yet  in  a  place  of  no  perfect  securitj\  Our 
adventurer  had  in  early  life  acted  as  assistant  sur- 
geon in  a  Spanish  frigate  bound  to  Buenos  Ayres, 
and  being  captured  by  a  British  man  of  war,  and 
carried  into  Jamaica,  had  very  quietly  passed  some 
years  in  that  place  as  journeyman  apothecary,  in 
which  time  he  had  acquired  a  tolerable  acquaintairce 
with  the  English  language:  no  sooner  then  did  he 
discover  the  British  ensign  flying  on  the  poop  of  an 
English  frigate  then  lying  in  the  Tagus,  than  he 
eagerly  caught  the  opportunity  of  paying  a  visit  to 
the  surgeon,  and  tincling  he  was  in  want  of  a  mate, 
oflered  himself,  and  was  entered  in  that  capacity 
for  a  cruize  against  the  French  and  Spaniards,  with 
whom  Great  Britain  was  then  at  war.  In  this  secure 
asylum  Nicolas  enjoyed  the  first  happy  moments  he 
had  experienced  for  a  long  time  past,  and  being  a 
lively  good-humoured  little  fellow,  and  one  that 
touched  the  guitar  and  sung  sequidillas  with  a  tole- 
rable grace,  he  soon  recommended  himself  to  his 
shipmates,  and  grew  in  favour  with  ev^ery  body  on 
board  from  the  captain  to  the  cook's  mate. 

When  they  were  out  upon  their  cruise  hovering 
on  the  Spanish  coast,  it  occurred  to  Nicolas  that  the 
inquisidor  general  at  Madrid  had  told  him  of  the  ex- 
pected arrival  of  the  president  of  Quito,  and  having 
imparted  this  to  one  of  the  lieutenants,  he  reported 
it  to  the  captain,  and  as  the  intelligence  seemed  of 
importance,  he  availed  himself  of  it  by  hauling  into 
the  track  of  the  homeward-bound  galleons,  and 
great  was  the  joy,  when  at  the  break  of  the  morning 
the    man   at   the   mast-head    announced   a   square 
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rigged  vessel  in  view :  the  ardour  of  a  chase  now 
set  all  hands  at  work,  and  a  few  hours  brought  them 
near  enough  to  discern  that  she  was  a  Spanish  fri- 
gate, and  seemingly  from  a  long  voyage;  little  Pe- 
drosa,  as  alert  as  the  rest,  stript  himself  for  his 
work,  and  repaired  to  his  post  in  the  cock-pit, 
whilst  the  thunder  of  the  guns  rolled  incessantly 
overhead :  three  cheers  from  the  whole  crew  at 
length  announced  the  moment  of  victory,  and  a 
few  more  minutes  ascertained  the  good  news  that 
the  prize  was  a  frigate  richly  laden  from  the  South 
Seas,  with  the  governor  of  Quito  and  his  suite  on 
board. 

Pedrosa  was  now  called  upon  deck,  and  sent  on 
board  the  prize  as  interpreter  to  the  first  lieutenant, 
wdio  was  to  take  possession  of  her.  He  found  every 
thing  in  confusion,  a  deck  covered  with  the  slain, 
and  the  whole  crew  in  consternation  at  an  event  they 
were  in  no  degree  prepared  for,  not  having  received 
any  intimation  of  a  war.  He  found  the  ofticers  in 
general,  and  the  passengers  without  exception,  under 
the  most  horrid  impressions  of  the  English,  and 
expecting  to  be  plundered,  and  perhaps  butchered 
without  mercy.  Don  Manuel  de  Casafonda  the  go- 
vernor, whose  countenance  bespoke  a  constitution 
far  gone  in  a  decline,  had  thrown  himself  on  a  sofa 
in  the  last  state  of  despair,  and  given  way  to  an  effu- 
sion of  tears  :  when  the  lieutenant  entered  the  cabin 
he  rose  trembling  from  his  couch,  and  with  the  most 
supplicating  action  presented  to  him  his  sword,  and 
with  it  a  casket  which  he  carried  in  his  other  hand ; 
as  he  tendered  these  spoils  to  his  conqueror,  whe- 
ther through  weakness  or  of  his  own  will,  he  made 
a  motion  of  bending  his  knee  :  the  generous  Briton, 
shocked  at  the  unmanly  overture,  caught  him  sud- 
denly with  both  hands,  and  turning  to  Pedrosa,  said 
aloud — "  Convince  this  gentleman  he  is  fallen  into 
the  hands  of  an  honourable  enemy." — "  Is  it  possi- 
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blel"  cried  Don  Manuel,  and  lifting  up  his  stream- 
ing- eyes  to  the  countenance  of  the  British  officer, 
saw  humanity,  valour,  and  generous  pity  so  strongly 
charactered  ia  his  youthful  features,  that  the  con- 
viction was  irresistible.  "  Will  he  not  accept  my 
sword ?"  cried  the  Spaniard.  "He  desires  you  to 
%vear  it  till  he  has  the  honour  of  presenting  you  to 
his  captain" — "Ah!  then  he  has  a  captain,"  ex- 
claimed Don  Manuel,  "  his  superior  will  be  of  ano- 
ther way  of  thinking;  tell  him  this  casket  contains 
my  jewels ;  they  are  valuable;  let  him  present  them 
as  a  lawful  prize,  which  will  enrich  the  captor;  his 
superior  will  not  hesitate  to  take  them  from  me." — 
"  If  they  are  your  excellency's  private  property," 
replied  Pedrosa,  "I  am  ordered  to  assure  you, 
that  if  your  ship  was  loaded  with  jewels,  no  British 
officer,  in  the  service  of  his  king,  will  take  them  at 
your  hands;  the  ship  and  effects  of  his  Catholic 
Majesty  are  the  only  prize  of  the  captors ;  the  per- 
sonals of  the  passengers  are  inviolate." — "  Generous 
nation!"  exclaimed  Don  Manuel,  "  how  greatly  have 
I  wronged  thee !" — The  boats  of  the  British  frigate 
now  came  alongside,  and  part  of  the  crew  were 
shifted  out  of  the  prize,  taking  their  clothes  and 
trunks  along  with  them,  in  which  they  were  very 
cordially  assisted  by  their  conquerors.  The  barge 
soon  after  came  aboard  with  an  officer  in  the  stern- 
sheets,  and  the  crew  in  their  white  shirts  and  velvet 
caps,  to  escort  the  governor  and  the  ship's  captain 
on  board  the  frigate,  which  lay  with  her  sails  to  the 
mast  awaiting  their  arrival ;  the  accommodation  lad- 
der was  slung  over  the  side,  and  manned  for  the  pri- 
soners, who  were  received  on  the  gang- way  by  the 
second  lieutenant,  whilst  perfect  silence  and  the 
strictest  discipline  reigned  in  the  ship,  where  all 
were  under  the  decks,  and  no  inquisitive  curious 
eyes  were  suffered  to  wound  the  feelings  of  the  con- 
quered even  with  a  glance  ;  in  the  door  of  his  cabin 
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stood  the  captain,  who  received  them  with  that  mo- 
dest complaisance,  which  does  not  revolt  the  unfor- 
tunate by  an  overstrained  politeness ;  he  was  a  man 
of  high  birth  and  elegant  manners,  with  a  heart  as 
benevolent  as  it  was  brave  :  such  an  address,  set  oft' 
with  a  person  finely  formed  and  perfectly  engaging-, 
could  not  fail  to  impress  the  prisoners  with  the  most 
favourable  ideas  ;  and  as  Don  Manuel  spoke  French 
fluently,  he  could  converse  with  the  British  captain 
without  the  help  of  an  interpreter:  as  he  expressed 
an  impatient  desire  of  being  admitted  to  his  parole, 
that  he  might  visit  friends  and  connexions,  from 
which  he  had  been  long  separated,  he  was  overjoyed 
to  hear  that  the  English  ship  would  carry  her  prize 
into  Lisbon ;  and  that  he  would  be  there  set  on 
shore,  and  permitted  to  make  the  best  of  his  way 
from  thence  to  Madrid ;  he  talked  of  liis  wife  with 
all  the  ardour  of  a  most  impassionate  lover,  and  apo- 
logised for  his  tears,  by  imputing  them  to  the  agony 
of  his  mind,  and  the  infirmity  of  his  health,  under 
the  dread  of  being  longer  separated  from  an  object 
so  dear  to  his  heart,  and  on  whom  he  doted  with 
the  fondest  att'ection.  The  generous  captor  indulged 
him  in  these  conversations,  and,  being  a  husband 
himself,  knew  how  to  allow  for  all  the  tenderness 
of  his  sensations.  "  Ah,  sir,"  cried  Don  Manuel, 
"  would  to  Heaven  it  were  in  my  |>ower  to  have 
the  honour  of  presenting  my  beloved  Leonora  to  you 
on  our  landing  at  Lisbon. — Perhaps,"  added  he, 
turning  to  Pedrosa,  who  at  that  moment  entered  the 
cabin,  "  this  gentleman,  whom  I  take  to  be  a  Spa- 
niard, may  have  heard  the  name  of  Donna  Leonora 
de  Casafonda:  if  she  has  been  at  Madrid,  it  is 
possible  he  may  have  seen  her;  should  that  be  the 
case,  lie  can  testify  to  her  external  charms;  I  alone 
can  witness  to  the  exquisite  perfections  of  her  mind.'' 
— "  Senor  Don  INIanuel,"  replied  Pedrosa,  "  I 
have  seen  Donna  Leonora,  and  your  excellency  is 
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warranted  in  all  you  can  say  in  her  praise ;  she  is 
of  incomparable  beauty."  These  words  threw  the 
uxorius  Spaniard  into  raptures;  his  eyes  sparkled 
with  delight;  the  blood  rushed  into  his  emaciated 
cheeks,  and  every  feature  glowed  with  unutterable 
joy :  he  pressed  Pedrosa  with  a  variety  of  rapid  in- 
quiries, all  which  he  evaded  by  pleading  ignorance, 
saying,  that  he  had  only  had  a  casual  glance  of  her, 
as  she  passed  along  the  Pardo.  The  embarrass- 
ment however  which  accompanied  these  answers, 
did  not  escape  the  English  captain,  who  shortly  after 
drawing  Pedrosa  aside  into  the  surgeon's  cabin,  was 
by  him  made  acquainted  with  the  melancholy  situa- 
tion of  that  unfortunate  lady,  and  every  particular 
of  the  story  as  before  related ;  nay,  the  very  vial  was 
produced  with  its  contents,  as  put  into  the  hands  of 
Pedrosa  by  the  inquisidor. 
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"Can  there  be  such  villany  in  man!"  cried  the 
British  captain,  when  Pedrosa  had  concladed  his 
detail:  "Alas!  my  heart  bleeds  for  this  unhappy 
husband:  assuredly  that  monster  has  destroyed  Leo- 
nora: as  for  thee,  Pedrosa,  whilst  the  British  flag- 
flies  over  thy  head,  neither  Spain,  nor  Portugal, 
nor  inquisidors,  nor  devils  shall  annoy  thee  under 
its  protection  ;  but  if  thou  ev,er  venturest  over  the 
side  of  this  ship,  and  rashly  settest  one  foot  upon 
Catholic  soil,  when  we  arrive  at  Lisbon,  thou  art  a 
lost  man." — "  I  were  worse  than  a  madman,"  re- 
plied Nicolas,  "  should  I  attempt  it." — "  Keep  close 
in  this  asylum  then,"  resumed  the  captain,  "  and  fear 
nothing.  Had  it  been  our  fate  to  have  been  cap- 
tured by  the  Spaniard,  what  would  have  become  of 
thee?" — '*  In  the  worst  of  extremities,"  replied  Ni- 
colas, "1  should  have  applied  to  the  inquisidors 
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vial ;  but  I  confess  I  had  no  fears  of  that  sort ;  a 
ship  so  commanded  and  so  manned  is  in  little  dan- 
ger of  being  carried  into  a  Spanish  port." — "  I  hope 
not,"  said  the  captain,  "  and  I  promise  thee  thou 
shalt  take  thy  chance  in  her,  so  long  as  she  is  afloat 
under  my  command,  and  if  we  live  to  conduct  her 
to  England,  thou  shalt  have  thy  proper  share  of 
prize-money,  which,  if  the  galleon  breaks  up  ac- 
cording to  her  entries,  will  be  something  towards 
enabling  thee  to  shift,  and  if  thou  art  as  diHgent  in 
thy  duty  as  I  am  persuaded  thou  wilt  be,  whilst  I 
live  thou  shalt  never  want  a  seaman's  friend." — At 
these  cheering  words,  little  Nicolas  threw  himself 
at  the  feet  of  his  generous  preserver,  and  with 
streaming  eyes,  poured  out  his  thatdcs  from  a  heart 
animated  with  joy  and  gratitude. — The  captain  rais- 
ing him  by  the  hand,  forbade  him,  as  he  prized  his 
friendship,  ever  to  address  him  in  that  posture  any 
more:  "Thank  me,  if  you  will,"  added  he,  "but 
thank  me  as  one  man  should  another:  let  no  knees 
bend  in  this  ship  but  to  the  name  of  God — But  now,'' 
continued  he,  "  let  us  turn  onr  thoughts  to  the 
situation  of  pur  unhappy  Casafonda:  we  are  now 
drawing  near  to  Lisbon,  where  he  will  look  to  be 
liberated  on  his  parole.'' — "  By  no  means  let  him 
venture  into  Spain,"  said  Pedrosa;  I  am  well  as- 
sured there  are  orders  to  arrest  him  in  every  port  or 
frontier  town,  where  he  may  present  himself." — "  I 
can  well  believe  it,"  replied  the  captain  ;  "  his  pite- 
ous case  will  require  further  deliberation ;  in  the 
mean  time  let  nothing  transpire  on  your  part,  and 
keep  yourself  out  of  his  sight  as  carefully  as  you 
can." — This  said,  the  captain  left  the  cabin,  and 
both  parties  repaired  to  their  several  occupations. 

As  soon  as  the  frigate  and  her  prize  cast  anchor 
in  the  Tagus,  Don  Manuel  de  Casafonda  impa- 
tiently reminded  our  captain  of  his  promised  parole. 
The  painful  moment  was  now  come,  when  an  ex- 
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planation  of  some  sort  became  unavoidable  :  the 
generous  Englishman,  with  a  countenance  expres- 
sive of  the  tenderest  pity,  took  the  Spaniard's  hand 
in  his,  and  seating  him  on  a  couch  beside  him,  or- 
dered the  centinel  to  keep  the  cabin  private,  and 
dehvered  himself  as  follows  : 

"  Senor  Don  Manuel,  I  must  now  impart  to  you 
an  anxiety  which  I  labour  under  on  your  account; 
I  have  strong  reason  to  suspect  you  have  enemies  in 
your  own  country,  Avho  are  upon  the  watch  to  ar- 
rest you  on  your  landing:  when  I  have  told  you 
this,  I  expect  you  will  repose  such  trust  in  my  ho- 
nour, and  the  sincerity  of  my  regard  for  you  as  not 
to  demand  a  further  explanation  of  the  particulars 
on  which  my  intelhgence  is  founded." — "  Heaven 
and  earth!"  cried  the  astonished  Spaniard,  "who 
can  be  those  enemies  I  have  to  fear,  and  what  can 
I  have  done  to  deserve  them?" — "  So  far  I  will  open 
myself  to  you,"  answered  the  captain,  "as  to  point 
out  the  principal  to  you,  the  inquisidor  general." — 
*'  The  best  friend  I  have  in  Spain,"  exclaimed  the 
governor,  "  my  sworn  protector,  the  patron  of  my 
fortune.  He  my  enemy!  impossible." — "Well, 
sir,"  replied  the  captain,  "  if  my  advice  does  not 
meet  belief,  I  must  so  far  exert  my  authority  for 
your  sake,  as  to  make  this  ship  your  prison  till  T 
have  waited  on  our  minister  at  Lisbon,  and  made 
the  inquiries  necessary  for  your  safety;  suspend 
your  judgment  upon  the  seeming  harshness  of  this 
measure  till  I  return  to  you  again  ?  and  at  the  same 
time,  rising  from  his  seat,  he  gave  orders  for  the 
barge,  and  leaving  strict  injunctions  with  the  first 
lieutenant  not  to  allow  of  the  governor's  quitting  the 
frigate,  he  put  off  for  the  shore,  and  left  the  melan- 
choly Spaniard  buried  in  profound  and  silent  medi- 
tation. 

The  emissaries  of  the  inquisition  having  at  last 
traced  Pedrosa  to  Lisbon,  and  there  gained  intelli- 
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gence  of  his  having  entered  on  board  the  frigate, 
our  captain  had  no  sooner  turned  into  the  porch  of 
the  hotel  at  Buenos  Ayres,  than  he  was  accosted 
by  a  messenger  of  state,  with  a  requisition  from  the 
prime  minister's  oiEce  for  the  surrender  of  one  Ni- 
colas Pedrosa  a  subject  of  Spain  and  a  criminal, 
who  had  escaped  out  of  the  prison  of  the  inquisi- 
tion in  Madrid,  where  he  stood  charged  with  high 
crimes  and  misdemeanours. — As  soon  as  this  requi- 
sition was  explained  to  our  worthy  captain,  with- 
out condescending  to  a  word  in  reply,  he  called  for 
pen  and  ink,  and  writing  a  short  order  to  the  officer 
commanding  on  board,  instantly  dispatched  the 
midshipman,  who  attended  him  to  the  barge,  with 
directions  to  make  the  best  of  his  way  back  to  the 
frigate,  and  deliver  it  to  the  lieutenant.  Then  turn- 
ing to  the  messenger,  he  said  to  him  in  a  resolute 
tone — "  That  Spaniard  is  now  borne  on  my  books, 
and  before  you  shall  take  him  out  of  the  service  of 
my  king,  you  must  sink  his  ship." — Not  waiting 
for  a  reply,  he  immediately  proceeded  without  stop 
to  the  house  of  the  British  minister  at  the  farther 
end  of  the  city.  Here  he  found  Pedrosa's  intelli- 
gence, with  regard  to  the  governor  of  Quito,  ex- 
pressly verified,  for  the  order  had  come  down  even 
to  Lisbon,  upon  the  chance  of  the  Spanish  frigate's 
taking  shelter  in  that  port.  To  this  minister  he  re- 
lated the  horrid  tale,  which  Pedrosa  had  delivered 
to  him,  and  with  his  concurrence  it  was  determined 
to  forward  letters  into  Spain,  which  Don  Manuel 
should  be  advised  to  write  to  his  lady  and  friends  at 
Madrid,  and  to  wait  their  answer  before  any  further 
discoveries  were  imparted  to  him  respecting  the 
blacker  circumstances  of  the  case.  In  the  mean 
time  it  was  resolved  to  keep  the  prisoner  safe  in  his 
asylum. 

The  generous  captain  lost  no  time  in  returning 
to  his  frigate,  where  he  immediately  imparted  to 
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Don  Manuel  the  intelligence  he  had  obtained  at  the 
British  minister's. — "  This,  indeed,"  cried  the  af- 
flicted Spaniard,  "  is  a  stroke  I  was  in  no  respect 
prepared  for;  I  had  fondly  persuaded  myself  there 
was  not  in  the  whole  empire  of  Spain  a  more  friendly 
heart  than  that  of  the  inquisidor's ;  to  my  beloved  Leo- 
nora he  had  ever  shown  the  tenderness  of  a  paternal 
aft'ection  from  her  very  childhood ;  by  him  our  hands 
were  joined;  his  lips  pronounced  the  nuptial  bene- 
diction, and  through  his  favour  I  was  promoted  to 
my  government.  Grant,  heaven,  no  misfortune  hath 
befallen  my  Leonora ;  surely  she  cannot  have  of- 
fended him,  and  forfeited  his  favour." — "  As  I 
know  him  not,"  replied  the  captain,  "  I  can  form 
no  judgment  of  his  motives;  but  this  I  know,  that 
if  a  man's  heart  is  capable  of  cruelty,  the  fittest 
school  to  learn  it  in  must  be  the  inquisition."  The 
proposal  was  now  suggested  of  sending  letters  into 
Spain,  and  the  governor  retired  to  his  desk  for  the 
purpose  of  writing  them ;  in  the  afternoon  of  the 
same  day  the  minister  paid  a  visit  to  the  captain, 
and  receiving  a  packet  from  the  hands  of  Don  Ma- 
nuel, promised  to  get  it  forwarded  by  a  safe  con- 
veyance according"  to  direction. 

In  due  course  of  time  this  fatal  letter  from  Leo- 
nora opened  all  'the  horrible  transaction  to  the 
wretched  husband : — 

"  The  guilty  hand  of  an  expiring  wife,  under  the 
agonizing  operation  of  a  mortal  poison,  traces  these 
few  trembling  lines  to  an  injured  wretched  husband. 
If  thou  hast  any  pity  for  my  parting  spirit,  fly  the 
ruin  that  awaits  thee,  and  avoid  this  scene  of  villany 
and  horror.  When  I  tell  thee  I  have  borne  a  child 
to  the  monster  whose  poison  runs  in  my  veins,  thou 
wilt  abhor  thy  faithless  Leonora ;  had  I  strength  to 
relate  to  thee  the  subtle  machinations  which  be- 
trayed me  to  disgrace,  thou  wouldst  pity  and  per- 
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haps  forgive  me.  Oh  agony!  Can  I  write  his 
name  ?  The  inquisidor  is  my  murderer — My  pea 
falls  from  my  hand — Fareveell  for  ever." 

Had  a  shot  passed  through  the  heart  of  Don  Ma- 
nuel, it  could  not  more  eft'ectually  have  stopped  its 
motions  than  the  perusal  of  this  fatal  vi^riting.  He 
dropped  lifeless  on  the  couch,  and  but  for  the  care 
and  assistance  of  the  captain  and  Pedrosa,  in  that 
posture  he  had  probably  expired.  Grief  like  his 
v,'ill  not  be  described  by  words,  for  to  words  it  gave 
no  utterance  :  'twas  suffocating  silent  woe. 

Let  us  drop  the  curtain  over  this  melancholy 
pause  in  our  narration,  and  attend  upon  the  mourn- 
ful widower  now  landing  upon  English  ground,  and 
conveyed  by  his  humane  and  generous  preserver  to 
the  house  of  a  noble  earl,  the  father  of  our  amiable 
captain,  and  a  man  by  his  virtues  stili  more  con- 
spicuous than  by  his  rank.  Here  amidst  the  gen- 
tle solicitudes  of  a  benevolent  family,  in  one  of  the 
most  enchanting  spots  on  earth,  in  a  climate  most 
salubrious  and  restorative  to  a  constitution  exhaust- 
ed by  heat,  and  a  heart  nearly  broken  with  sorrow, 
the  reviving  spirits  of  the  unfortunate  Don  Manuel 
gave  the  first  symptoms  of  a  possible  recovery.  At 
the  period  of  a  few  tranquillizing  weeks  here  passed 
in  the  bosom  of  humanity,  letters  came  to  hand 
from  the  British  minister  at  Lisbon,  in  answer  to  a 
memorial,  that  I  should  have  stated  to  have  been 
drawn  up  by  the  friendly  captain  before  his  depar- 
ture from  that  port,  with  a  detail  of  facts  deposed 
and  sworn  to  by  Nicolas  Predrosa,  which  memo- 
rial, with  the  documents  attached  to  it,  was  for- 
warded to  the  Spanish  Court  by  special  express 
from  the  Portuguese  premier.  By  these  letters  it 
appeared,  that  the  high  dignity  of  the  person  im- 
peached by  this  statement  of  facts  had  not  been 
sufficient  to  screen  hiiu  from  a  very  serious  and  com- 
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plete  investigation  :  in  the  course  of  which,  facts  had 
been  so  clearly  brought  home  to  him  by  the  confes- 
sion of  his  several  agents,  and  the  testimony  of  the 
deceased  Leonora's  attendants,  together  v/ith  her 
own  written  declarations,  whilst  tlie  poison  was  in 
operation,  that  though  no  public  sentence  had  been 
executed  upon  the  criminal,  it  was  generally  under- 
stood he  was  either  no  longer  in  existence,  or  in  a 
situation  never  to  be  heard  of  any  more,  till  roused 
by  the  awakening  trump,  he  shall  be  summoned  to 
his  tremendous  last  account.  As  for  the  unhappy 
widower,  it  was  fully  signified  to  him  from  autho- 
rity, that  his  return  to  Spain,  whether  upon  ex- 
change or  parole,  would  be  no  longer  opposed,  nor 
had  he  any  thing  to  apprehend  on  the  part  of  the 
government  when  he  should  there  arrive.  The 
same  was  signified  in  fewer  words  to  the  exculpated 
Pedrosa. 

Whether  Don  Manuel  de  Casafonda  will  in  time 
to  come  avail  himself  of  these  overtures,  time  alone 
can  prove.  As  for  little  Nicolas,  whose  prize 
money  has  set  him  up  in  a  comfortable  little  shop  in 
Duke's  Place,  where  he  breathes  the  veins  and 
cleanses  the  bowels  of  his  Israelitish  brethren,  in  a 
land  of  freedom  and  toleration,  his  merry  heart  is 
at  rest,  save  only  when  with  fire  in  his  eyes,  and 
vengeance  on  his  tongue,  he  anathematizes  the  in- 
quisition, and  struts  into  the  synagogue  every  sab- 
bath with  as  bold  a  step  and  as  erect  a  look  as  if 
he  was  himself  High  Priest  of  the  Temple,  going 
to  perform  sacrifice  upon  the  reassembling  of  the 
scattered  tribes. 
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A  GOOD  man  will  live  with  the  world  as  a  wise  man 
lives  with  his  wife  :  he  will  not  let  himself  down  to 
be  a  dupe  to  its  humours,  a  devotee  to  its  pleasures, 
or  a  flatterer  of  its  faults ;  he  will  make  himself  as 
happy  as  he  can  in  the  connexion  for  his  own  sake, 
reform  where  he  is  able,  and  complain  only  when  he 
cannot  help  it.  I  am  sick  of  that  conversation 
which  spends  itself  in  railing  at  the  times  we  live 
in :  1  am  apt  to  think  they  are  not  made  better  by 
those  complaints,  and  I  have  oftentimes  occasion 
to  know  they  are  made  worse  by  those  very  people 
who  are  loudest  to  complain  of  them.  If  this  be 
really  one  of  the  habits  of  age,  it  is  high  time  for 
every  man  who  grows  old  to  guard  against  it:  for 
there  is  no  occasion  to  invite  more  peevish  compa- 
nions for  the  last  hours  of  life  than  time  and  decre- 
pitude will  bring  in  their  train :  let  us  look  back 
upon  things  past  with  what  content  we  can,  salute 
time  present  with  the  best  grace  we  are  able,  and 
resign  ourselves  to  futurity  with  calmness  and  a  pa- 
tient mind.  If  we  do  not  wish  to  be  banished  from 
society  before  death  withdraws  us  from  it,  do  not  let 
us  trust  to  the  world's  respect  only,  let  us  strive  also 
to  conciliate  its  love. 

But  I  do  not  wish  to  argue  this  point  with  the 
sect  of  the  Murmurers  merely  upon  the  ground  of 
good  policy ;  I  should  be  sorry  for  the  world,  if  I 
could  give  no  better  reason  for  keeping  well  with  it 
than  in  selfdefence :  I  really  think  it  a  world  very 
easy  to  live  with  upon  passable  good  terms ;  I  am 
free  to  confess  it  has  mended  me  since  I  have  lived 
with  it,  and  I  am  fully  of  opinion  it  has  mended 
itself:  I  do  not  deny  but  it  has  its  failings;  it  still 
cuts  out  work  for  the  moralists,  and  I  am  in  no  fear 
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of  finding  subject  matter  for  three  more  volumes  of 
essays,  before  I  have  exhausted  the  duty  of  an  Ob- 
server. However,  though  I  have  presumed  upon 
taking  up  this  character  late  in  life,  yet  I  feel  no 
provocation  from  what  I  observe  in  others,  or  in  my- 
self, to  turn  Murmurer;  I  can  call  the  time  past 
under  my  review,  as  far  back  as  my  experience  will 
go,  and  comfort  myself  by  the  comparison  of  it  with 
the  time  present ;  1  can  turn  to  the  authors  who  have 
delineated  the  manners  of  ages  antecedent  to  my 
own,  without  being  ashamed  of  my  contemporaries, 
or  entertaining  a  superior  respect  for  theirs.  I  can- 
not look  back  to  any  period  of  our  own  annals,  of 
which  I  can  conscientiously  pronounce,  according  to 
such  judgment  as  I  am  possessed  of,  that  the  hap- 
piness of  society  was  better  secured,  and  more  com- 
pletely provided  for,  than  at  the  present  moment. 

This  may  appear  so  hardy  an  assertion,  that  if 
the  Murmurers  take  the  field  against  me,  I  suspect 
that  I  shall  find  myself,  as  I  frequently  have  done, 
in  a  very  decided  minority ;  for  let  the  reader  take 
notice,  I  know  the  world  too  well  to  think  of  get- 
ting popularity  by  defending  it :  if  ever  1  make  that 
my  object,  I  must  run  counter  to  my  own  princi- 
ples, and  abuse  many,  that  ail  may  read  me.  In 
the  mean  time  I  shall  make  a  show  of  some  of  my 
defences,  if  it  be  only  to  convince  the  Murmurers, 
that  I  shall  not  capitulate  upon  the  first  summons ; 
and  1  will  keep  some  strong  posts  marked  from 
their  view,  that  if  they  repeat  their  assault,  I  may 
still  have  resources  in  my  reach. 

Society  is  cemented  by  laws,  upheld  by  religion, 
endeared  by  manners,  and  adorned  by  arts. 

Let  us  now  inquire  what  is  the  present  state  of 
these  great  fundamentals  of  social  happiness,  and 
whether  any  better  period  can  be  pointed  out,  com- 
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pared  to  which  their  present  state  may  be  justly  pro- 
nounced a  state  of  declension. 

The  constitution  of  England  has  undergone  many 
changes.  The  monarch,  the  nobles,  and  the  people 
have  each  in  their  turn  for  a  time  destroyed  that 
proper  balance,  in  which  its  excellence  consists. 
In  feudal  times  the  aristocratic  power  preponde- 
rated, and  the  kingdom  was  torn  to  pieces  with  civil 
distractions.  From  the  accession  of  Henry  the 
Seventh  to  the  breaking  out  of  the  great  rebellion, 
the  power  of  the  sovereign  was  all  but  absolute; 
the  rapacity  of  that  monarch,  the  brutality  of  his 
successor,  the  persecuting  spirit  of  Mary,  and  the 
imperious  prerogative  of  Elizabeth  left  scarce  a  sha- 
dow of  freedom  in  the  people :  and,  in  spite  of  all 
the  boasted  glories  of  Elizabeth's  golden  days,  I 
must  doubt  if  any  nation  can  be  happy,  whose  lives 
and  properties  were  no  better  secured  than  those  of 
her  subjects  actually  were.  In  all  this  period,  the 
most  tranquil  moments  are  to  be  found  in  the  peace- 
ful reign  of  James  the  First ;  yet  even  then  the  king's 
jus  divinum  was  at  its  height,  and  totally  overturned 
the  scale  and  equipoise  of  the  constitution.  What 
followed  in  Charles's  day  I  need  not  dwell  upon  ;  a 
revolution  ensued;  monarchy  was  shaken  to  its 
foundations,  and  in  the  general  fermentation  and 
concussion  of  affairs,  the  very  dregs  of  the  people 
were  thrown  up  into  power,  and  all  was  anarchy, 
slaughter,  and  oppression.  From  the  Restoration 
to  the  Revolution  we  contemplate  a  period  full  of 
trouble,  and,  for  the  most  part,  stained  with  the 
deepest  disgrace :  a  pensioned  monarch,  an  aban- 
doned court,  and  a  licentious  people.  The  abdica- 
tion, or  more  properly,  the  expulsion  of  a  royal 
bigot,  set  the  constitution  upon  its  bottom,  but  it 
left  the  minds  of  men  in  a  ferment  that  could  not 


91.  ODSERVEK.  271 

speedily  subside :  ancient  loyalty  ajid  high  monar- 
chial  principles  were  not  to  be  silenced  at  once  by 
the  peremptory  fiat  of  an  act  of  parliament ;  men 
still  harboured  them  in  their  hearts,  and  popery, 
three  times  expelled,  was  still  upon  the  watch,  and 
secretly  whetting  her  weapons  for  a  fourth  attempt. 
Was  this  a  period  of  social  happiness  ? — The  suc- 
cession of  the  House  of  Hanover  still  left  a  pre- 
tender to  the  throne ;  and  though  the  character  of 
the  new  sovereign  had  every  requisite  of  temper  and 
judgment  for  conciliating  his  government,  yet  the 
old  leaven  was  not  exhausted,  fresh  revolutions 
were  attempted,  and  the  nation  felt  a  painful  repeti- 
tion of  its  former  sorrows. 

So  far  therefore  as  the  happiness  of  society  de- 
pends upon  the  secure  establishment  of  the  consti- 
tution, the  just  administration  of  the  laws,  the  strict 
and  correct  ascertainment  of  the  subjects'  rights, 
and  those  sacred  and  inviolable  privileges  as  to  per- 
son and  property,  which  every  man  amongst  us  can 
now  define,  and  no  man  living  dares  to  dispute,  so 
far  we  must  acknowledge  that  the  times  we  live  in 
are  happier  times  than  ever  fell  to  the  lot  of  our  an- 
cestors, and  if  we  complain  of  them,  it  must  be  on 
account  of  something  which  has  not  yet  come  under 
our  review;  we  will  therefore  proceed  to  the  next 
point,  and  take  the  present  state  of  religion  into  our 
consideration. 

Religious  feuds  are  so  terrible  in  their  conse- 
quences, and  the  peace  of  this  kingdom  has  been  so 
often  destroyed  by  the  furiousness  of  zealots  and 
enthusiasts,  struggling  for  church-establishment,  and 
persecuting  in  their  turns  the  fallen  party  without 
mercy,  that  the  tranquillity  we  now  enjoy  (greater, 
as  I  believe,  than  in  any  time  past,  but  certainly  as 
great),  is  of  itself  sufficient  to  put  the  modern  niur- 
Murcr  to   silence.     To  substautiate  my  assertion. 
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let  me  refer  to  the  rising  spirit  of  toleration ;  where- 
ever  that  blessed  spirit  prevails,  it  prevails  for  the 
honour  of  man's  nature,  for  the  enlargement  of  his 
heart,  and  for  the  augmentation  of  his  social  hap- 
piness. Whilst  we  were  contending  for  our  own 
rights,  self-defence  compelled  us  to  keep  off  the 
encroachments  of  others,  that  were  hostile  to  those 
rights ;  but  these  being  lirnily  established,  we  are 
no  longer  warranted  to  hang  the  sword  of  the  law 
over  the  head  of  religion,  and  oppress  our  seceding 
fellow  subjects.  Is  there  any  just  reason  to  com- 
plain of  our  established  clergy  in  their  collective 
character?  If  they  do  not  stun  us  with  controver- 
sies, it  is  because  they  understand  the  spirit  of  their 
religion  better  than  to  engage  in  them.  The  publi- 
cations of  the  pulpit  are  still  numerous,  and  if  they 
have  dropped  their  high  inflammatory  tone,  it  is 
to  the  honour  of  Christianity  that  they  have  so 
done,  and  taken  up  a  milder,  meeker  language  in  its 
stead.  As  for  the  practice  of  religion,  it  is  not  in 
my  present  argument  to  speak  of  that :  my  business 
is  only  to  appeal  to  it  as  an  establishment,  essential 
to  the  support  and  happiness  of  society;  and  when 
we  reflect  how  often  in  times  past  it  has  been  made 
an  engine  for  subverting  that  tranquillity  and  good 
order  in  the  state  which  it  now  peaceably  upholds, 
I  think  it  will  be  clear  to  every  candid  man  that 
this  cannot  be  one  of  the  causes  of  complaint  and 
murmur  against  the  present  times. 

The  manners  of  the  age  we  live  in  is  the  next  point 
1  am  to  review :  and  if  I  am  to  bring  this  into  any 
decent  compass,  I  must  reject  many  things  out  of 
the  account  that  would  make  for  my  argument,  and 
speak  very  briefly  upon  all  others. 

To  compare  the  manners  of  one  age  with  those  of 
another,  we  must  begin  by  calling  to  remembrance 
the  changes  that  may  have  been  made  in  our  own 


91.  OBSERVER.  -273 

time  (if  we  have  lived  long  enough  to  be  witnesses 
of  any),  or  we  must  take  them  upon  tradition,  or 
guess  at  them  by  the  writings  of  those  who  describe 
them.  The  comic  poets  are  in  general  good  de- 
scribers  of  the  living  manners,  and  of  all  dramatic 
painters  in  this  class  Ben  Jonson  is  decidedly  the 
best.  In  the  mirror  of  the  stage  we  have  the  reflec- 
tion of  the  times  through  all  their  changes,  from  the 
reign  of  Elizabeth  to  that  of  Anne,  with  an  excep- 
tion to  the  days  of  Oliver,  of  which  interval,  if  there 
was  no  other  delineation  of  the  reigning  ^manners 
than  what  we  find  in  the  annals  of  Whitelocke  and 
Clarendon,  we  should  be  at  no  loss  to  form  our  judg- 
ment of  them.  I  stop  at  the  age  of  Queen  Anne, 
because  it  was  then  that  Sir  Richard  Steele  and 
Mr.  Addison  began  to  spread  their  pallets,  and  when 
they  had  completed  The  Spectator,  nobody  will 
dispute  their  having  given  a  very  finished  portrait 
of  the  age  they  lived  in.  Where  they  stop  tra- 
dition may  begin ;  so  that  I  think  an  observing 
man,  with  all  these  aids,  and  no  short  experience 
of  his  own  to  help  them  out,  may  form  a  pretty 
close  comparison  in  his  own  thoughts  upon  the 
subject. 

Here  I  must  remind  the  reader  that  I  am  speak- 
ing of  manners  as  they  respect  society.  Now  we 
can  readily  refer  to  certain  times  past,  when  the 
manners  of  men  in  this  country  were  insufl'erably 
boisterous  and  unpolished ;  we  can  point  to  tlie 
period  when  they  were  as  notoriously  reserved, 
gloomy,  dark,  and  fanatical:  we  know  when  pro- 
fligacy threw  ofl'  all  appearances,  and  libertinism 
went  naked  as  it  were  into  all  societies  ;  we  can  tell 
when  pedantry  was  in  general  fashion,  when  duel- 
ing was  the  rage,  and  the  point  of  honour  was  to 
be  defined  by  a  chain  of  logic  that  would  have  puz- 
zled Aristotle;    we  can   turn  to  the  time  when  it 
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was  reputable  to  get  drunk,  and  when  the  fine  gen- 
tleman of  the  comedy  entertahis  his  mistress  with 
his  feats  over  the  bottle,  and  recommends  himself 
to  her  good  graces  by  swearing,  blustering,  and 
beating  the  watch.  We  know  there  are  such  words 
in  the  language  as  fop  and  beau,  and  some  can 
remember  them  in  daily  use ;  many  are  yet  living 
who  have  had  their  full  bottomed  wigs  brought 
home  in  a  chair  ;  and  many  an  old  lady  now  crowds 
herself  into  a  corner,  who  once  hooped  herself  in  a 
circle  hardly  less  than  Arthur's  round  table.  Here 
I  may  be  told  that  dress  is  not  manners ;  but  I 
must  contend  that  the  manners  of  a  man  in  a  full- 
bottomed  wig  must  partake  something  of  the  stiff- 
ness of  the  barber's  buckle;  nor  do  I  see  how  he 
can  walk  on  foot  at  his  ease  when  his  wig  goes  in 
a  chair.  How  many  of  us  can  call  to  mind  the  day 
when  it  was  a  mark  of  good  breeding  to  cram  a 
poor  surfeited  guest  to  the  throat,  and  the  most  so- 
cial hours  of  life  were  thrown  away  in  a  continual 
interchange  of  solicitations  and  apologies  ?  What  a 
stroke  upon  the  nerves  of  a  modest  man  was  it  then 
to  make  his  first  approaches,  and  perform  his  awk- 
ward reverences  to  a  solemn  circle,  all  rising  on 
their  legs  at  the  awful  moment  of  his  entry  !  and 
Mhat  was  his  condition  at  departing,  when,  after 
having  performed  the  same  tremendous  ceremonies, 
he  saw  his  retreat  cut  off  by  a  double  row  of  guards 
in  livery,  to  every  one  of  whom  he  was  to  pay  a  toll 
for  free  passage.  A  man  will  now  find  his  supe- 
riors more  accessible,  his  equals  more  at  their  ease, 
and  his  inferiors  more  mannerly  than  in  any  time 
past.  The  effects  of  public  education,  travel,  and  a 
general  intercourse  with  mankind,  the  great  influx 
of  foreigners,  the  variety  of  public  amusements, 
where  all  ranks  and  degrees  meet  promiscuously, 
the  constant  resort  to  bathing  and  water-drinking 
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places  ill  the  summer,  and  above  all  the  company 
of  the  fair  sex,  who  mix  so  much  more  in  society 
than  heretofore,  have,  with  many  conspiring  causes, 
altogether  produced  such  an  ease  and  suavity  of 
manners  throughout  the  nation,  as  have  totally 
changed  the  face  of  society,  and  leveled  ail  those 
bars  and  barriers  which  made  the  approaches  to 
what  was  called  good  company  so  troublesome,  and 
obstructed  the  intercouse  between  man  and  man. 
Here  then  1  shall  conclude  upon  this  topic,  and 
pass  to  the  arts,  which  I  said  were  the  ornaments 
of  society. 

As  I  am  persuaded  my  argument  will  not  be 
contested  in  this  quarter,  I  need  spend  few  words 
upon  so  clear  a  point.  If  ever  this  country  saw 
an  age  of  artists,  it  is  the  present.  Italy,  Spain, 
Flanders,  and  France  have  had  their  turn,  but  they 
are  now  in  no  capacity  to  dispute  the  palm,  and 
England  stands  without  a  rival ;  her  painters,  sculp- 
tors, and  engravers  are  now  the  only  schools,  pro- 
perly so  called,  in  Europe  ;  Rome  will  bear  witness 
that  the  English  artists  are  as  superior  in  talents  as 
they  are  in  numbers  to  those  of  all  nations  besides. 
I  reserve  the  mention  of  her  architects  as  a  sepa- 
rate class,  that  I  may  for  once  break  in  upon  my 
general  rule,  by  indulging  myself  in  a  prediction 
(upon  which  I  am  willing  to  stake  all  my  credit  with 
the  reader),  that  when  the  modest  genius  of  a  Har- 
rison shall  be  brought  into  fuller  display,  England 
will  have  to  boast  of  a  native  architect  which  the 
brightest  age  of  Greece  would  glory  to  acknow- 
ledge. 
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No.  XCII. 


TO  THE  OBSERVER, 


Kliam  inortuns  loqititor. 


"  SIR, 

"  If  I  am  rightly  advised,  the  laws  of  England 
have  provided  no  remedy  for  an  injury  which  1  have 
received  from  a  certain  gentleman  who  sets  me  at 
defiance,  and  whom  I  am  not  conscious  of  having 
offended  in  the  smallest  article  in  life.  My  case  is 
as  follows  :  Some  time  ago  I  went  into  the  South  of 
France  for  the  recovery  of  my  health,  which  (thank 
God)  I  have  so  far  effected  that  I  should  think  I 
was  at  this  very  moment  enjoying  as  good  a  stock 
of  spirits  and  strength  as  I  have  enjoyed  for  many 
years  of  my  life  past,  if  I  was  not  outfaced  by  the 
gentleman  in  question,  who  swears  I  am  dead,  and 
has  proceeded  so  far  as  to  publish  me  dead  to  all 
the  world,  with  a  whole  volume  of  memoirs  which  I 
have  no  remembrance  of,  and  of  sayings  which  I 
never  said. 

"  I  think  this  is  very  hard  upon  me,  and  if  there 
is  no  redress  for  such  proceedings,  but  that  a  man 
must  be  printed  dead  whenever  any  fanciful  fellow 
chooses  to  write  a  book  of  memoirs,  I  must  take  the 
freedom  to  say  this  is  no  country  to  live  in  ;  and 
let  my  ingenious  biographer  take  it  how  he  will,  I 
shall  still  maintain  to  his  face  that  I  am  alive,  and 
do  not  see  why  my  word  in  such  a  case  should  not 
go  as  far  as  his. 
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"  There  is  yet  another  thing  I  will  venture  to  say, 
that  I  did  never  in  the  whole  course  of  luy  life  utter 
one  half  or  even  one  tenth  part  of  the  smart  repar- 
tees and  bon  mots  he  is  pleased  to  impute  to  me : 
1  don't  know  what  he  means  by  laying  such  things 
at  my  door;  I  defy  any  one  of  my  acquaintance  to 
say  I  was  a  wit,  which  1  always  considered  as 
another  name  for  an  ill  tempered  fellow.  I  do  ac- 
knowledge that  I  have  lived  upon  terms  of  acquaint- 
ance with  my  biographer,  and  have  passed  some 
social  hours  in  his  company,  but  I  never  suspected 
he  was  minuting  down  every  foolish  tiling  that 
escaped  my  lips  in  the  unguarded  moments  of  con- 
vivial gaiety ;  if  I  had,  I  would  have  avoided  him 
like  the  pestilence.  It  is  hard  upon  a  man,  let  me 
tell  you,  sir,  very  hard  indeed,  to  find  his  follies 
upon  record,  and  I  conid  almost  wish  his  words  were 
true,  and  that  I  were  dead  in  earnest,  rather  than 
alive  to  read  such  nonsense,  and  find  myself  made 
the  father  of  it. 

"  Judge  of  my  surprise,  when  passing  along  Vigo 
Lane  upon  a  friendly  call,  as  I  intended  it,  to  this 
very  gentleman  of  whom  I  complain,  I  took  up  a 
volume  from  a  stall  in  a  whity  brown  paper  bind- 
ing, and  opening  it  at  the  title  page  met  my  own 
face,  staring  me  out  of  countenance  full  in  the  front : 
I  started  back  with  horror ;  nature  never  gave  me 
any  reason  to  be  fond  of  my  own  features  ;  I  never 
survey  my  face  but  when  I  shave  myself,  and  then 
I  am  ashamed  of  it;  I  trust  it  is  no  true  type  of  my 
heart,  for  it  is  a  sorry  sample  of  nature's  handy 
work,  to  say  no  worse  of  it.  VVhat  the  devil  tempted 
him  to  stick  it  there  I  cannot  guess,  any  more  than  I 
can  at  his  publishing  a  bundle  of  nonsensical  sayings 
and  doings,  which  I  detest  and  disavow.  As  for 
his  printing  my  last  will  and  testament,  and  dis- 
posing  of  my  poor  personals   at  pleasure,  I  care 
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little  about  it ;  if  he  had  taken  only  my  money  and 
spared  nij^  life,  I  would  not  have  complained. 

"  And  now  what  is  my  redress?  1  apply  myself 
to  you  in  my  distress,  as  an  author  whose  book  is  in 
pretty  general  circulation,  and  one,  as  I  perceive, 
who  assaults  no  man's  living  fame  and  character  :  I 
desire,  therefore,  you  will  take  mine  into  your  pro- 
tection, and  if  you  think  of  any  thing  to  deter  the 
world  in  future  from  such  flippancies,  you  are  wel- 
come to  make  what  use  you  please  of  this  letter; 
for  as  I  have  always  strove  to  do  what  little  service 
I  could  do  the  living  when  I  was  allowed  to  be  one 
of  their  number,  so  now  I  am  voted  out  of  their 
company,  \l  would  gladly  be  of  some  use  to  the 
dead.     Yours,  whilst  I  lived, 

"  H.  Posthumous. 

"  P.  S.  I  am  sorry  I  did  not  leave  you  something 
in  my  will,  as  I  believe  you  deserve  it  as  well  and 
want  it  more  than  some  that  are  in  it.  If  I  live  to 
die  a  second  time,  I  will  be  sure  to  remember  you." 

As  I  am  not  versed  in  the  law  of  libels,  I  know 
not  what  advice  to  give  in  Posthumous's  case,  whom 
I  would  by  no  means  wish  to  see  entangled  in  farther 
ditliculties ;  though  I  think  he  might  fairly  say  to  his 
biographer  with  a  courtly  poet  of  this  century, 

Oh  !  libel  mc  with  all  things  but  thy  praise ! 

The  practice  which  some  of  our  public  news- 
writers  are  in,  of  treating  their  readers  with  a  far- 
rago of  puerile  anecdotes  and  scraps  of  characters, 
has  probably  led  the  way  to  a  very  foolish  fashion, 
Avhich  is  gaining  ground  amongst  us  :  no  sooner  does 
a  great  man  die,  than  the  small  wits  creep  into  his 
coffin,  like  the  swarm  of  bees  in  the  carcass  of 
Samson's  lion,  to  make  honey  from  his  corpse.     It 
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is  high  time  that  the  good  sense  of  the  nation  should 
correct  this  impertinence. 

I  have  availed  myself  of  Posthumous's  permission 
to  publish  his  letter,  and  I  shall  without  scruple 
subjoin  to  it  one  of  a  very  different  sort,  which  I 
have  received  from  a  correspondent  whose  name  I 
do  not  mean  to  expose ;  it  is  with  some  reluctance 
I  introduce  it  into  this  work,  because  it  brings  a 
certain  person  on  the  stage  whom  I  have  no  desire 
to  exhibit  oftener  than  I  can  help  ;  but  as  I  think  it 
will  be  a  consolation  to  Posthumous  to  show  him 
others  in  the  same  hazard  with  himself,  I  hope  my 
readers  will  let  it  pass  with  this  apology. 

TO  THE  OBSERVER. 
"SIR, 

"  I  am  a  man  who  say  a  great  many  good  things 
myself,  and  hear  many  good  things  said  by  others; 
for  I  frequent  clubs  and  coffee-rooms  in  all  parts  of 
the  town,  attend  the  pleadings  in  Westminster  Hall, 
and  am  remarkably  fond  of  the  company  of  men  of 
genius,  and  never  miss  a  dinner  at  the  JMansiou 
House  upon  my  Lord  Mayor's  day. 

"  I  am  in  the  habit  of  committing  to  paper  every 
thing  of  this  sort,  whether  it  is  of  my  own  saying  or 
any  other  person's,  when  I  am  convinced  I  myself 
should  have  said  it,  if  he  had  not :  these  I  call  my 
conscientious  witticisms,  and  give  them  a  leaf  in  my 
commonplace  book  to  themselves. 

"  I  have  the  pleasure  to  tell  you  that  my  collec- 
tion is  now  become  not  only  considerable  in  bulk, 
but  (that  I  may  speak  humlily  of  its  merit)  I  will 
also  say  that  it  is  to  the  full  as  good,  and  far  more 
creditable  to  any  gentleman's  character,  than  the 
books  which  have  been  published  about  a  certain 
great  wit  lately  deceased,  whose  memory  has  been 
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SO  completely  dissected  by  the  operators  in  Sta- 
tioners' Hall. 

"  Though  I  have  as  much  respect  for  posterity  as 
any  man  can  entertain  for  persons  he  is  not  ac- 
quainted with,  still  I  cannot  understand  how  a  post- 
obit  of  this  sort  can  profit  me  in  my  life,  unless  I 
could  make  it  over  to  some  purchaser  upon  bene- 
ficial conditions.  Now  as  there  are  people  in  the 
world  who  have  done  many  famous  actions  without 
having  once  uttered  a  real  good  thing,  as  it  is  called, 
I  should  think  my  collection  might  be  an  acceptable 
purchase  to  a  gentleman  of  this  description,  and 
such  a  one  should  have  it  a  bargain,  as  1  would  be 
very  glad  to  give  a  finishing  to  his  character,  which 
I  can  best  compare  to  a  coat  of  Adams's  piaster  on 
a  well  built  house. 

"  For  my  own  part,  being  neither  more  nor  less 
than  a  haberdasher  of  small  wares,  and  having 
scarcely  rambled  beyond  the  boundaries  of  the  bills 
of  mortality  since  I  was  out  of  ray  apprenticeship,  I 
have  not  the  presumption  to  think  the  anecdotes  of 
my  own  life  important  enough  for  posthumous  pub- 
lication; neither  do  I  suppose  my  writings  (though 
pretty  numerous,  as  my  books  will  testify,  and 
many  great  names  standing  amongst  them,  which  it 
is  probable  1  shall  never  cross  out)  will  be  thought 
so  interesting  to  the  public  as  to  come  into  compe- 
tition with  the  lively  memoirs  of  a  Bellamy  and  a 
Baddeley,  who  furnish  so  many  agreeable  records 
of  many  noble  families,  and  are  the  solace  of  more 
than  half  the  toilets  in  town  and  country. 

"  But  to  come  more  closely  to  the  chief  purport 
of  this  letter — It  was  about  a  fortnight  ago  that  I 
crossed  upon  you  in  the  Poultry,  near  the  shop 
door  of  your  worthy  bookseller:  I  could  not  help 
giving  a  glance  at  your  looks,  and  methoiight  there 
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Avas  a  morbid  sallowness  in  your  coniplesioii,  and  a 
sickly  languor  in  your  eye,  that  indicated  speedy 
dissolution  :  I  watched  you  for  some  time,  and  as 
you  turned  into  the  shop  remarked  the  total  want  of 
energy  in  your  step.  I  know  whom  I  am  saying 
this  to,  and  therefore  am  not  afraid  of  startling  you 
by  my  observations  ;  but  if  you  actually  perceive 
those  threatening  symptoms  which  I  took  notice  of, 
it  may  probably  be  your  wish  to  lay  in  some  store 
for  a  journey  you  are  soon  to  take.  You  have  al- 
ways been  a  friend  and  customer  to  me,  and  there 
is  nobody  I  shall  more  readily  serve  than  yourself. 
I  have  long  noticed  with  regret  the  very  little  favour 
you  receive  from  your  contemporaries,  and  shall 
gladly  contribute  to  your  kinder  reception  from  pos- 
terity ;  now  I  tiatter  myself,  if  you  adopt  my  col- 
lection, you  will  at  least  be  celebrated  for  your  say- 
ings, whatever  may  become  of  your  writings. 

"As  for  your  private  history,  if  I  may  guess  from 
certain  events  which  have  been  reported  to  me,  you 
may,  with  a  little  allowable  embellishment,  make  up 
a  decent  life  of  it.  It  was  with  great  pleasure  I 
heard  t'other  day,  that  you  were  stabbed  by  a  monk 
in  Portugal,  broke  your  limbs  in  Spain,  and  was 
poisoned  with  a  salad  at  Paris  :  these,  with  your 
adventures  at  sea,  your  suft'erings  at  Bayonne,  and 
the  treatment  you  received  from  your  employers  on 
your  return,  will  be  amusing  anecdotes ;  and  as  it 
is  generally  supposed  you  have  not  amassed  any 
very  great  fortune  by  the  plunder  of  the  public, 
your  narrative  will  be  read  without  raising  any  envy 
in  the  reader,  which  will  be  so  much  in  your  favour. 
Still  your  chief  dependance  must  rest  upon  the  col- 
lection I  shall  supply  you  with  ;  and  when  the 
world  comes  to  understand  how  many  excellent 
things  you  said,  and  how  much  more  wit  you  had 
than  any  of  your  contemporaries  gave  you  credit 
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for,  they  will  begin  to  think  you  had  not  fair  play 
whilst  you  were  alive,  and  who  knows  but  they 
may  take  it  in  mind  to  raise  a  monument  to  you  by 
subscription  amongst  other  merry  fellows  of  your 
day  ?  I  am  yours, 

"H.  B.' 

I  desire  my  correspondent  will  accept  this  short 
but  serious  answer.  If  I  am  so  near  the  end  of  life 
as  he  supposes,  it  will  behove  me  to  wind  it  up  in 
another  manner  from  what  he  suggests  :  I  therefore 
shall  not  treat  with  ray  friend  the  haberdasher  for 
his'small  wares. 


No.  XCIII. 


Democrates. 

Remember  only  that  your  words  be  true. 
No  matter  then  how  many  or  how  few. 


TO  THE  OBSERVER. 

"  I  HAVE  a  habit  of  dealing  in  the  marvellous,  which 
I  cannot  overcome  :  some  people,  who  seem  to  take 
a  pleasure  in  magnifying  the  little  flaws  to  be  found 
in  all  characters,  call  this  by  a  name  which  no  gen- 
tleman ought  to  use,  or  likes  to  hear :  the  fact  is,  I 
have  so  much  tender  consideration  for  truth  in  her 
state  of  nakedness,  that,  till  I  have  put  her  into 
decent  clothing,  I  cannot  think  of  bringing  her  into 
company ;  and  if  her  appearance  is  sometimes  so 
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much  altered  by  dress,  that  her  best  friends  cannot 
iind  her  out,  am  I  to  blame  for  that? 

"There  is  a  matter-of-fact  man  of  my  acquaint- 
ance Avho  haunts  me  in  all  places,  and  is  the  very 
torment  of  my  life ;  he  sticks  to  me  as  the  thresher 
does  to  the  whale,  and  is  the  perfect  nightmare  of 
ray  imagination :  this  fellow  never  lets  one  of  my 
stories  pass  without  docking  it  like  an  attorney's 
bill  before  a  master  in  chancery :  he  cut  forty  miles 
out  of  a  journey  of  one  hundred,  which  but  for  him 
I  had  performed  in  one  day  upon  the  same  horse ; 
in  which  I  confess  I  had  stretched  a  point  for  the 
pleasure  of  outriding  a  fat  fellow  in  company,  who, 
by  the  malicious  veracity  of  my  aforesaid  Damper, 
threw  me  at  least  ten  miles  distance  behind  him. 

"This  provoking  animal  cut  up  my  success  in  so 
many  intrigues  and  adventures,  that  I  was  deter- 
mined to  lay  my  plan  out  of  his  reach,  in  a  spot 
which  I  had  provided  for  an  evil  day,  and  accord- 
ingljr  I  led  him  a  dance  into  Corsica,  where  I  was 
sure  he  could  not  follow  me :  here  I  had  certainly 
been,  and  knew  ray  ground  well  enough  to  prance 
over  it  at  a  very  handsome  rate :  I  noticed  a  kind 
of  sly  leer  in  sorae  of  the  company,  which  was 
pointed  towards  a  gentleman  present,  who  was  a 
stranger  to  me,  and  so  far  from  joining  in  the  titter, 
was  very  politely  attentive  to  what  1  was  relating, 
I  was  at  this  moment  warm  in  the  cause  of  free- 
dom, and  had  performed  such  prodigies  of  valour  in 
its  defence,  that,  before  my  story  was  well  ended, 
I  had  got  upon  such  close  terms  with  General  Paoli, 
that,  had  my  hearers  been  but  half  as  credulous  as 
they  ought  to  have  been,  they  might  have  set  us 
down  for  sworn  friends  and  inseparables  :  but  here 
again,  as  ill  luck  would  have  it,  my  evil  genius 
tapped  me  on  the  shoulder,  and  remarking  that  I 
principally  addressed  myself  to  the  gentleman  whose 
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politeness  and  attention  were  so  flattering,  said  to 
me,  with  a  smile  that  had  the  malice  of  the  devil  in 
it — '  Give   me  leave  to   introduce  you  to  General 
Paoli  here  present.' — Death  and  contusion,  what  I 
felt !  a  stroke  of  lightning  would  have  been  charity 
compared  to   this. — My  persecutor  had   not  done 
with  me. — '  I  am  afraid  you   have  forgot  your  old 
friend  and  familiar,  who  no  doubt  will  be  overjoyed 
at  recognising  a  brother  warrior,  who  has  performed 
such  noble  services  jointly  with  himself  in  the  glo- 
rious struggle  for  the  liberties  of  his  beloved  coun- 
try.'— Can  I  paint  ihe  shame  1  suffered  at  this  mo- 
ment? It  is  impossible  ;   1  can  only  say  there  is  a 
generosity  in  true  valour  which  scorns  to  triumph 
over  the  fallen. — 'There  were  so  many  brave  men,' 
(said  that  gallant  person,  in  a  tone  I  shall  never  lose 
the  impression  of),  '  of  whose  services  I  shall  ever 
preserve  a  grateful  memory,  but  whose  persons  have 
slipped  from  my  recollection,  that  I  have  only  to 
entreat   your   pardon  for   a  forgetfulness  which   I 
desire  you  to  believe  is  not  my  fault,  but  my  in- 
firmity:'— if  a  bottle  had  been  vollied  at  my  head 
I  coukl  not  have  been  more  in  need  of  a  surgeon 
than  I  was  at  this  instant :  I  could  never  have  sus- 
pected Truth  of  playing  me  such  a  jade's  trick  ;   I 
always    considered   her  as    a   gooduatured   simple 
creature  without  gall  or  bitterness,  and  was  in  the 
habit  of  treating  her  accordingly  ;  but  this  was  such 
a  specimen  of  her  malice  that  1  fled  out  of  her  com- 
pany as  hastily  as  I  could. 

"  The  very  next  morning  I  took  my  passage  in 
the  stage  coach  for  my  native  town  in  the  north  of 
England,  heartily  out  of  humour  with  my  trip  to 
Corsica :  but  even  here  I  could  not  shake  oft"  old 
habits,  so  far  as  to  resist  the  temptation  of  getting 
into  a  post  chaise  for  the  last  stage,  by  which  ma- 
noeuvre 1  took  the  credit  of  having  traveled  like  a 
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i:,eutleraan,  antl  became  entitled  to  rail  against  the 
post  tax  and  the  expenses  of  the  road. 

"  I  was  now  voted  into  a  club  of  the  chief  inha- 
bitants of  the  place  ;  and  as  I  had  no  reason  to 
believe  the  story  of  my  late  discomfiture  had  reached 
them,  I  soon  recovered  my  spirits,  and  with  tlieni 
the  amplifying-  powers  of  my  invention.  My  sto- 
ries for  a  considerable  time  were  swallowed  so 
glibly,  and  seemed  to  sit  so  easy  on  the  stomachs 
of  these  natural,  unsophisticated  people,  that  I  was 
encouraged  to  increase  the  dose  to  such  a  degree  as 
seemed  at  length  to  produce  something  like  a  nausea 
with  those  I  administered  it  to  :  especially  with  a  cer- 
tain precise  personage  of  the  sect  of  Quakers,  one 
Simon  Stiff",  a  wealthy  trader,  and  much  respected 
for  his  probity  and  fair  dealing.  Simon  had  a  way 
of  asking  me  at  the  end  of  a  story — But  is  it  true? 
— which  sometimes  disconcerted  me,  and  consi- 
derably lessened  the  applauses  that  the  rest  of  the 
club  had  been  accustomed  to  bestow  upon  my  nar- 
ratives. 

"One  evening,  when  I  had  been  describing  an 
enormous  shark,  by  which  I  had  been  attacked  in 
one  of  my  West  India  voyages,  Simon  Stift",  lifting 
up  both  his  hands  in  an  attitude  of  astonishment, 
cried  out — '  Verily,  friend  Cracker,  thou  drawest 
a  long  bow.'  With  an  angry  look  I  demanded  the 
meaning  of  that  expression. — 'I  mean,'  replied 
Simon,  'thou  speakest  the  thing  which  is  not.'— 
'  That  is  as  much  as  to  say  I  tell  a  lie.' — '  Even 
so,  friend,  thou  hast  hit  it,'  said  Simon,  without 
altering  his  voice,  or  regarding  the  tone  of  rage  1 
had  thrown  mine  into :  the  steady  serenity  of  his 
countenance  put  me  down,  and  I  sufl'ered  him  to 
proceed  without  interruption. — '  Thou  hast  told  us 
many  things,  friend  Cracker,  that  are  perfectly  in- 
credible;  were  I  to  attempt  imposing  upon  my  cus- 
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tomers  in  the  way  of  traffic,  as  thou  dost  upon  thy 
company  in  the  way  of  talk,  the  world  would  justly 
set  me  down  for  a  dishonest  man.  Believe  me  thou 
mayest  be  a  veiy  good  companion  without  swerving 
from  the  truth,  nay,  thou  canst  no  otherwise  be  a 
good  one  than  by  adhering  to  it;  for  if  thou  art  in 
the  practice  of  uttering  falsehoods,  we  shall  be  in 
the  practice  of  disbelieving  thee,  even  when  thou 
speakest  the  truth,  and  so  there  will  be  an  end  of  all 
confidence  in  society,  and  thy  word  will  pass  for 
nothing.  I  have  observed  it  is  thy  vanity  that  be- 
trays thee  into  falsehood ;  I  should  have  hoped 
thou  wouldst  not  have  forgotten  how  thy  falsehood 
betrayed  thee  into  shame,  and  how  v.e  received  and 
welcomed  thee  into  our  society,  >\hen  thy  friends 
in  the  metropolis  had  hooted  thee  out  of  theirs. 
Think  not  thou  canst  establish  a  credit  with  us  by 
the  fictions  of  imagination  :  plain  truths  suit  men  of 
plain  xniderstandings.  Had  thy  shark  been  as  big 
again  as  thou  wouldst  have  us  believe  it  was,  what 
wouldst  thou  have  gained  by  it?  Nothing  but  the 
merit  of  having  seen  a  monster :  and  what  is  that 
compared  to  the  risk  of  being  thought  a  monster 
maker  ?  If  thou  wast  snatched  from  the  jaws  of 
the  animal  by  the  hand  of  God,  give  God  the  praise  : 
if  thine  own  courage  and  address  contributed  to  save 
thee,  give  him  still  the  praise,  who  inspired  thee 
with  those  means  of  furthering  his  providence  in  thy 
rescue  :  where  is  the  ground  for  boasting  in  all  this? 
Sometimes  thou  wouldst  persuade  us  thou  art  a 
man  of  consequence,  in  the  favour  of  princes,  and 
in  the  secrets  of  ministers :  if  we  are  to  believe  all 
this,  thou  dost  but  libel  those  ministers  for  letting 
such  a  babbler  into  their  councils ;  and  if  thou 
thinkest  to  gain  a  consequence  with  us  thereby, 
thou  art  grievously  deceived,  friend  Cracker,  for  we 
do  not  want  to  know  what  thou  oughtest  not  to  tell, 
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and  we  despise  the  servant  who  betrayeth  his  mas- 
ter's trust.  As  for  wonders,  what  signifieth  telling 
us  of  them?  The  time  is  full  of  wonders  :  the  re- 
volution of  empires,  the  fall  of  despotism,  and  the 
emancipation  of  mankind  are  objects  whose  supe- 
rior magnitude  makes  thy  shark  shrink  into  an  atom. 
Had  the  monster  gorged  thee  at  a  mouthful,  how 
many  thousands,  nay  tens  of  thousands,  have  the 
voracious  jaws  of  death  devoured  in  a  succession  of 
campaigns,  which  have  made  creation  melt?  Didst 
thou  escape  the  monster?  what  then ;  how  can  we 
have  leisure  to  retlect  upon  thy  single  deliverance, 
when  we  call  to  mind  the  numbers  of  despairing- 
captives  who  have  been  liberated  from  the  dungeons 
of  tyranny?  In  a  word,  friend  Cracker^  if  it  is 
through  a  love  for  the  marvellous  thou  makest  so 
free  with  the  sacred  name  of  truth,  thou  dost  but 
abuse  our  patience  and  thine  own  time  in  hunting 
after  sharks  and  monsters  of  the  deep;  and  if  thou 
hast  any  other  motive  for  fiction  than  the  above,  it 
must  be  a  motive  less  innocent  than  what  1  have 
supposed  ;  and  in  that  case  we  hold  thee  dangerous 
to  society  and  a  disgrace  to  human  nature.' 

"  Here  he  concluded,  and  though  the  length  and 
deliberate  solemnity  of  his  harangue  had  given  me 
time  enough,  yet  1  had  not  so  availed  myself  of  it 
as  to  collect  my  thoughts,  and  prepare  myself  for 
any  kind  of  defence :  how  to  deal  with  this  formal 
old  fellow  I  knew  not;  to  cudgel  him  was  a  service 
of  more  danger  than  I  saw  lit  to  engage  in,  for  he 
was  of  athletic  limbs  and  stature;  to  challenge  him 
to  a  gentleman's  satisfaction,  being  a  Quaker,  would 
have  subjected  me  to  universal  ridicide :  I  rose  from 
my  cliair,  took  my  hat  from  the  peg,  and  abruptly 
(piitted  the  room  :  next  morning  1  sent  to  cut  my 
name  out  of  the  club,  but  behold !  they  had  saved 
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me  that  ceremony  over  night,  and  I  had  once  more 
a  new  set  of  acquaintance  to  go  in  search  of. 

"  lu  this  solitary  interim  1  strove  to  lighten  the 
burden  of  time  by  starting  a  correspondence  with 
one  of  our  public  prints,  and  so  long  as  I  supplied 
it  with  anecdotes  from  the  country,  1  may  say  with- 
out vanit)^  tliere  was  neither  tire  nor  flood,  murder, 
rape  nor  robbery  wanting  to  embellish  it :  I  broke 
two  or  three  necks  at  a  horse  race  without  any  de- 
triment to  the  community,  and,  for  the  amusement 
of  my  readers,  drove  over  blind  beggars,  drowned 
drunken  farmers,  and  tossed  women  with  child  by 
mad  bullocks,  without  adding  one  item  to  the  bills 
of  mortality ;  I  made  matches  without  number  which' 
the  register  never  recorded;  I  was  at  the  same  time 
a  correspondent  at  Brussels,  a  resident  in  Spain, 
and  a  traveller  at  Constantinople,  Avho  gave  secret 
information  of  all  proceedings  in  those  several 
places,  and  by  the  mysterious  style  in  which  I  en- 
veloped my  dispatches,  nobody  could  fix  a  false- 
hood on  my  intelligence,  till  I  imprudently  fought  a 
battle  on  the  banks  of  the  Danube,  after  the  armies 
were  gone  into  winter  quarters,  which  did  the  Turk 
no  mischief,  and  effectually  blasted  me  with  the 
compiler,  and  him  with  the  public. 

"  1  am  now  out  of  business,  and,  if  you  want  any 
thing  in  my  way  to  enliven  your  Observers  (which 
give  me  leave  to  remark  are  sometimes  rather  of  the 
dullest)  1  shall  be  proud  to  serve  you,  being 
"  Vour  very  humble  servant, 
"  at  command, 

"  Kit  Cracker." 

?^.  B.  I  do  not  want  any  thing  in  Kit  Cracker's 
way;  but  though  1  decline  the  offer  of  his  assistance, 
I  willingly  avail  myself  of  the  moral  of  his  exaujplc. 
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No.  XCIV. 


AtiirSvra  tov  TtKricsiov,  «  ^aSiov  avrov  aXvirov  iivai. 

Demophili  Sententia. 


He,  who  another's  peace  annoys, 
By  the  same  act  his  own  destroys. 


TO  THE  OBSERVER. 


*'  As  I  have  lived  long  enough  to  repent  of  a  fatal 
propensity,  that  has  led  me  to  commit  many  of- 
fences, not  the  less  irksome  to  ray  present  feelings 
for  the  secrecy  with  which  I  contrived  to  execute 
them,  and  as  these  can  now  be  no  otherwise  atoned 
for  than  by  a  frank  confession,  I  have  resolved  upon 
this  mode  of  addressing  myself  to  you.  Few  peo- 
ple choose  to  display  their  own  characters  to  the 
world  in  such  colours  as  I  shall  give  to  mine,  but  as 
I  have  mangled  so  many  reputations  in  my  time 
without  mercy,  I  should  be  the  meanest  of  mankind 
if  I  spared  my  own ;  and  being  now  about  to  speak 
of  a  person  whom  no  man  loves,  I  may  give  vent  to 
an  acrimony  at  which  no  man  can  take  offence.  If 
I  have  been  troublesome  to  others,  I  am  no  less  un- 
comfortable to  myself,  and  amidst  vexations  with- 
out number,  the  greatest  of  all  is,  that  there  is  not 
one  which  does  not  originate  from  myself. 

"  I  entered  upon  life  with  many  advantages  natu- 
ral and  acquired ;  I  am  indebted  to  my  parents  for  a 
liberal  education,  and  to  nature  for  no  contemptible 
share  of  talents  :  my  propensities  were  not  such  as 
betrayed  me  into  dissipation  and  extravagance  :  my 
mind  was  habitually  of  a  studious  cast;  I  had  a 
passion  for  books,  and  began  to  collect  them  at  an 
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early  period  of  my  life :  to  them  I  devoted  the 
greatest  portion  of  my  time,  and  had  ray  vanity  been 
of  a  sort  to  be  contented  with  the  literary  credit  I 
had  now  acquired,  I  had  been  happy ;  but  I  was 
ambitious  of  convincing  the  world,  1  was  not  the 
idle  ov.ner  of  v.eapons  which  I  did  not  know  the 
use  of;  I  seized  every  safe  opportunity  of  making 
my  pretensions  respected  by  such  dabblers  in  the 
belles  lettres  who  paid  court  to  me ;  and  as  1  was 
ever  cautious  of  stepping  an  inch  beyond  my  tether 
on  these  occasions,  i  soon  found  myself  credited  for 
more  learning  than  my  real  stock  amounted  to.  1 
received  all  visitors  in  my  library,  atlected  a  studi- 
ous air,  and  took  care  to  furnish  my  table  with  vo- 
lumes of  a  select  sort:  upon  these  I  was  prepared 
to  descant,  if  by  chance  a  curious  friend  took  up 
any  one  of  them,  and  as  there  is  Utile  fame  to  be  got 
by  trading  in  the  beaten  track  of  popular  opinion,  I 
sometimes  took  the  liberty  to  be  eccentric  and  pa- 
radoxical in  my  criticisms  and  cavils,  which  gained 
me  great  respect  from  the  ignorant  (for  upon  such 
only  I  took  care  to  practise  this  chicanery),  so  that 
in  a  short  time  I  became  a  sovereign  dictator  within 
a  certain  set,  who  looked  up  to  me  for  second  hand 
opinions  in  all  matters  of  literary  taste,  and  saw  my- 
self inaugurated  by  my  flatterers  censor  of  all  new 
publications. 

"  My  trumpeters  had  now  made  such  a  noise  in 
the  world,  that  I  began  to  be  in  great  ref[uest,  and 
men  of  real  literature  laid  out  for  my  acijuaintance ; 
but  here  I  acted  with  a  coldness  that  was  in  me  con- 
stitutional as  well  as  prudential :  I  was  resolved  not 
to  risk  my  laurels,  and  throw  away  the  fruits  of  a 
triumph  so  cheaply  purchased:  solicitations,  that 
would  have  flattered  others,  ordy  alarmed  me;  such 
was  not  the  society  I  delighted  in ;  against  such 
attacks  I  c  ntreuched  myself  with  the  most  jealous 
caution  :  if  however  by  accident  1  was  drawn  out 
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of  luy  fastnesses,  and  trapped  unawares  into  an 
ambuscade  of  wicked  wits,  1  armed  myself  to  meet 
tiiem  with  a  tripple  tier  of  smiles  ;  I  primed  my  lips 
with  such  a  ready  charge  of  flattery,  that  when  I 
had  once  engaged  them  in  the  pleasing  contempla- 
tion of  their  own  merits,  they  were  seldom  disposed 
to  scrutinize  into  mine,  and  thus  in  general  1  con- 
trived to  escape  undetected.  Though  it  was  no  easy 
matter  to  extort  an  opinion  from  me  in  such  compa- 
nies, yet  sometimes  1  was  unavoidably  entangled  in 
conversation,  and  then  I  was  forced  to  have  recourse 
to  all  my  address;  happily  my  features  v/ere  habi- 
tuated to  a  smile  of  the  most  convertible  sort,  for  it 
would  answer  the  purposes  of  affected  humility,  as 
well  as  those  of  actual  contempt,  to  which  in  truth 
it  was  more  congenial :  my  opinion,  therefore,  upon 
any  point  of  controversy  flattered  both  parties  and 
befriended  neither  ;  it  was  calculated  to  im)»ess  the 
company  with  an  idea  that  I  knew  much  more  than 
I  professed  to  know  ;  it  was  in  short  so  insinuating, 
so  submitted,  so  hesitating,  that  a  man  must  have 
had  the  heart  of  Nero  to  have  prosecuted  a  being 
so  absolutely  inoffensive ;  but  these  sacrifices  cost 
me  dear,  for  they  were  foreign  to  ray  nature,  and, 
as  I  hated  my  superiors,  I  avoided  their  society. 

"  Having  sufficiently  distinguished  myself  as  a 
critic,  I  now  began  to  meditate  some  secret  attempts 
as  an  author  :  but  in  these  the  same  caution  attended 
me,  and  ray  performances  did  not  rise  above  a  little 
sonnet,  or  a  parody,  wdiich  I  circulated  through  a 
few  hands  without  a  name,  prepared  to  disavow  it, 
if  it  was  not  applauded  to  my  wishes  :  I  also  wrote 
occasional  essays  and  paragraphs  for  the  public 
prints,  by  way  of  trying  my  talents  in  various  kinds 
of  style ;  by  these  experiments  I  acquired  a  certain 
facility  of  imitating  other  people's  manner,  and  dis- 
guising jny  own,  and  so  far  my  point  was  gained ; 
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but  as  for  the  secret  satistaction  I  half  promised  my- 
self in  hearing  my  productions  applauded,  of  that  I 
was  altogether  disappointed;  for  though  1  tried  both 
praise  and  dispraise  for  the  purpose  of  bringing- 
them  into  notice,  I  never  had  the  pleasure  to  be  con- 
tradicted by  any  man  in  the  latter  case,  or  seconded 
by  a  living  soul  in  the  former:  1  had  circulated  a 
little  poem,  which  cost  me  some  pains,  and  as  I  had 
been  flattered  with  the  applause  it  gained  from  seve- 
ral of  its  readers,  I  put  it  one  evening  in  my  pocket, 
and  went  to  the  house  of  a  certain  person,  who  was 
much  resorted  to  by  men  of  genius:  an  opportunity 
luckily  offered  for  producing  my  manuscript,  which 
1  was  prepared  to  avow  as  soon  as  the  company 
]»resent  had  given  sentence  in  its  favour  :  it  was  put 
into  the  hands  of  a  dramatic  author  of  some  cele- 
brity, who  read  it  aloud,  and  in  a  manner  as  I 
thought  that  clearly  anticipated  his  disgust:  as  soon, 
therefore,  as  he  had  tinished  it,  and  demanded  of  me 
if  I  knew  the  author,  1  had  no  hesitation  to  declare 
that  I  did  not.  '  Then,  I  presume,'  rejoined  he,  '  it 
is  no  offence  to  say  I  think  it  the  merest  trash  I  ever 
read' — '  None  in  life,'  i  replied  ;  and  from  that  mo- 
ment held  him  in  everlasting  hatred. 

"  Disgusted  with  the  world,  I  now  began  to  dip 
my  pen  in  gall,  and  as  soon  as  I  had  singled  out  a 
proper  object  for  my  s|)leen,  I  looked  round  him  for 
his  weak  side,  where  1  could  place  a  blow  to  best 
effect,  and  wound  him  undiscovered:  the  author 
abovementioned  had  a  full  share  of  my  attention  : 
he  was  an  irritable  man,  and  I  have  seen  him 
agonized  with  the  pain  which  my  very  shafts  had 
given  him,  whilst  1  was  foremost  to  arraign  the  scur- 
rility of  the  age,  and  encourage  him  to  disregard  it: 
the  practice  1  had  been  in  of  masking  my  style  faci- 
liratcd  my  attacks  upon  every  body,  who  either 
ynoved  my  envy  or  provoked  my  spleen. 


94.  OBSERVER.  293 

"  The  meanest  of  all  passions  had  now  taken  en- 
tire possession  of  my  heart,  and  I  surrendered  my- 
self to  it  without  a  struggle :  still  there  was  a  con- 
sciousness about  me  that  sunk  me  in  ray  own  es- 
teem, and  when  I  met  the  eye  of  a  man  whom  I 
had  secretly  defamed,  I  felt  abashed ;  societjr  be- 
came painful  to  me;  and  I  shrunk  into  retirement, 
for  my  self-esteem  was  lost :  though  1  had  gratified 
my  malice,  I  had  destroyed  my  comfort;  1  now 
contemplated  myself  a  solitary  being,  at  the  very 
moment  when  I  had  every  requisite  of  fortune, 
health,  and  endowments,  to  have  recommended  me 
to  the  world,  and  to  those  tender  ties  and  engage- 
ments which  are  natural  to  man,  and  constitute  his 
best  enjoyments. 

'*  The  solitude  I  resorted  to  made  me  every  day 
more  morose,  and  supplied  me  with  reflections  that 
rendered  me  intolerable  to  myself,  and  unfit  for  so- 
ciety. I  had  reason  to  apprehend,  in  spite  of  all 
my  caution,  that  I  was  now  narrowly  watched,  and 
that  strong  suspicions  were  taken  up  against  me; 
when  I  was  feasting  my  jaundiced  eye  one  morning 
with  a  certain  newspaper,  which  I  was  in  the  habit 
of  employing  as  the  vehicle  of  my  venom,  I  was 
startled  at  discovering  myself  conspicuously  pointed 
out  in  an  angry  column  as  a  cowardly  defamer,  and 
menaced  with  personal  chastisement  as  soon  as  ever 
proofs  could  be  obtained  against  me  ;  and  this  threat- 
ening denunciation  evidently  came  from  the  very 
author  who  had  unknowingly  given  me  such  um- 
brage when  he  recited  my  poem. 

"  The  sight  of  this  resentful  paragraph  v/as  like  an 
arrow  to  my  brain  :  habituated  to  skirmish  only  be- 
hind entrenchments,  I  was  ill  prepared  to  turn  into 
the  open  field,  and  had  never  put  the  question  to  my 
heart,  how  it  was  provided  for  the  emergency.  In 
early  life  I  had  not  any  reason  to  suspect  my  cou- 
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rage,  nay,  it  was  rather  forward  to  meet  occasions 
in  those  days  of  innocence;  but  the  meanness  I  had 
lately  sunk  into  had  sapped  every  manly  principle 
of  ray  nature,  and  I  now  discovered  to  my  sorrow, 
that,  in  taking  up  the  lurking  malice  of  an  assassin, 
I  had  lost  the  gallant  spirit  of  a  gentleman. 

"There  was  still  an  alleviation  to  my  terrors:  it 
so  chanced  that  I  was  not  the  author  of  the  particu- 
lar libel  which  my  accuser  had  imputed  to  me  :  and 
though  I  had  been  father  of  a  thousand  others,  I 
felt  myself  supported  by  truth  in  almost  the  only 
charge  against  which  1  could  have  fairly  appealed 
to  it.  It  seemed  to  me  therefore  advisable  to  lose 
po  time  in  disculpating  myself  from  the  accusation  ; 
yet  to  seek  an  interview  with  this  irascible  man  was 
a  service  of  some  danger  :  chance  threw  the  oppor- 
tunity in  my  way,  which  I  had  probably  else  wanted 
spirit  to  invite :  I  accosted  him  with  all  imaginable 
civility,  and  made  the  strongest  asseverations  of 
my  innocence  :  whether  I  did  this  with  a  servility 
that  might  aggravate  his  suspicion,  or  that  he  had 
others  impressed  upon  him  besides  those  I  was  la- 
bouring to  remove,  so  it  was,  that  he  treated  all  I 
said  with  the  most  contemptuous  incredulity,  and 
elevated  his  voice  to  a  tone  that  petrified  me  with 
fear,  bade  me  avoid  his  sight,  threatening  me  bofli 
with  words  and  actions  jn  a  manner  too  humiliating 
to  relate. 

"  Alas  !  can  words  express  my  feelings?  Is  there 
9,  being  more  wretched  than  myself?  to  be  friend- 
less, an  exile  from  society,  and  at  enmity  with  ray- 
self,  is  a  situation  deplorable  in  the  extreme :  let 
what  1  have  now  written  be  made  public;  if  I 
could  believe  my  shame  would  be  turned  to  others' 
profit,  it  might  perhaps  become  less  ])ainful  to  my- 
self; if  men  want  other  motives  to  divert  them  from 
defamation,  than  what  their  own  hearts  supply,  let 
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them  turn  to  my  example,  and  if  they  will  not  be 
leasoned,  let  them  be  frightened  out  of  their  pro- 
pensity. 

"  I  am,  Sir,  c^c. 

"  Walter  Wormwood." 

T!ie  case  of  this  correspondent  is  a  melancholy 
one,  and  I  have  admitted  his  letter,  because  I  do  not 
doubt  the  present  i2;ood  motives  of  the  writer;  but  I 
shall  not  easily  yield  a  place  in  these  essays  to  cha- 
racters so  disgusting,  and  representations  so  deroga- 
tory to  human  nature.  The  historians  of  the  day, 
who  profess  to  give  us  intelligence  of  what  is  passing 
in  the  world,  ought  not  to  be  condemned,  if  they 
sometimes  make  a  little  free  with  our  foibles  and  our 
follies  :  but  downright  libels  are  grown  too  danger- 
ous, and  scurrility  is  become  too  dull  to  find  a  mar- 
ket ;  the  pillory  is  a  great  reformer.  The  detail  of 
a  court  drawingroom,  though  not  very  edifying,  is 
perfectly  inoftensive;  a  lady  cannot  greatly  com- 
plain of  the  liberty  of  the  press,  if  it  is  contented 
with  the  humble  task  of  celebrating  the  workman- 
ship of  her  mantua-maker ;  as  for  such  inveterate 
malice  as  my  correspondent  Wormwood  describes, 
I  flatter  myself  it  is  very  rarely  to  be  found  :  I  can 
only  say,  that  though  I  have  often  heard  of  it  in 
conversation,  and  read  of  it  in  books,  I  do  not  meet 
in  human  nature  originals  so  strongly  featured  as 
their  paintings:  amongst  a  small  collection  of  son- 
nets in  manuscript,  descriptive  of  the  human  pas- 
sions, which  has  fallen  into  my  hands,  the  following 
lines  upon  Envy,  as  coinciding  with  my  subject, 
shall  conclude  this  paper. 

ENVY. 

Oh  !  never  let  me  see  that  shape  a2;'aiii, 
Exile  me  rather  to  some  :^iavage  den. 
Far  from  the  social  haunts  of  men  ! 
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Horrible  phantom,  pale  it  was  as  death, 
Consumption  fed  upon  its  rneas;re  cheek, 
And  ever  as  the  fiend  essay'd  to  speak. 
Dreadfully  steam'd  its  pestilential  breath. 

Fang'd  like  the  wolf  it  \\t\s,  and  all  as  gaunt, 
And  still  it  prowl'd  around  us  and  around, 

Rollins  its  squinting  eyes  askaunt. 
Wherever  human  happiness  was  found. 

Furious  thereat,  the  self-tormenting  sprite 
Drew  forth  an  asp,  and  (terrible  to  sight) 
To  its  left  pap  tiie  envenom'd  reptile  press'd. 
Which  gnaw'd  and  worm'd  into  its  tortured  breast. 

The  desperate  suicide  with  pain 

Writh'd  to  and  fro,  and  yelTd  amain  ; 

And  then  with  hollow,  dying  cadence  cries — 

It  is  not  of  this  asp  tiiat  Envy  dies  ; 

'Tis  not  this  reptile's  tooth  that  gives  the  smart; 

'Tis  others'  happiness  that  gnaws  my  heart. 


No.  XCV. 

Fadlilas  JlnimcE  ad  partem  stultiiiiB  rapit,         P.  Syrus. 

TO  THE  OBSERVER, 
"  SIR, 

"  The  ancient  family  of  the  Saplins,  vi'hereof  your 
liumble  servant  is  the  unworthy  representative,  has 
been  for  many  generations  distinguished  for  a  cer- 
tain pHability  of  temper,  which  with  some  people 
passes  for  good  humour,  and  by  others  is  called 
weakness ;  but,  however  the  worhl  may  differ  in 
describing  it,  there  seems  a  general  agreement  in  the 
manner  of  making  use  of  it. 

"  Our  family  estate,  though  far  from  contemptible, 
is  considerably  reduced  from  its  ancient  splendor, 
not  only  by  an  unlucky  tumble  that  my  grandfather 
Sir  Paul  got  in  the  famous  Mississippi  scheme,  but 
also  various  losses,  bad  debts,  and  incautious  secu- 
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rities,  which  have  fallen  heavy  upon  the  purses  of  my 
predecessors  at  different  times;  but  as  every  man 
must  pay  for  his  good  character,  I  dare  say  tliey  did 
not  repent  of  their  purchase,  and  for  my  part  it  is  a 
reHection  that  never  gives  me  any  disturbance.  This 
aforesaid  grandfather  of  mine,  was  supposed  to  have 
furnished  Congreve  with  the  hint  for  his  character 
of  Sir  Paul  Pliant,  at  least  it  hath  been  so  whis- 
pered to  me  very  frequently  by  my  aunt  Jemima, 
who  was  a  great  collector  of  family  anecdotes  ;  and 
to  speak  the  truth,  I  am  not  totally  without  suspi- 
cion, that  a  certain  ingenious  author,  lately  deceased, 
had  an  eye  towards  my  insignificant  self  in  the  dra- 
matic portrait  of  his  Goodaatared  Man. 

"  Though  I  scorn  the  notion  of  setting  myself  off 
to  the  public  and  you  by  panegyrics  of  my  own  pen- 
ning (as  the  manner  of  some  is),  yet  I  may  truly 
say,  without  boasting,  that  I  had  the  character  at 
school  of  being  the  very  he'sijag  that  ever  came  into 
it ;  and  this  I  believe  every  gentleman,  who  was  my 
contemporary  at  Westminster,  will  do  me  the  jus- 
tice to  acknowledge:  it  was  a  reputation  I  confess 
that  I  did  not  earn  for  nothing,  for  whilst  I  worked 
the  clothes  off  my  back,  and  the  skin  off'  my  bones 
in  scouting  upon  every  body's  errands,  I  was  pum- 
meled  to  a  mummy  by  the  boys,  showed  up  by  the 
ushers,  flead  alive  by  the  masters,  and  reported  for 
an  incorrigible  dunce  at  my  book;  a  report  which, 
under  correction,  I  must  think  had  some  degree  of 
injustice  in  it,  as  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  learn  a 
book  I  was  never  allowed  to  open  :  in  this  period 
of  my  education  I  took  little  food  and  less  sleep,  so 
that  whilst  I  shot  up  in  stature  after  the  manner  of 
my  progenitors,  who  were  a  tall  race  of  men,  I 
grew  as  gaunt  as  a  greyhound ;  but  having  abun- 
dantly more  spirit  than  strength,  and  being  voted 
by  the  great  boys  to  be  what  is  called  true  game,  I 
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was  singled  out  as  a  kind  of  trial  cock,  and  pitted 
against  every  new  comer  to  make  proof  of  his  bot- 
tom in  fair  lighting,  though  I  may  safely  say  I 
never  turned  out  upon  a  quarrel  of  my  own  making 
in  all  my  life.  Notwithstanding  all  these  honours, 
which  I  obtained  from  my  colleagues,  I  will  not  at- 
tempt to  disguise  from  you  that  I  left  the  school  in 
disgrace,  being  expelled  by  the  master,  when  head 
of  my  boarding  house,  for  not  supporting  ray  autho- 
rity over  the  petty  boys  belonging  to  it,  who,  I  must 
confess,  were  just  then  not  in  the  most  orderly  and 
correct  state  of  discipline, 

"  My  father,  whose  maxim  it  was  never  to  let  trifles 
vex  him,  received  me  with  all  the  good  humour  in 
life,  and  admitted  me  of  the  university  of  Oxford: 
here  I  was  overjoyed  to  lind,  that  the  affair  of  the 
expulsion  v/as  so  far  from  having  prejudiced  my 
contemporaries  against  me,  that  I  v/as  resorted  to 
by  numbers  whose  time  hung  upon  their  hands,  and 
mj'^  rooms  became  the  rendezvous  of  all  the  loungers 
in  the  college  :  few  or  no  schemes  were  set  on  foot 
without  me,  and  if  a  loose  guinea  or  two  was  wanted 
for  the  purpose,  every  body  knew  \'\  here  to  have  it : 
I  was  allowed  a  horse  for  my  h(;alih's  sake,  which 
was  rather  delicate,  but  I  cannot  say  my  health 
was  much  the  better  for  him,  as  I  never  mounted 
his  back  above  once  or  twice,  whilst  my  friends 
kept  him  in  exercise  morning  and  evening,  as  long 
as  he  lasted,  which  indeed  was  only  till  the  hunting 
season  set  in,  when  the  currier  had  his  hide,  and  his 
flesh  went  to  the  kennel.  I  must  own  I  did  not  ex- 
cel in  any  of  my  academical  exercises,  save  that  of 
circumambulating  the  colleges  and  public  buildings 
with  strangers,  who  came  to  gaze  about  them  for 
curiosity's  sake  ;  in  this  branch  of  learning  I  gained 
such  general  reputation  as  to  be  honoured  with  the 
title  of  Keeper  of  the  Lions :  neither  will  I  disguise 
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the  frequent  jobations  I  incurred  for  neglect  of  col- 
lege duties,  and  particularly  for  nonattendance  at 
chapel,  but  in  this  I  should  not  perhaps  have  been 
thought  so  reprehensible,  had  it  been  known  that 
my  surplice  never  failed  to  be  there,  though  I  had 
rarely  the  credit  of  bearing  it  company. 

"  My  mother  died  of  a  cold  she  caught  by  at- 
tending some  young  ladies  on  a  water  party  before 
I  had  been  a  month  in  the  world ;  and  my  father 
never  married  again,  having  promised  her  on  her 
death-bed  not  to  bring  a  step-dame  into  his  family 
whilst  I  survived  :  I  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  him 
when  I  was  in  my  twenty-second  year ;  he  got  his 
death  at  a  country  canvass  for  Sir  Harry  Osier,  a 
very  obliging  gentleman,  and  nearly  related  to  our 
family :  1  attended  my  father's  corpse  to  the  grave, 
on  which  melancholy  occasion,  such  were  the  la- 
mentations and  bewailings  of  all  the  servants  in  the 
house,  that  I  thought  it  but  a  proper  return  for  their 
affection  to  his  memory,  to  prove  myself  as  kind  a 
master  by  continuing  them  in  their  several  employs: 
this  however  was  not  altogether  what  they  meant, 
as  I  was  soon  convinced  every  one  amongst  them 
had  a  remonstrance  to  make,  and  a  new  demand  to 
prefer:  the  butler  would  have  better  perquisites,  the 
footman  wanted  to  be  out  of  livery,  the  scullion  de- 
manded tea-money,  and  the  cook  murmured  about 
kitchen  stuff. 

"  Though  I  was  now  a  single  being  in  the  world, 
my  friends  and  neighbours  kindly  took  care  I  should 
not  be  a  solitary  one  !  I  was  young  indeed,  and  of 
small  experience  in  the  world,  but  I  had  plenty  of 
counsellors ;  some  advised  me  to  buy  horses  they 
wanted  to  sell,  others  to  sel!  horses  they  wanted  to 
buy;  a  lady  of  great  taste  fell  in  love  with  two  or 
three  of  my  best  cows  for  their  colour;  they  were 
upon  her  lav/n  the  next  day  :  a  gentleman  of  extra- 
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ordinary  vertii  discovered  a  picture  or  tVFO  in  my 
collection  that  exactly  fitted  his  panuels  :  an  emi- 
nent improver,  whom  every  body  declared  to  be  the 
first  genius  of  the  age  for  laying  out  grounds,  had 
taken  measures  for  transporting  my  garden  a  mile 
out  of  my  sight,  and  tloating  my  richest  meadow 
grounds  with  a  lake  of  muddy  water:  as  for  my 
mansion  and  its  appendages,  I  am  persuaded  I  could 
never  have  kept  them  in  their  places,  had  it  not 
been  that  the  several  projectors,  who  all  united  in 
pulling  them  down,  could  never  rightly  agree  in 
what  particular  spot  to  build  them  up  again  :  one 
kind  friend  complimented  me  with  the  first  refusal 
of  a  mistress,  whom  for  reasons  of  economy  he  was 
obliged  to  part  from  ;  and  a  neighbouring  gentlewo- 
man, whose  daughter  had  perhaps  stuck  on  hand  a 
little  longer  than  was  convenient,  more  than  hinted 
to  me  that  miss  had  every  requisite  in  life  to  make 
the  married  state  perfectly  happy. 

"  Injustice  however  to  my  own  discretion,  let  me 
say,  that  I  was  not  hastily  surprised  into  a  serious 
measure  by  this  latter  overture,  nor  did  I  ask  the 
young  lady's  hand  in  marriage,  till  I  was  verily  per- 
suaded, by  her  excessive  fondness,  that  there  were 
no  other  means  to  save  her  life.  Now  whether  it 
was  the  violence  of  her  passion  before  our  marriage 
that  gave  some  shock  to  her  intellects,  or  from  w  hat 
other  cause  it  might  proceed,  I  know  not;  certain 
however  it  is,  that  after  marriage  she  became  sub- 
ject to  very  odd  whims  and  caprices;  and  though  I 
made  it  a  point  of  humanity  never  to  thwart  her  in 
these  humours,  yet  1  was  seldom  fortunate  enough 
to  please  her ;  so  that  I  had  not  been  sure  to  de- 
monstration that  love  for  me  was  the  cause  and  ori- 
gin of  them  all,  I  miaht  have  been  so  deceived  by 
appearances  as  to  have  imputed  them  to  aversion. 
She  was  in  the  habit  of  deciding  upon  almost  every 
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action  in  her  life  by  the  interpretation  of  her  dreams, 
in  which  I  cannot  doubt  her  great  skill,  though  I 
could  not  always  comprehend  the  principles  on 
which  she  applied  it;  she  never  failed  as  soon  as 
winter  set  in,  to  dream  of  going  to  London,  and 
our  journey  as  certainly  succeeded.  I  remember 
upon  our  arrival  there  the  hrst  year  after  our  mar- 
riage, she  dreamed  of  a  new  coach,  and  at  the  same 
time  put  the  servants  in  new  liveries,  the  colours  and 
patterns  of  which  were  circumstantially  revealed  to 
her  in  sleep  :  sometimes  (dear  creature  !)  she  dream- 
ed of  winning  large  sums  at  cards,  but  I  am  apt  to 
think  those  dreams  were  of  the  sort  which  should 
have  been  interpreted  by  their  contraries :  she  was 
not  a  little  fond  of  running  after  conjurors  and  deaf 
and  dumb  fortunetellers,  who  dealt  in  figures  and 
cast  nativities ;  and  when  we  were  in  the  country 
my  barns  and  outhouses  were  haunted  with  gypsies 
and  vagabonds,  who  made  sad  havoc  with  our  pigs 
and  poultry  :  of  ghosts  and  evil  spirits  she  had  such 
terror,  that  I  was  fain  to  keep  a  chaplain  in  my  house 
to  exorcise  the  chambers,  and  when  business  called 
me  from  home,  the  good  man  condescended  so  far 
to  her  fears,  as  to  sleep  in  a  little  closet  within  her 
call  in  case  she  was  troubled  in  the  night;  and  I 
must  say  this  for  my  friend,  that  if  there  is  any  trust 
to  be  put  in  flesh  and  blood,  he  was  a  match  for  the 
best  spirit  that  ever  walked:  she  had  all  the  sensi- 
bility in  life  towards  omens  and  prognostics,  and 
though  I  guarded  every  motion  and  action  that 
might  give  any  possible  alarm  to  her,  yet  my  un- 
happy awkwardnesses  were  always  boding  ill  luck, 
and  I  had  the  grief  of  heart  to  hear  her  declare  in 
her  last  moments,  that  a  capital  oversight  1  had  been 
guilty  of  in  handing  to  her  a  candle,  with  an  enor- 
mous windingsheet  appending  to  it,  was  the  imme- 
diate occasion  of  her  death  and  my  irreparable  mis- 
fortune. 

VOL.  II.  D  D 
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"  My  second  wife  I  married  in  mere  charity  and 
compassion,  because  a  young  fellow,  whom  she  was 
engaged  to,  had  played  her  a  base  trick  by  scan- 
dalously breaking  off  the  match,  when  the  wedding 
clothes  were  bought,  the  day  appointed  for  the  wed- 
ding, and  myself  invited  to  it.  Such  transactions 
ever  appeared  shocking  to  me,  and  therefore,  to  make 
up  her  loss  to  her  as  well  as  I  was  able,  I  put  my- 
self to  extraordinary  charges  for  providing  her  with 
every  thing  handsome  upon  her  marriage ;  she  was 
a  fine  woman,  loved  show,  and  was  particularly 
fond  of  displaying  herself  in  public  places,  where 
she  had  an  opportunity  of  meeting  and  mortifying 
the  young  man  who  had  behaved  so  ill  to  her:  she 
took  this  revenge  against  him  so  often  that  one  day 
to  my  great  surprise  I  discovered  that  she  had  eloped 
from  me  and  fairly  gone  off  with  him.  There  was 
something  so  unhandsome,  as  I  thought,  in  this  pro- 
ceeding, that  I  should  probably  have  taken  legal 
measures  for  redress,  as  in  like  cases  other  husbands 
have  done,  had  I  not  been  diverted  from  my  pur- 
pose by  a  very  civil  note  from  the  gentleman  him- 
self, wherein  he  says — '  That  being  a  younger  son 
of  little  or  no  fortune,  he  hopes  I  am  too  much  of  a 
gentleman  to  think  of  resorting  to  the  vexatious 
measures  of  the  law  for  revenging  myself  upon  him; 
and  as  a  proof  of  his  readiness  to  make  me  all  the 
reparation  in  his  power  in  an  honourable  way,  he 
begs  leave  to  inform  me,  that  he  shall  most  respect- 
fully attend  upon  me  with  either  sword  or  pistols, 
or  with  both,  whenever  I  shall  be  pleased  to  lay  my 
commands  upon  him  for  a  meeting,  and  appoint  the 
hour  and  place,' 

"  After  such  atonement  on  the  part  of  the  offender, 
I  could  no  longer  harbour  any  thoughts  of  a  divorce, 
especially  as  my  younger  brother  the  parson  has 
heirs  to  continue  the  family,  and  seems  to  think  so 
entirely  with  nie  in  the  business,  that  I  have  deter- 
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mined  to  drop  it  altogether,  and  give  the  parties  no 
farther  molestation ;  for  as  my  brother  very  pro- 
perly observes,  it  is  the  part  of  a  christian  to  forget 
and  to  forgive;  and  in  truth  I  see  no  reason  why  I 
should  disturb  them  in  their  enjoyments,  or  return 
evil  for  good  to  an  obliging  gentleman,  who  has 
taken  a  task  of  trouble  off  my  hands,  and  set  me 
at  ray  ease  for  the  rest  of  my  days ;  in  which  tran- 
quil and  contented  state  of  mind,  as  becomes  a  man 
whose  inheritance  is  philanthropy,  and  whose  mo- 
ther's milk  hath  been  the  milk  of  human  kindness, 
I  remain  in  all  brotherly  charity  and  good  will, 
"  Yours  and  the  world's  friend, 

"  Simon  Sapling." 
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Quis  sett  an  adjiciant  hodierna:  crastlna  sxtmnia: 
Ttmpora  Dii  Superi?  ifoRAT. 

To-morrow  is  the  day  which  procrastination  al- 
ways promises  to  employ  and  never  overtakes  :  my 
correspondent  Tom  Tortoise,  whose  letter  1  shall 
now  lay  before  the  public,  seems  to  have  made  these 
promises,  and  broken  them  as  often  as  most  men. 

TO  THE  OBSERVER. 

"  I  have  been  resolving  to  write  to  thee  every 
morning  for  these  two  months,  but  something  or 
other  has  always  come  athwart  my  resolution  to  put 
it  by.  In  the  first  place  I  should  have  told  thee  that 
aunt  Gertrude  was  taken  grievously  sick,  and  had  a 
mighty  desire  to  see  thee  upon  affairs  of  consequence, 
but  as  I  was  in  daily  hopes  she  would  mend  and  be 
able  to  write  to  thee  herself  (for  every  body  you 
know  understands  their  own  business  best),  I  thought 
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I  would  wait  till  she  got  well  enough  to  tell  her  own 
story  ;  but  alas !  she  dwindled  and  dwindled  away 
till  she  died;  so,  if  she  had  any  secrets  they  are 
buried  with  her,  and  there's  an  end  of  that  matter. 

"  Another  thing  I  would  fain  have  written  to  thee 
about  was,  to  inquire  into  the  character  of  a  fellow, 
one  John  Jenkyns,  who  had  served  a  friend  of  thine, 
Sir  Theodore  Thimble,  as  his  house  steward,  and 
offered  himself  to  me  in  the  same  capacity:  but  this 
was  only  my  own  affair  do  you  see,  so  1  put  it  by 
from  day  to  day,  and  in  the  mean  time  took  the 
rascal  upon  his  word  without  a  character:  but  if  he 
ever  had  one,  he  would  have  lost  it  in  my  service, 
for  he  plundered  me  without  mercy,  and  at  last 
made  oft  with  a  pretty  round  sum  of  money,  which 
I  have  never  been  able  to  get  any  wind  of,  probably 
because  I  never  took  the  trouble  to  make  any  in- 
quiry. 

*'  I  now  sit  down  to  let  you  know  son  Tom  is 
come  from  Oxford,  and  a  strapping  tine  fellow  he  is 
grown  of  his  age :  he  has  a  mighty  longing  to  set 
out  upon  his  travels  to  foreign  parts,  which  you 
must  know  seems  to  me  a  very  foolish  conceit  in  a 
young  lad,  who  has  only  kept  his  ftrst  term  and  not 
completed  his  nineteenth  year;  so  I  opposed  his 
whim  manfully,  which  I  think  you  will  approve  of, 
for  I  recollected  the  opinion  you  gave  upon  this  sub- 
ject when  last  here,  and  quoted  it  against  him :  to 
do  him  justice,  he  fairly  offered  to  be  ruled  by  your 
advice,  and  willed  me  to  write  to  you  on  the  matter; 
but  one  thing  or  other  always  stood  in  the  way,  and 
in  the  mean  time  came  Lord  Ramble  in  his  way  to 
Dover,  and  being  a  great  crony  of  Tom's  and  very 
eager  for  his  company,  and  no  letter  coming  from 
you  (which  indeed  I  acquit  you  of,  not  having  writ- 
ten to  you  on  the  subject),  away  the  youngsters 
went  together,  and  probably  before  this  are  upon 
French  ground.     Pray  tell  me  what  you  think  of 
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this  trip,  which  appears  to  me  but  a  wildgoose  kind 
of  chase,  and  if  1  live  till  to-morrow  1  intend  to 
write  Tom  a  piece  of  my  mind  to  that  purpose,  and 
give  him  a  few  wholesome  hints,  which  1  had  put 
together  for  our  parting,  but  had  not  time  just  then 
to  communicate  to  him. 

'•'  I  intend  very  shortly  to  brush  up  your  quarters 
in  town,  as  my  solicitor  writes  me  word  every  thing- 
is  at  a  stand  for  want  of  my  appearance  ;  what  dila- 
tory doings  must  we  experience,  who  have  to  do 
tvith  the  law  !  putting  oft"  from  month  to  month,  and 
year  to  year :  I  wonder  men  of  business  are  not 
asheaiied  of  themselves :  as  for  me,  I  should  have 
been  up  and  amongst  them  long  enough  ago,  if  it 
had  not  been  for  one  thing  or  another  that  hampered 
me  about  my  journey :  horses  are  for  ever  falling 
lame,  antl  farriers  are  such  lazy  rascals,  that  before 
one  can  be  cured,  another  cries  out;  and  now  I  am 
in  daily  expectation  of  my  favourite  blood  mare 
dropping  a  foal,  which  I  am  in  great  hopes  will 
prove  a  colt,  and  therefore  I  cannot  be  absent  at  the 
time,  for  a  master's  eye  you  know  is  every  thing  in 
those  cases  :  besides  I  should  be  sorry  to  come  up 
in  this  dripping  season,  and  as  the  parson  has  begun 
praying  for  fair  weather,  I  hope  it  will  set  in  ere 
long  in  good  earnest,  and  that  it  will  please  God  to 
make  it  pleasant  travelling. 

*'  You  will  be  pleased  to  hear  that  I  mean  soon 
to  make  a  job  of  draining  the  marsh  in  front  of  my 
house  :  every  body  allows  that  as  soon  as  there  is  a 
channel  out  to  the  river,  it  will  be  as  dry  as  a  bowl- 
ing-green, and  as  fine  meadow  land  as  any  on  my 
estate  :  it  will  also  add  considerably  to  the  health  as 
well  as  beauty  of  our  situation,  for  at  present  'tis  a 
grievous  eyesore,  and  fills  us  with  fogs  and  foul  air 
at  such  a  rate  that  I  have  had  my  whole  family 
down  with  the  ague  all  this  spring :  here  is  a  fellow 

D  D  2 


306  OBSERVER.  90. 

ready  to  undertake  the  job  at  a  very  easy  expense, 
and  will  complete  it  in  a  week,  so  that  it  will  soon 
be  dojie  when  once  begun  ;  therefore  you  see  I  need 
not  hurry  myself  for  setting  about  it,  but  wait  till 
leisure  and  opportunity  suit. 

"  I  am  sorry  I  can  send  you  no  better  news  of 
your  old  friend  the  vicar;  he  is  sadly  out  of  sorts; 
you  must  know  the  incumbent  of  Slow-in-the- Wilds 
died  some  time  ago,  and  as  the  living  lies  so  handy 
to  my  own  parish  I  had  always  intended  it  for  our 
friend,  and  had  promised  him  again  and  again:  when 
behold  !  time  slipped  away  unperceived,  and  in  came 
my  lord  bishop  of  the  diocese  with  a  parson  of  his 
own,  ready  cut  and  dried,  and  claimed  it  as  a  lapsed 
living,  when  it  has  been  mine  and  my  ancestors  any 
time  these  five  hundred  years  for  aught  I  know :  if 
these  are  not  nimble  doings  I  know  not  what  are: 
egad !  a  man  need  have  all  his  eyes  about  him,  that 
has  to  do  with  these  bishops.  If  I  had  been  avt'are  of 
such  a  trick  being  played  me,  I  would  have  hoisted 
the  honest  vicar  into  the  pulpit,  before  the  old  par- 
son who  is  dead  and  gone  had  been  nailed  in  his 
coffin  ;  for  no  man  loves  less  to  be  taken  napping  (as 
they  call  it)  than  I  do:  and  as  for  the  poor  vicar  'tis 
surprising  to  see  how  he  takes  to  heart  the  disap- 
pointment; whereas  I  tell  him  he  has  nothing  for  it 
but  to  outlive  the  young  fellow  who  has  jumped  into 
his  shoes,  and  let  us  see  if  any  bishop  shall  jockey 
us  with  the  like  jade's  trick  for  the  future. 

"  I  have  now  only  to  request  you  will  send  me 
down  a  new  almanack,  for  the  year  wears  out  apace, 
and  I  am  terribly  puzzled  for  want  of  knowing  how  it 
goes,  and  I  love  to  be  regular.  If  there  is  any  thing 
I.  can  do  for  you  in  these  parts,  pray  employ  me,  for 
I  flatter  myself  you  believe  no  man  living  would  go 
farther,  or  more  readily  fly  to  do  you  service  than 
yours  to  command, 

"  Thomas  Tortoise." 
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Alas  !  though  the  wise  men  in  all  ages  have  been 
calling  out  as  it  were  with  one  voice  for  us  "  to 
know  ourselves,"  it  is  a  voice  that  has  not  yet 
reached  the  ears  or  understanding  of  my  correspon- 
dent Tom  Tortoise.  Somebody  or  other  hath  left  us 
another  good  maxim,  "never  to  put  off  till  to-mor- 
row what  v/e  can  do  to-day." — ^Vhether  he  was  in- 
deed a  wise  man,  who  first  broached  this  maxim, 
I'll  not  take  on  myself  to  pronounce,  but  I  am  apt 
to  think  he  would  be  no  fool  who  observed  it. 

If  all  the  resolutions,  promises,  and  engagements 
of  to-day,  that  lie  over  for  to-morrow,  were  to  be 
summed  up  and  posted  by  items,  what  a  cumbrous 
load  of  procrastinations  would  be  transferred  in  the 
midnight  crisis  of  a  moment!  Something  perhaps 
like  the  foii()\\ing  might  be  the  outline  of  the  deed, 
by  which  To-day  might  will  and  devise  the  foresaid 
contingencies  to  its  heir  and  successor. 

"  Conscious  that  my  existence  is  drawing  to  its 
close,  I  hereby  devise  and  make  over  to  my  natural 
heir  and  successor,  all  my  right  and  title  in  those 
many  vows,  promises,  and  obhgations  which  have 
been  so  liberally  made  to  me  by  sundry  persons  in 
my  lifetime,  but  which  still  remained  unfulfilled  on 
their  part,  and  stand  out  against  then) :  but  at  the 
same  time  that  I  am  heartily  desirous  all  engage- 
ments, fair  and  lawful  in  their  natuie,  may  be  punc- 
tually complied  with,  I  do  most  willingly  cancel  all 
such  as  are  of  a  contrary  description  ;  hereby  re- 
leasing and  discharging  all  manner  of  persons,  who 
have  bound  themselves  to  me  under  rash  and  incon- 
siderate resolutions,  from  the  performance  of  which 
evil  might  ensue  to  themselves,  and  wrong  or  vio- 
lence be  done  society. 

"  In  the  first  place  I  desire  my  said  heir  and  suc- 
cessor will  call  in  all  those  debts  of  conscience 
which  have  been  incurred  by,  and  are  due  from 
certain  defaulters,  who  stand  pledged  to  repentance 
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and  atonement,  of  all  which  immediate  payment 
ought  in  justice  and  discretion  to  be  rigorously  ex- 
acted from  the  several  parties,  forasmuch  as  every 
hour,  by  which  they  outrun  their  debt,  weakens 
their  security. 

"  It  is  my  further  will  and  desire,  that  all  those 
free  livers  and  professed  voluptuaries,  who  have 
wasted  the  hours  of  my  existence  in  riot  and  debau- 
chery, may  be  made  to  pay  down  their  lawful  quota 
of  sick  stomachs  and  aching  heads,  to  be  levied  upon 
them  severally  by  poll  at  the  discretion  of  my  heir 
and  successor. 

"  Whereas  I  am  apprized  of  many  dark  dealings 
and  malicious  designs  now  in  actual  execution,  to 
the  great  annoyance  of  society  and  good  fellowship, 
I  earnestly  recommended  the  detection  of  all  such 
evil  minded  persons  with  to-morrow's  light,  heartily 
hoping  they  will  meet  their  due  shame,  punishment, 
and  disappointment :  and  I  sincerely  wish  that  every 
honest  man,  who  hath  this  night  gone  to  rest  with  a 
good  reputation,  may  not  be  deprived  of  to-morrow's 
repose  by  any  base  efforts,  which  slander,  who  works 
in  the  dark,  may  conjure  up  to  take  it  from  him. 

'*  It  is  with  singular  satisfaction  I  have  been  made 
privy  to  sundry  kind  and  charitable  benevolences, 
that  have  been  privately  bestowed  upon  the  indigent 
and  distressed,  without  any  ostentation  or  parade  on 
the  part  of  the  givers,  and  I  do  thereupon  strictly 
enjoin  and  require  a  fair  and  impartial  account  to  bo 
taken  of  the  same  by  my  lawful  heir  and  successor 
(be  the  amount  what  it  may),  that  interest  for  tlic 
same  may  be  put  into  immediate  course  of  payment; 
whereby  the  parties  so  entitled  may  enjoy,  as  in 
justice  they  ought  to  do,  all  those  comforts,  bless- 
ings, and  rewards  which  talents  so  employed  are 
calculated  to  produce. 

"  All  promises  made  by  men  of  power  to  their  do- 
pendants,  and  all  verbal  engagements  to  tradesmen 
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on  the  score  of  bills,  that  lie  over  for  to-morrow,  I 
hereby  cancel  and  acquit ;  well  assured  they  were 
not  meant  by  those  «ho  made  them,  nor  expected 
bj'  any  who  received  them,  then  to  be  made  good 
and  fulfilled. 

"  To  all  gamesters,  rakes,  and  revellers,  who 
shall  be  found  out  of  bed  at  my  decease,  T  bequeath 
rotten  constitutions,  restless  thoughts,  and  squalid 
complexions;  but  to  all  such  regular  and  industri- 
ous people,  who  rise  with  the  sun  and  carefully  re- 
sume their  honest  occupations,  I  give  the  greatest 
of  all  human  blessings— health  of  body,  peace  of 
mind,  and  length  of  days. 

"  Given  under  my  hand,  &c.  &c. 

"  To-Day." 


No.  XCVII. 

TO  THE  OBSERVER. 


"  SIR, 

*'  There  is  an  old  gentleman  of  my  acquaintance 
who  annoys  me  exceedingly  with  his  predictions  : 
I  have  reason  to  believe  he  bears  me  good  will  in 
the  main,  and  does  not  know  to  what  a  degree  he 
actually  disturbs  my  peace  of  mind,  I  would  there- 
fore fain  put  up  with  his  humour  if  I  could ;  but 
when  he  is  for  ever  ringing  his  knell  in  my  ears,  he 
sometimes  provokes  me  to  retort  upon  him,  often- 
times to  laugh  at  him,  and  never  fails  to  put  me  out 
of  patience  or  out  of  spirits. 

"  I  have  read"  your  account  of  the  Dampers  with 
great  fellow  feeling,  and  perceive  that  my  old  gen- 
tleman is  very  deep  in  that  philosophy  ;  but  as  1  un- 
fortunately have  very  little  philosophy  of  any  sort  to 
set  against  it,  I  find  myself  frequently  at  his  mercy, 
and  without  defence. 
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'•  I  do  not  think  this  proceeds  so  much  from  any 
radical  vice  in  his  nature,  as  from  a  foolish  vanity  to 
seem  wiser  than  his  neighbours,  and  to  put  himself 
oft'  for  a  man  who  knows  the  world  :  the  fact  is  he 
is  an  old  bachelor,  lives  in  absolute  retirement,  and 
has  scarcely  stepped  out  of  the  precincts  of  his  own 
village  three  times  in  his  life ;  yet  he  is  ever  telling 
me  of  his  experience  and  his  observations  :  if  I  was 
to  put  implicit  faith  in  what  he  says,  common  ho- 
nesty in  mankind  would  be  a  miracle,  and  happiness 
a  disappointment ;  as  for  hope,  that  moonshine  diet 
as  he  calls  it,  which  is  so  plentifully  served  up  in  the 
fanciful  repasts  of  the  poets,  and  which  is  too  often 
the  only  standing  dish  at  their  tables,  I  should  never 
get  a  taste  of  it ;  and  yet  if  ruining  a  merchant's  cre- 
dit is  tantamount  to  robbing  him  of  his  property,  I 
must  think  the  Damper,  who  blasts  ray  hope,  is  in 
fact  little  better  than  a  thief. 

"  I  have  a  natural  prejudice  for  certain  people  at 
first  sight,  where  a  countenance  impresses  me  in  its 
favour,  for  I  am  apt  to  fancy  that  honesty  sets  a 
mark  upon  its  owners ;  there  is  not  a  weakness  in- 
cident to  human  nature,  for  which  he  could  hold  my 
understanding  in  more  sovereign  contempt:  if  I  was 
to  be  advised  by  him,  I  shoukl  not  trust  my  wife 
out  of  my  sight,  for  it  is  a  maxim  with  him,  that  no 
love  matches  can  be  happy;  mine  was  of  that  sort, 
and  I  am  happy:  still  I  am  out  of  credit  with  my 
Damper.  I  was  bound  for  a  relation  in  public  trust 
some  years  ago;  there  I  confess  his  augury  some- 
times staggered  me,  and  he  urged  me  with  proverbs 
out  of  holy  writ,  which  I  was  rather  puzzled  to 
parry ;  my  friend  however  has  done  well  in  the 
world,  discharged  his  obligation,  and  repaid  it  with 
grateful  returns ;  still  I  am  out  of  credit  with  my 
Damper.  I  invested  a  small  sum  in  a  venture  to  the 
East  Indies ;  he  descanted  upon  the  risk  of  the  sea; 
X  insured  upon  the  shij>,  ho  denounced  bankruptcy 
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against  the  underwriter,  the  ship  came  home,  and  I 
doubled  the  capital  ot "my  investment;  still  1  am  out 
of  credit  with  my  Damper,  and  he  shakes  his  head 
at  my  lolly. 

"  I  can  plainly  perceive  that  his  predictions  often- 
times are  as  troublesome  to  himself  as  to  me ;  he 
loses  many  a  fine  morning's  walk  by  foreseeing  a 
change  of  weather ;  he  never  goes  to  church  because 
he  has  had  a  suit  with  the  parson ;  and  part  of  his 
estate  remains  untenanted,  because  a  farmer  some 
time  ago  broke  in  his  debt. 

"  Though  I  am  no  philosopher,  I  am  not  such  a 
simpleton  as  not  to  know  how  little  we  ought  to 
depend  upon  worldly  events  in  general ;  yet  it  ap- 
pears to  me  that  what  a  man  has  already  enjoyed, 
he  can  no  longer  be  said  to  depend  upon  :  if  there- 
fore I  have  had  real  pleasure  in  any  innocent  and 
agreeable  expectation,  disappointment  can  at  worst 
do  no  more  than  remove  the  meat  after  I  have  made 
my  meal. 

*'  Though  I  do  not  know  how  to  define  hope  as  a 
metaphysician,  I  am  inclined  to  speak  of  it  with  re- 
spect, because  I  find  it  has  been  a  good  friend  to  me 
in  ray  life;  it  has  given  me  a  thousand  things,  which 
malice  and  misfortune  would  have  ravished  from  me, 
if  I  had  not  fairly  worn  them  out  before  they  could 
lay  their  fingers  upon  them  :  spe  pascit  inani — says 
the  poet,  and  contradicts  himself  in  the  same  breath : 
for  my  part,  if  it  was  not  for  the  fear  of  appearing 
paradoxical,  I  should  say  upon  experience,  that 
hope,  though  called  a  shadow,  is,  together  with  that 
other  phantom  death,  the  sole  reality  beneath  the 
sun  :  the  unfaithfulness  of  friends,  from  whom  I  had 
the  claim  of  gratitude,  can  never  rob  me  of  those 
pleasures  I  enjoyed,  when  I  served  them,  loved 
them,  and  confided  in  them;  and  in  spite  of  all  my 
friend  the  Damper  can  say  to  the  contrary,  it  is  not 
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on  my  own  account  I  am  sorry  to  have  thought 
better  of  mankind  than  they  deserve. 

"  I  am.  Sir,  &c. 

"  Benevolus." 

to  the  observer. 

"  SIR, 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  belong  to  a  club  of  gentle- 
men of  public  spirit  and  talents,  who  make  it  a  rule 
to  meet  every  Sunday  evening,  in  a  house  of  enter- 
tainment behind  St.  Clement's,  for  the  regulation  of 
literature  in  this  metropolis.  Our  fraternity  consists 
of  two  distinct  orders.  The  Dampers  and  the  Puf- 
fers ;  and  each  of  these  are  again  classed  into  certain 
inferior  subdivisions.  We  take  notice  that  both 
these  descriptions  of  persons  have  in  turn  been  the 
objects  of  your  feeble  raillery;  but  I  must  fairly  tell 
you,  we  neither  think  worse  of  ourselves  nor  any 
better  of  you  for  those  attempts.  We  consider  the 
republic  of  letters  under  obligations  to  us  for  its  very 
existence,  for  how  could  it  be  a  republic,  unless  its 
members  were  kept  upon  an  equality  with  each 
other?  Now  this  is  the  very  thing  which  our  insti- 
tution professes  to  do. 

"  W^e  have  an  ingenious  member  of  our  society, 
who  has  invented  a  machine  for  this  purpose,  which 
answers  to  admiration  :  he  calls  it —  The  Thermometer 
of  Merit:  this  machine  he  has  set  in  a  frame,  and 
laid  down  a  very  accurate  scale  of  gradations  by  the 
side  of  it :  one  glance  of  the  eye  gives  every  author's 
altitude  to  a  minute.  'I'he  middle  degree  on  this 
scale,  and  which  answers  to  temperate  on  a  common 
thermometer,  is  that  standard,  or  common  level  of 
merit,  to  which  all  contemporaries  in  the  same  free 
community  ought  to  be  confined;  but  as  theie  \Aill 
always  be  some  eccentric  beings  in  nature,  who  will 
either  start  above  standard  height,  or  drop  below  it; 
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it  is  our  duty  by  the  operation  of  the  daily  press  ei- 
ther to  screw  them  down,  or  to  screw  them  up,  as 
the  case  requires;  and  this  brings  me  to  explain  the 
uses  of  the  two  grand  departments  of  our  fraternity  : 
authors  above  par  fall  to  the  province  of  the  Dam- 
pers, all  below  par  appertain  to  the  Pufters.  The 
daily  press  being  common  to  all  men,  and  both  the 
one  class  and  the  other  having  open  access  thereto, 
we  can  work  either  by  forcers  or  repellers,  as  we  see 
fit ;  and  I  can  safely  assure  you  our  process  seldom 
fails  in  either  case,  when  we  apply  it  timely,  and 
especially  to  young  poets  in  their  veal  bones,  as  the 
saying  is  :  with  this  view  we  are  always  upon  terms 
with  the  conductors  of  the  said  press,  who  are  fully 
sensible  of  the  benefits  of  our  institution,  and  live 
with  us  in  the  mutual  interchange  of  friendly  offices, 
like  Shakspeare's  Zephyrs 

Stealing  and  giving  odours 


"  As  we  act  upon  none  but  principles  of  general 
justice,  and  hold  it  right  that  parts  should  be  made 
subservient  to  the  whole,  our  scheme  of  equalization 
requires,  that  accordingly  as  any  individual  rises  on 
the  scale,  our  depressing  powers  should  counteract 
and  balance  his  ascending  powers  :  this  process,  as 
I  said  before,  belongs  to  the  Dampers'  office,  and  is 
by  them  termed  pressing  an  author,  or  more  literally 
committing  him  to  the  press.  This  is  laid  on  more 
or  less  forcibly,  according  to  his  degree  of  ascen- 
sion ;  in  most  cases  a  few  turns  squeeze  him  down 
to  his  proper  bearing,  but  this  is  always  done  wiih 
reasonable  allowance  for  the  natural  reaction  of 
elastic  bodies,  so  that  it  is  necessary  to  bring  him 
some  degrees  below  standard,  lest  he  should  mount 
above  it  when  the  jircss  is  taken  olf :  if  by  chance 
his  ascending  powers  run  bjm  up  to  sultry  or  fever 
heat,  the  Dampers  must  proportion  their  discipline 
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accordingly;  in  like  manner  the  Pufters  have  to 
blow  an  author  up  by  mere  strength  of  lungs,  when 
he  is  heavy  in  ballast,  and  his  sinking  powers  fall 
below  the  freezing-point,  as  sometimes  happens 
even  to  our  best  friends:  in  that  case  the  Putters 
have  bursts  of  applause  and  peals  of  lavghter  in  petto, 
which,  though  they  never  reach  vulgar  ears,  serve 
his  purpose  eft'ectually — But  these  are  secrets  which 
we  never  reveal  but  to  the  Initiated,  and  I  shall 
conclude  by  assuring  you  I  am  yours  as  you  deserve. 
"Pro  BONO  PUBLICO." 


No.  XCVIII. 


A  WRITER  of  miscellaneous  essays  is  open  to  the 
correspondence  of  persons  of  all  descriptions,  and 
though  I  think  fit  to  admit  the  following  letter  into 
my  collection,  I  hope  my  readers  will  not  suppose  I 
wish  to  introduce  the  writer  of  it  into  their  com- 
pany, or  even  into  my  own. 

TO  THE  OBSERVER. 
"SIR, 

"  As  we  hear  a  great  deal  of  the  affluence  of  this 
flourishing  country,  and  the  vast  quantity  of  sleeping 
cnsh,  as  it  is  called,  locked  up  in  vaults  and  strong- 
boxes, we  conceive  it  would  be  a  good  deed  to 
waken  some  of  it,  and  put  it  into  use  and  circula- 
tion :  we  have  therefore  associated  ourselves  into  a 
patriotic  fraternity  of  circulators  commonly  called 
pick-pockets :  but  with  sorrow  we  let  you  know, 
that  notwithstanding  our  best  endeavours  to  put 
forward  the  purposes  of  our  institution,  and  the 
great  charges  of  providing  ourselves  with  instru- 
ments and  tools  of  all  sorts  for  the  better  furtherance 
of  our  business,  we  have  yet  hooked  up  little  except 
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dirty  handkerchiefs,  leathern  snuff-boxes,  empty 
purses,  and  Bath  metal  watches  from  the  pockets  of 
the  public;  articles  these,  let  me  say,  that  would 
hardly  be  received  at  the  depot  of  the  patriotic  con- 
tributors at  Paris.  Are  these  the  symptoms  of  a 
great  and  wealthy  nation  ?  we  blush  for  our  coun- 
try, whilst  we  are  compelled  by  truth  and  candour 
to  reply — They  are  not. 

"As  we  have  a  number  of  pretty  articles  on  hand, 
which  will  not  pass  in  our  trade,  nothing  deters  us 
from  putting  them  up  to  public  cant  but  the  tax  our 
unworthy  parliament  has  laid  upon  auctions.  I 
send  you  two  or  three  papers,  which  a  brother  artist 
angled  out  of  the  pocket  of  a  penny  less  gentleman 
the  other  night  at  the  play-house  door :  the  one  a 
letter  signed  Urania,  the  other  Gorgon :  they  can 
be  of  no  use  to  us,  as  we  have  nothing  to  do  with 
Urania's  virtue,  nor  stand  in  need  of  Gorgon  to  paint 
scenes,  which  we  can  act  better  than  he  describes ; 
neither  do  we  want  his  effigy  of  a  man  under  the 
gallows  to  remind  us  of  what  we  must  all  come  to. 

"  Yours, 
"Crook-fingered  Jack." 

The  letter  from  Urania  breathes  the  full  spirit  of 
that  amiable  ambition  which  at  present  seems  gene- 
rally to  inspire  our  heroines  of  the  stage  to  accept  of 
none  but  shining  characters,  and  never  to  present 
themselves  to  the  public  but  as  illustrious  models  of 
purity  and  grace.  If  virtue  be  thus  captivating  by 
resemblance  only,  how  beautiful  must  it  be  in  the 
reality !  I  cannot,  however,  help  pitying  the  un- 
known poet,  whose  hopes  were  dashed  with  the 
following  rebuke : 

"  SIR, 

"  I  have  run  my  eye  over  your  tragedy,  and  am  be- 
yond measure  surprised  you  could  think  of  allotting 
a  part  to  me  which  is  so  totally  unamiable.     Sir, 
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I  neither  can,  nor  will  appear  in  any  public  cha- 
racter, which  is  at  variance  with  my  private  one ; 
and,  though  I  have  no  objection  to  your  scene  of 
self-murder,  and  Hatter  myself  I  could  do  it  justice, 
yet  my  mind  revolts  from  spilling  any  blood  but  my 
own. 

*'  I  confess  there  are  many  fine  passages  and  some 
very  striking  situations  that  would  fall  to  my  lot  in 
your  drama,  but  permit  me  to  tell  you,  sir,  that 
until  you  can  clear  up  the  legitimacy  of  the  child, 
you  have  been  pleased  therein  to  lay  at  my  door, 
and  will  find  a  father  for  it,  whom  I  may  not  blush 
to  own  for  a  husband,  you  must  never  hope  for  the 
assistance  of  your  humble  servant, 

"  Urania." 

The  other  letter  is  addressed  to  the  same  unfortu- 
nate poet  from  an  artist,  who  seems  to  have  studied 
nature  in  her  deformities  only. 

"  DEAR  DISMAL, 

"  I  wait  with  impatience  to  hear  of  the  success  of 
your  tragedy,  and  in  the  mean  time  have  worked  off 
a  frontispiece  for  it,  that  you,  who  have  a  passion 
for  the  terrific.  Mill  be  perfectly  charmed  with. 

"  I  am  scandalized  when  I  hear  people  say  that 
the  fine  arts  are  protected  in  this  country;  nothing 
can  be  further  from  the  truth,  as  I  am  one  amongst 
many  to  witness.  Painting  I  presume  will  not  be 
disputed  to  be  one  of  the  fine  arts,  and  I.  may  say 
witliout  vanity  I  have  some  pretensions  to  rank  with 
the  best  of  my  brethren  in  that  profession. 

"  My  first  studies  were  carried  on  in  the  capital 
of  a  certain  county  where  I  was  born ;  and  being 
determined  to  choose  a  striking  subject  for  my  debut 
in  the  branch  of  portrait-painting,  I  persuaded  my 
grandmother  to  sit  to  me,  and  I  am  bold  to  say  there 
was  great  merit  in  my  picture,  considering  it  as  a 
maiden  production  :  particularly  in  the  execution  of 
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a  hair-mole  upon  her  chin,  and  a  wart  under  her  eye, 
which  I  touched  to  such  a  nicety  as  to  make  every 
body  start  who  cast  their  eyes  upon  the  canvass. 

"  There  was  a  httle  dwarfish  lad  in  the  parish, 
who,  besides  the  deformity  of  his  person,  had  a  re- 
markable hare  lip,  Avhich  exposed  to  view  a  broken 
row  of  discoloured  teeth,  and  was  indeed  a  very 
brilliant  subject  for  a  painter  of  efl'ect :  1  gave  a  full 
length  of  him,  that  was  executed  so  to  the  life  as 
to  turn  the  stomach  of  every  body  who  looked  upon 
it. 

"  At  this  time  there  came  into  our  town  a  travel- 
ing showman,  who  amongst  other  curiosities  of  the 
savage  kind  brought  with  him  a  man-ape,  or  Ourong" 
Outong  :  and  this  person  having  seen  and  admired 
my  portrait  of  the  little  hump-backed  dwarf,  em- 
ployed me  to  take  the  figure  of  his  celebrated  savage 
for  the  purpose  of  displaying  it  on  the  outside  of  his 
booth.  Such  an  occasion  of  introducing  my  art 
into  notice  spurred  my  genius  to  extraordinary  ex- 
ertions, and  though  I  must  premise  that  the  savage 
was  not  the  best  sitter  in  the  world,  yet  I  flatter 
myself  I  acquitted  myself  to  the  satisfaction  of  his 
keeper,  and  did  justice  to  the  ferocity  of  my  subject : 
I  caught  him  in  one  of  his  most  striking  attitudes, 
standing  erect  with  a  huge  club  in  his  paw:  1  put 
every  muscle  into  play,  and  threw  such  a  terrific 
dignity  into  his  features,  as  would  nothave  disgraced 
the  character  of  a  Nero  or  Caligula.  I  was  happy 
to  observe  the  general  notice  which  was  taken  of  my 
performance  by  all  the  country  folks,  who  resorted 
to  the  show,  and  I  believe  my  employer  had  no 
cause  to  repent  of  having  set  me  upon  the  work. 

"  The  figure  of  this  animal  with  the  club  in  his 
paw  suggested  a  hint  to  a  publican  in  the  place  of 
treating  his  alehouse  with  a  new  sign,  and  as  he  had 
been  in  the  service  of  a  noble  family,  who  from  an- 
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cient  time  have  borne  the  Bear  and  Ragged  Staff"  for 
their  crest,  he  gave  me  a  commission  to  provide  him 
with  a  sign  to  that  effect;  though  I  spared  no  pains 
to  get  a  real  bear  to  sit  to  me  for  his  portrait,  my 
endeavours  proved  abortive,  and  I  v*'as  forced  to  re- 
sort to  such  common  prints  of  that  animal  as  I  could 
obtain,  and  trusted  to  my  imagination  for  supplying 
what  else  might  be  wanted  for  the  piece :  as  I 
worked  upon  this  capital  design  in  the  room  where 
mv  grandmother's  portrait  was  before  my  eyes,  it 
occurred  to  me  to  introduce  the  same  hair  mole  into 
the  whiskers  of  Bruin,  which  1  had  so  successfully 
copied  from  her  chin,  and  certainly  the  thought  was 
a  happy  one,  for  it  had  a  picturesque  effect ;  but  in 
doing  this  I  was  naturally  enough,  though  unde- 
signedly, betrayed  into  giving  such  a  general  resem- 
blance to  the  good  dame  in  the  rest  of  Bruin's  fea- 
tures, that  when  it  came  to  be  exhibited  on  the  sign- 
post all  the  people  cried  out  upon  the  likeness,  and 
a  malicious  humour  ran  through  the  town,  that  I 
had  painted  my  grandmother  instead  of  the  bear; 
which  lost  me  the  favour  of  that  indulgent  relation, 
though  Heaven  knows  I  was  as  innocent  of  the  in- 
tention as  the  child  unborn. 

"The  disgust  my  grandmother  conceived  against 
her  likeness  with  the  ragged  staff  gave  me  incredible 
uneasiness,  and  as  she  was  a  good  customer  to  the 
landlord,  and  much  respected  in  the  place,  he  was 
induced  to  return  the  bear  upon  my  hands.  I  am 
now  thinking  to  what  use  I  can  turn  him,  and  as  it 
occurs  to  me,  that  by  throwing  a  little  more  autho- 
rity into  his  features,  and  gilding  his  chain,  he  might 
very  possibly  hit  the  likeness  of  some  lord  mayor  of 
London  in  his  fur-gown  and  gold  chain,  and  make 
a  respectable  figure  in  some  city  hall,  I  am  willing 
to  dispose  of  him  to  any  such  at  an  easy  price. 

"  As  I  have  also  preserved  a  sketch  of  my  famous 
Ourong  Outong,  a  thought  has  strucl^me,  that  with 
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a  few  finishing  touches  he  might  easily  be  converted 
into  a  Caliban  tor  the  Tempest;  and,  when  that  is 
done,  I  shall  not  totally  despair  of  his  obtaining  a 
niche  in  the  Shakspeare  gallery. 

*'  It  has  been  common  with  the  great  masters, 
Ilubens,  Vandyke,  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  and  others, 
when  they  paint  a  warrior,  or  other  great  personage, 
on  horseback,  to  throw  a  dvi^arf,  or  some  such  con- 
trasted figure,  into  the  back  ground :  should  any 
artist  be  in  want  of  such  a  thing,  I  can  very  readily 
supply  him  with  my  hair-lipped  boy;  if  otherwise, 
I  am  not  totally  without  hopes  that  he  may  suit 
some  Spanish  grandee,  when  any  such  shall  visit 
this  country  upon  his  travels,  or  in  the  character  of 
ambassador  from  that  illustrious  court. 

"  Before  I  conclude  I  shall  beg  leave  to  observe 
that  1  have  a  complete  set  of  ready-made  devils, 
that  would  do  honour  to  Saint  Anthony,  or  any  other 
person,  who  may  be  in  Mant  of  such  accompani- 
ments to  set  oft"  the  self-denying  virtues  of  his  cha- 
racter; I  have  also  a  fine  parcel  of  murdered  inno- 
cents, which  I  mean  to  have  filled  up  with  the  story 
of  Herod  ;  but  if  any  gentleman  thinks  fit  to  lay  the 
scene  in  Ghent,  and  make  a  modern  composition  of 
it,  I  am  bold  to  say  my  pretty  babes  will  not  dis- 
grace the  pathos  of  the  subject,  nor  violate  the  Cos- 
tuma.  I  took  a  notable  sketch  of  a  man  hanging, 
and  seized  him  just  in  the  dying  twitches,  before  the 
last  stretch  gave  a  stift'ness  and  rigidity  unfavour- 
able to  the  human  figure:  this  I  would  willingly 
accommodate  to  the  wishes  of  any  lady,  who  is  de- 
sirous of  preserving  a  portrait  of  her  lover,  friend, 
or  husband  in  that  interesting  attitude. 

"  These,  cum  multis  aliis,  are  part  of  my  stock  on 
hand,  and  I  hope,  upon  my  arrival  at  my  lodgings 
in  Blood-bowl  alley,  to  exhibit  them  with  much  cre- 
.!it  to  myself,  and  to  the  entire  satisfaction  of  such 
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of  my  neighbours  in  that  quarter,  as  may  incline  to 
patronize  the  line  arts,  and  restore  the  credit  of  this 
drooping  country. 

"  Yours, 

"Gorgon." 


No.  XCIX. 

Cuncti  adaint,  merilaque  expectent  prceniia  ipalmce! 

A  CURIOUS  Greek  fragment  has  been  lately  disco- 
vered by  an  ingenious  traveller  at  Constantinople, 
which  is  supposed  to  have  been  saved  out  of  the  fa- 
mous Alexandrian  library  when  set  on  tire  by  com- 
mand of  the  Caliph.  There  is  nothing  but  conjec- 
ture to  guide  us  to  the  author:  some  learned  men, 
who  have  examined  it,  give  it  to  Pausanius,  others 
to  yElian  :  some  contend  for  Suidas,  others  for  Liba- 
nius  :  but  most  agree  in  ascribing  it  to  some  one  of 
the  Greek  sophists,  so  t!«at  it  is  not  to  be  disguised 
that  just  doubts  are  to  be  entertained  of  its  veracity 
in  point  of  fact.  There  may  be  much  ingenuity  in 
these  discussions,  but  we  are  not  to  expect  convic- 
tion ;  therefore  1  shall  pass  to  the  subject  matter, 
and  not  concern  myself  with  any  previous  argu- 
mentation on  a  question  that  is  never  likely  to  be 
settled. 

This  fragment  says,  "  that  some  time  after  the 
death  of  the  great  dramatic  poet  iEschylus,  there 
was  a  certain  citizen  of  Athens  named  Philoteuchus, 
who  by  his  industry  and  fair  character  in  trade  had 
acquired  a  plentiful  fortune,  and  came  in  time  to 
be  actually  chosen  one  of  the  Areopagites  ;  this  man 
in  an  advanced  period  of  his  life  engaged  in  a  very 
splendid  undertaking  for  collecting  a  series  of  pic- 
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tures  to  be  composed  from  scenes  in  the  tragedies  of 
the  great  poet  aboveraentioned,  and  to  be  executed 
by  the  Athenian  artists,  who  were  then  both  nu- 
merous and  eminent. 

"The  old  Areopagite,  with  a  spirit  that  would 
have  done  honour  to  Pisistratus  or  Pericles,  con- 
structed a  spacious  lyceum  for  the  reception  of  these 
pictures,  which  he  laid  open  to  the  resort  both  of 
citizens  and  strangers,  and  the  success  of  the  work 
reflected  equal  credit  upon  the  undertaker  and  the 
artists,  whom  he  employed." 

The  chain  of  the  narration  is  here  broken  by  a  loss 
of  a  part  of  the  fragment,  which  however  is  fortu- 
nately resumed  in  that  place  where  the  writer  gives 
some  account  of  the  masters  who  painted  for  this 
collection,  and  of  the  scenes  they  made  choice  of 
for  their  several  pictures. 

"  He  tells  us  that  Apelles  was  then  living  and  in 
the  vigour  of  his  genius,  though  advanced  in  years  ; 
he  describes  the  scene  chosen  for  his  composition 
minutely,  and  it  appears  to  have  been  taken  from 
that  suit  of  dramas  which  we  know  JLschylus  com- 
posed from  the  story  of  the  Atridie,  and  of  which 
we  have  still  such  valuable  remains.  He  represents 
iEgisthus,  after  the  murder  of  Agamemnon  by  the 
instigation  of  Clytemnestra,  in  the  act  of  consulting- 
certain  Sybils,  who  by  their  magical  spells  and  in- 
cantations have  raised  the  ghost  of  Agamemnon, 
which  is  attended  by  a  train  of  phantoms,  emblema- 
tic of  eight  successive  kings  of  Argos,  his  immediate 
descendants  :  his  spectre  is  made  pointing  to  his 
posterity,  and  at  the  same  time  looking  on  his  mur- 
derer with  a  smile,  in  which  Apelles  contrived  to 
give  the  several  expressions  of  contempt,  exultation 
and  revenge,  with  such  a  character  of  ghastly  pain 
and  horror,  as  to  make  the  beholders  shrink. 
Amongst  these  Sybils  he  introduces  the  person 
of  Cassandra  the  prophetess,  whom   Agamemnon 
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brought  captive  from  the  destruction  of  Troy.  '  The 
light,'  he  says,  '  proceeds  only  from  a  flaming  cal- 
dron, in  which  the  Sibylls  have  been  making  their 
libations  to  the  infernal  deities  or  furies;  and  he 
speaks  of  the  reflected  ruddy  tints,  which  by  this 
management  of  the  artist  were  cast  upon  the  figures, 
as  producing  a  wonderful  efl:"ect,  and  giving  an 
amazing  horror  and  magnificence  to  the  group. 
Upon  the  whole  he  states  it  as  the  most  capital  per- 
formance of  the  master,  and  that  he  got  such  uni- 
versal honour  thereby  that  he  was  afterwards  em- 
ployed to  paint  for  the  Persian  monarch,  and  had  a 
commission  even  from  the  queen  of  Scythia,  a  coun- 
try then  emerging  from  barbarity. 

"  Parrhasius,  though  born  in  the  colony  of  Mi- 
letus on  the  coast  of  Asia,  was  an  adopted  citizen 
of  Athens,  and  in  great  credit  there  for  his  cele- 
brated picture  on  the  death  of  Epaminondas  :  he 
contributed  to  this  collection  by  a  very  capital  com- 
position taken  from  a  tragedy,  which  was  the  third 
in  a  series  of  dramas,  founded  by  iEschylus  on  the 
well  known  stiry  of  Oedipus,  all  which  are  lost. 
The  miserable  monarch,  whose  misfortunes  had  over- 
turned his  reason,  is  here  depicted  taking  shelter 
under  a  wretched  hovel  in  the  midst  of  a  trerhen- 
dous  storm,  where  the  elements  seem  conspiring 
against  a  helpless  being  in  the  last  stage  of  human 
misery.  The  painter  has  thrown  a  very  touching- 
character  of  insanity  into  his  features,  which  plainly 
indicates  that  his  loss  of  reason  has  arisen  from  the 
tender  rather  than  the  inflammatory  passions ;  for 
there  is  a  majestic  sensibility  mixed  with  the  wild- 
ness  of  his  distraction,  which  still  preserves  the 
traces  of  the  once  benevolent  monarch.  In  this 
desolate  scene  he  has  a  few  forlorn  companions  in 
his  distress,  which  form  a  very  peculiar  group  of 
personages ;  for  they  consist  of  a  venerable  old 
man  iu  a  very  piteous  condition,  whose  eyes  have 
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been  torn  from  their  sockets,  together  with  a  naked 
maniac  who  is  starting  from  the  hovel,  where  he 
had  housed  himself  during  the  tempest :  the  effect 
of  this  figure  is  described  with  rapture,  for  he  is 
drawn  in  the  prime  of  youth,  beautiful,  and  of  a 
most  noble  air;  his  naked  limbs  display  the  finest 
proportions  of  the  human  figure,  and  the  muscular 
exertion  of  the  sudden  action  he  is  thrown  into  fur- 
nish ample  scope  to  the  anatomical  science  of  the 
artist.  The  fable  feigns  him  to  be  the  son  of  the 
blind  old  man  above  described,  and  the  fragment 
relates  that  his  phrensy  being  not  real  but  assumed, 
Parrhasius  availed  himself  of  that  circumstance, 
and  touched  the  character  of  his  madness  with  so 
nice  and  delicate  a  discrimination  from  that  of  Oedi- 
pus, that  an  attentive  observer  might  have  disco- 
vered it  to  be  counterfeited  even  without  the  clue  of 
the  story.  There  are  two  other  attendant  charac- 
ters in  the  group ;  one  of  these  is  a  rough,  hardy 
veteran,  who  seems  to  brave  the  storm  with  a  cer- 
tain air  of  contemptuous  petulance  in  his  counte- 
nance, that  bespeaks  a  mind  superior  to  fortune,  and 
indignant  under  the  visitation  even  of  the  gods 
themselves.  The  other  is  a  character  that  seems  to 
have  been  a  kind  of  imaginary  creature  of  the  poet, 
and  is  a  buftbon  or  jester  upon  the  model  of  Ho- 
mer's Thersites,  and  was  employed  by  iEschylus  in 
his  drama  upon  the  old  burlesque  system  of  the 
Satyrs,  as  an  occasional  chorus  or  parody  upon  the 
severer  and  more  tragic  characters  of  the  piece. 

"  The  next  picture  in  our  author's  catalogue  was 
by  the  hand  of  Timanthes.  This  modest  painter, 
though  residing  in  the  capital  of  Attica,  lived  in 
such  retirement  from  society,  and  was  so  absolutely 
devoted  to  his  ait  that  even  his  person  was  scarce 
known  to  his  competitors.  Envy  never  drew  a  word 
from  his  lips  to  the  disparagement  of  a  contempo- 
rary, and  emulation  could  hardly  provoke  his  diffi- 
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dence  into  a  contest  for  fame,  which  so  many  bolder 
rivals  were  prepared  to  dispute. 

"^schylus,  it  is  well  known,  wrote  three  plays 
on  the  fable  of  Prometheus  :  the  second  in  this  se- 
ries is  the  '  Prometheus  chained,'  which  happily 
survives  ;  the  last  was  '  Prometheus  delivered,'  and 
from  the  opening  scene  of  this  drama  Timanthes 
formed  his  picture.  Prometheus  is  here  disco- 
vered on  the  seashore  upon  an  island  inhabited  only 
by  himself  and  his  daughter,  a  young  virgin  of  ex- 
quisite beauty,  who  is  supposed  to  have  seen  none 
other  of  the  human  species  but  her  father,  besides 
certain  imaginary  beings,  whom  Prometheus  had 
either  created  by  his  stolen  fire,  or  whom  he  em- 
ployed in  the  capacity  of  familiars  for  the  purposes 
of  his  enchantments,  for  the  poet  very  justifiably 
supposes  him  endowed  with  supernatural  powers, 
and  by  that  vehicle  brings  to  pass  all  the  beautiful 
and  surprising  incidents  of  his  drama.  One  of  these 
aerial  spirits  had  by  his  command  conjured  up  a 
most  dreadful  tempest,  in  which  a  noble  ship  is  re- 
presented as  sinking  in  the  midst  of  the  breakers  on 
this  enchanted  shore.  The  daughter  of  Prometheus 
is  seen  in  a  supplicating  attitude  imploring  her  father 
to  allay  the  storm,  and  save  the  sinking  mariners 
from  destruction.  In  the  back  ground  of  the  picture 
is  a  cavern,  and  at  the  entrance  of  it  a  misshapen 
savage  being,  whose  evil  nature  is  depicted  in  the 
deformity  of  his  person  and  features,  and  who  Mas 
employed  by  Prometheus  in  all  servile  ofiices  ne- 
cessary for  his  accommodation  in  this  solitude. 
The  aerial  spirit  is  in  the  clouds,  which  he  is  driving 
before  him  at  the  behest  of  his  great  master.  In  this 
composition  therefore,  although  not  replete  with 
characters,  there  is  yet  such  diversity  of  style  and 
subject  that  we  have  all  which  the  majesty  and 
beauty  of  real  nature  can  furnish  with  beings  out  of 
the  regions  of  nature,  as  strosigly  contrasted  in  form 
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and  character,  as  fancy  can  devise :  the  scenery 
also  is  of  the  subhmest  cast ;  and  whilst  all  Greece 
resounded  with  applauses  upon  the  exhibition  of  this 
picture,  Tinianthes  alone  was  silent,  and,  startled 
at  the  very  echo  of  his  own  fame,  shrunk  back 
again  to  his  retirement." 

As  this  fragment  is  now  in  the  hands  of  an  inge- 
nious translator,  I  forbear  for  the  present  to  intrude 
upon  his  work  by  any  further  anticipation  of  it, 
conscious  withal  as  I  am  that  the  public  curiosity 
will  shortly  be  gratified  with  a  much  more  full  and 
satisfactory  delineation  of  this  iuterestino-  narrative 
than  I  am  able  to  give. 


No.  C. 


Magnum  iter  ad  doclas  proficisci  cogor  yithenas. 

Propert. 


I  WAS  agreeably  surprised  the  other  day  with  an 
unexpected  visit  from  a  country  friend  who  once 
made  a  considerable  figure  in  the  fashionable  world, 
and,  with  an  elegant  taste  for  the  fine  arts,  is  pos- 
sessed of  many  valuable  paintings  and  sculptures 
of  his  own  collecting  in  Italy  :  he  told  me,  that  after 
six  years  absence  from  town,  he  had  made  a  jour- 
ney purposely  to  regale  his  curiosity  for  a  few  days 
with  the  spectacles  of  this  great  capital,  and  desired 
I  would  accompany  him  on  his  morning's  tour  to 
some  of  the  eminent  artists,  and  afterwards  conduct 
him  to  the  theatre  where  he  had  secured  himself  a 
seat  for  the  representation  of  Mr.  Southern's  tra- 
VOL.  II.  r  F 
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gedy  of  "The  Fatal  Marriage."  Though  I  had 
just  been  honoured  with  a  card  from  Vanessa,  pur- 
porting that  she  would  hold  "The  Feast  of  Rea- 
son" that  evening  at  her  house,  where  my  company 
was  expected,  1  did  not  hesitate  to  accept  the  invi- 
tation of  my  country  friend,  and  excuse  myself  from 
that  of  Vanessa,  though  I  must  confess  my  curiosity 
was  somewhat  roused  by  the  novelty  of  the  enter- 
tainment to  which  I  was  bidden.  Our  day  passed 
so  entirely  to  the  satisfaction  of  my  candid  com- 
panion that,  when  we  parted  at  night,  he  shook  me 
by  the  hand,  and  with  a  smile  of  complacency  de- 
clared, that  a  day  so  spent  would  not  disgrace  the 
diary  of  Pericles. 

When  I  had  returned  to  my  apartment,  this  allu- 
sion of  my  friend  to  the  age  of  Pericles,  with  the 
recollection  of  what  had  passed  in  the  day,  threw 
me  into  a  reverie,  in  the  course  of  which  I  fell 
asleep,  whilst  my  mind  with  more  distinctness  than 
is  usual  in  dreaming,  pursued  its  waking  train  of 
thought  after  the  following  manner  : 

"  1  found  myself  in  a  stately  portico,  which  being 
on  an  eminence,  gave  me  the  prospect  of  a  city  en- 
closing a  prodigious  circuit,  with  groves,  gardens, 
and  fields,  seemingly  set  apart  for  martial  exercises 
and  sports:  the  houses  were  not  clustered  into 
streets  and  alleys  like  our  great  trading  towns,  but 
were  placed  apart  and  separated  without  any  regu- 
lar order,  as  if  each  man  had  therein  consulted  his 
own  particular  taste  and  enjoyments.  I  thought  I 
never  saw  so  delightful  a  place,  nor  a  people  who 
lived  so  much  at  their  ease :  I  felt  a  freshness  and 
salubrity  in  the  climate  that  seemed  to  clear  the 
brain,  and  give  a  spring  to  the  spirits  and  whole 
animal  frame :  the  sun  was  bright  and  glowing,  but 
the  lightness  of  the  atmosphere  and  a  refreshing 
breeze  qualified  the  heat  in  the  most  delicious  man- 
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ner.  As  I  looked  about  me  with  wonder  and 
delight,  I  observed  a  great  many  edifices  of  the 
purest  architecture,  that  seemed  calculated  for  pub- 
lic purposes  ;  and  wherever  my  eye  went,  it  was 
encountered  by  a  variety  of  statues  in  brass  or  mar- 
ble ;  immediately  at  the  foot  of  the  steps  leading  to 
the  portico,  in  which  I  stood,  I  observed  a  figure  in 
brass  of  exquisite  workmanship,  which  by  its  attri- 
butes I  believed  designed  to  represent  the  heathen 
deity  Mercurius,  In  the  centre  of  the  city  there 
was  an  edifice  enclosed  within  walls,  which  I  took 
to  be  tlie  citadel :  a  rapid  stream  of  clear  water  me- 
andered about  the  place,  and  was  trained  through 
groves  and  gardens  in  the  most  picturesque  and 
pleasing  manner,  while  the  prospect  at  distance  was 
bounded  by  the  sea. 

"  As  I  stood  wrapped  in  contemplation  of  this 
new  and  brilliant  scenery,  methought  1  was  ac- 
costed by  a  middle  aged  man  in  a  loose  garment  of 
fine  purple,  who  wore  his  hair  after  the  manner  of 
our  ladies,  braided  and  coiled  round  upon  the  crown 
of  his  head,  with  great  care  and  delicacy  to  a  con- 
siderable height,  and  (which  I  thought  remarkable) 
he  had  fastened  the  braids  in  several  places  with 
golden  pins,  on  which  were  several  figures  of  small 
grasshoppers  of  the  same  metal ;  behind  him  walked 
a  servant  youth  or  slave,  carrying  a  light  wicker 
chair  for  his  master  to  repose  in,  a  custom  that 
seemed  to  me  to  argue  great  effeminacy ;  and  look- 
ing about  me  1  found  it  was  pretty  universal,  many 
of  the  bettermost  sort  of  citizens  being  seated  in  the 
streets,  conversing  at  their  ease,  though  there  was 
certainly  nothing  in  the  climate  that  made  such  an 
iiulidgence  necessary. 

"  As  1  was  eyeing  this  gentleman  with  surprise, 
that  I  must  own  had  some  small  tincture  of  con- 
tempt in  it,  he  turned  himself  to  me,  and  in  the  most 
complaisant  manner  imaginable  accosted  me  in  my 
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own  language,  telling  me,  he  perceived  I  was  a 
stranger  in  Athens,  and  if  I  was  curious  to  see  what 
was  remarkable  in  the  place,  he  was  ready  to  dedi- 
cate the  day  to  my  service.  To  this  courteous  ad- 
dress I  returned  the  best  answer  I  was  able,  adding 
that  every  thing  was  new  to  me,  and  many  things 
appeared  admirable.  '  You  wUl  say  so,'  replied  he, 
'  before  the  day  is  passed,  and  yet  I  cannot  show 
you  in  the  space  of  a  day  the  hundredth  part  of 
what  this  city  contains  worth  a  stranger's  observa- 
tion :  of  a  certain,  Arts  and  Sciences  are  now  car- 
ried to  their  utmost  pitch,  and  no  future  age  I  think 
will  succeed,  in  which  the  glory  of  the  Athenian 
commonwealth  and  the  genius  of  its  citizens  shall 
be  found  superior  to  their  present  lustre, 

"  '  The  portico,  in  which  you  stand,'  continued 
the  Athenian,  '  is  what  we  call  Pcecilc,  or  the 
Painted  Portico;  the  brazen  statue  at  the  foot  of 
the  steps  was  raised  by  the  nine  archons  in  honour 
of  Mercurius  Agoreus,  or  the  Forensal :  and  dedi- 
cated by  them  to  the  tribes :  that  by  its  side  is  the 
statue  of  Solon,  the  other  at  some  distance  is  the 
lawgiver  Lycurgus,  The  gate  before  you,  on  which 
you  see  those  warlike  trophies,  was  so  adorned  in 
memory  of  the  defeat  of  Plistarchus,  who  was  bro- 
ther of  the  famous  Cassander,  and  commanded  his 
cavalry  and  auxiliary  troops  in  the  action  recorded. 
These  paintings  behind  you,  with  which  the  portico 
is  furnished,  and  from  which  it  has  its  name,  are  all 
upon  public  subjects  in  commemoration  of  wise  or 
valiant  citizens  :  the  pictures  on  your  right  hand 
are  by  the  celebrated  Polygnotus,  these  on  your 
left  by  Micon,  equal  to  his  rival  in  art,  but  not  in 
munificence  :  for  Polygnotus  would  accept  no  other 
reward  for  his  works  than  the  fame  inseparable 
from  such  eminent  performances  :  Micon  on  the 
contrary  was  paid  by  the  state.  There  are  several 
oiluMs  i)v  the  hands  of  our  great  masters,  particu- 
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larly  that  incomparable  piece  which  represents  the 
field  of  Marathon,  a  composition  by  the  great 
Panjeus,  brother  of  the  statuary  Phidias;  but  this, 
as  well  as  the  others,  will  demand  a  more  particular 
description. 

"  Examine  this  composition  on  your  right;  it  is 
the  work  of  Polygnotus  :  you  see  two  armies  drawn 
up  front  to  front,  and  on  the  point  of  engaging : 
these  are  the  Athenians,  the  adverse  troops  are 
the  Lacedajmonians ;  the  scene  is  Q^noe ;  such  is 
the  contrivance  of  the  artist  that  you  are  sure  vic- 
tory is  to  declare  for  the  Athenians,  though  the  bat- 
tle is  not  yet  commenced. 

"  In  the  opposite  piece  you  see  the  battle  of  The- 
seus with  the  Amazons ;  a  capital  composition  by 
Micon  :  these  warlike  ladies  are  fighting  on  horse- 
back ;  with  what  wonderful  art  has  the  master 
expressed  the  character  of  athletic  beauty,  without 
deviating  into  vulgarity  and  grossness  !  If  you 
recollect  the  Lysistratra  of  Aristophanes,  you  will 
meet  an  eulogium  on  this  picture  :  it  is  thus  the 
sister  arts  encourage  and  support  each  other. 

"  Now  turn  to  Polygnotus's  side,  and  look  at 
that  magnificent  piece  of  art ;  the  painter  has  chosen 
for  the  subject  of  his  composition  the  council  of  the 
Grecian  chiefs  upon  the  violence  done  to  Cassandra 
by  Ajax  after  the  capture  of  Troy  ;  you  see  the 
brutal  character  of  the  man  strongly  expressed  in 
the  hero  of  the  piece  ;  amongst  that  group  of  Trojan 
captives,  Cassandra  is  conspicuous  :  that  figure 
which  represents  Laodice  is  worth  your  notice,  as 
being  a  portrait  of  Elpinice,  a  celebrated  courtesan  : 
scrupulous  people  have  taken  oftence  at  it,  but  great 
painters  will  indulge  themselves  in  these  liberties, 
and  are  fond  of  painting  after  beautiful  nature,  of 
which  I  coidd  give  you  innumerable  examples. 
"  Now  let  us  in  the  last  place  regale  our  eyes 
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with  this  inestimable    battle   of  Marathon  by  Pa- 
neenus  :    AVhat  think   you   of  it  ?     Was   it  not    a 
reward  worthy  of  the  heroes  who  preserved  their 
country  on  that    glorious   day?     Which  party  is 
most  honoured  by  the  work,  the  master  who  wrought 
it,  or  the  valiant  personages  who  are  recorded  by 
it?  It  is  a  question  difficult  to  decide.     You  will 
observe  three  different  groups  in  this  superb  compo- 
sition, describing  three  different  periods  of  the  ac- 
tion :  here  you  see  the  Athenians  and  their  allies 
the  Plat'ccans  just  commencing  the  action. — There, 
further  removed  in  perspective,  the  barbarians  are 
defeated  ;  the  slaughter  is  raging,  and  the  Medes 
are  plunging  desperately  into  the  marshy  lake  to 
avoid  their  pursuers  :  examine  the  back  ground,  and 
you  see  the  Phoenician  galleys ;  the  barbariaiis  are 
making  a  bold  attack,  and  the  sea  is  covered  with 
wrecks  :  all   mouths   are  open  in  applause  of  tbis 
picture,  and  it  was  but  the  other  day  that  the  great 
orator  Demosthenes  referred  to  it  in  a  solemn  ha- 
rangue upon  Neoera,  as  did  Eschines  in  his  plead- 
ings against  Ctesiphon.     All  our  captains  are  taken 
from  the  life ;  that  general  who  is  encouraging  his 
troops  is  Miltiades  ;  he  is  the  hero  of  the  piece,  and 
1  can  assure  you  the  resemblance  is  in  all  points 
exact :  this  is  the  portrait  of  Callimachus  the  Pole- 
marck :  there  you  see  the  hero  Echetlus,  and  this 
is  the  brave   Epizelus:  that  Athenian  who  is  va- 
liantly fighting  is  Cyncegirus  himself,  who  lost  both 
his  hands  in  the  action  :  there  goes  an  extraordinary 
story  with  that  dog  which  is  by  his  side,  and  has 
seized  the  dying  barbarian  by  the  throat;  the  faith- 
ful creature  would  not  forsake  his  master  :  he  was 
killed  in  the  action,  and  is  now  deservedly  immorta- 
lized in  company  with  the  illustrious  heroes,  who 
are  the  subject  of  the  piece.     Those  splendid  war- 
riors in  the  army  of  the  Medes,  who  are  standing  in 
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their  chariots,  and  caUing  to  their  troops,  are  the 
generals  Datis  and  Artaphanes.  They  are  drawn 
in  a  proud  and  swelling  style,  and  seem  of  a  larger 
size  and  proportion  than  our  Athenian  champions : 
and  the  fact  is,  that  this  group  was  inserted  by  ano- 
ther master;  they  are  by  the  hand  of  Micon,  and 
perhaps  do  not  exactly  harmonize  with  the  rest; 
the  silly  Athenians  were  piqued  at  their  appearance, 
and  in  a  fit  of  jealousy  punished  Micon  by  a  fine  for 
having  painted  them  too  flatteringly;  the  painter 
suft'ered  in  his  pocket,  but  the  people,  in  my  opinion, 
were  disgraced  by  the  sentence :  this  circumstance 
has  given  occasion  for  many  on  the  part  of  Micon 
to  contest  the  honour  of  the  painting  with  Panvenus, 
who  in  justice  must  be  considered  as  principal  au- 
thor of  the  work ;  and  in  course  of  time  it  may 
happen,  that  posterity  will  be  puzzled  which  master 
to  ascribe  it  to. 

"  There  are  many  more  pictures  well  deserving 
yoyr  attentive  notice,  particularly  that  by  Pam- 
philus,  which  represents  Alcmena  with  Heraclidai 
asking  aid  of  the  Athenians  against  Eurystheus : 
and  this  inspired  old  figure  by  Polygnotus  with  a 
lyre  in  his  hand,  which  is  the  portrait  of  no  less  a 
person  than  the  great  Sophocles ;  but  come,  let  us 
be  gone,  for  we  have  much  besides  to  see:  and  1 
perceive  Zeno  coming  this  way  with  his  scholars  to 
liold  his  lectures  in  this  portico ;  and  I,  for  one, 
must  confess  I  am  no  friend  to  the  Stoics,  or  as  we 
call  them  the  Zenonians." 
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udd  vetusiissimam  et  sapieniissimam  et  tliis  carisshnam  in  com- 
mutieni  amasiam,  hominumque  ac  Deorwn  terrain,  Athtnas 
mittbaris.  Libanhjs  in  Oratione. 


"  From  the  painted  portico,  in  which  my  last  was 
dated,  my  Athenian  conductor  took  me  to  the 
Ptolemaic  Gymnasium,  in  which  I  observed  several 
statues  of  Mercury  in  marble,  and  others  of  brass, 
which  he  explained  to  me  to  be  of  Ptolemy  the 
founder,  Juba,  and  Chrysippus  the  philosopher. 
There  was  one  of  Berosus  the  astrologer,  with  a 
tongue  of  pure  gold,  in  commemoration  of  his  di- 
vine predictions ;  on  one  hand  of  me  stood  the 
Doric  temple  of  Theseus,  enriched  with  some  ines- 
timable paintings  of  Micon,  particidarly  one  upon 
the  subject  of  the  fight  of  the  Lapitlnv  and  Centaurs  : 
on  the  other  hand  was  the  ancient  temple  of  the 
Dioscuri,  in  which  I  was  shown  many  capital  pic- 
tures by  Polygnotus  :  '  It  is  here,'  says  my  con- 
ductor, '  we  administer  to  the  Athenian  youth  that 
solemn  oath,  which  binds  them  not  to  desert  their 
ranks  in  action,  but  to  perish  when  necessity  so  re- 
quires, in  defence  of  their  country  ;  the  form  is 
rather  long,'  says  he  '  but  this  is  the  substance  of 
the  oath.'  The  Prytaneum,  or  Court-house,  was 
now  in  view,  where  tke  magistracy  of  the  city 
assemble  for  the  dispatch  of  public  business ;  here 
I  saw  the  venerable  laws  of  Solon  in  a  chest  of 
stone,  the  statues  of  Pax  and  Vesta,  and  (which 
were  more  interesting  to  me)  the  iignres  of  Miltiades 
and  Themistocles,  of  exquisite  workmanship,  in  pure 
marble  :  in  this  place  all  those  citizens,  and  the  pos- 
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tei'ity  of  those  who  have  deserved  well  of  the  state, 
receive  their  public  doles  or  allowance  of  bread  in 
cakes,  composed  of  meal,  oil,  and  water;  here  also 
1  saw  the  perpetual  lire  upon  the  altar  of  Vesta, 
and  the  celebrated  image  of  the  Bona  Fortuna  of 
the  Athenians.  In  the  adjoining  temple  of  Lucina 
1  was  shown  the  famous  statues  of  that  deity  clothed 
in  drapery  to  the  feet :  my  guide  now  carried  me  to 
the  great  temple  of  Olympian  Jupiter,  founded  by 
the  tyrant  Pisistratus,  and  perfected  by  his  sons 
and  successors.  I  observed  to  my  conductor,  that 
I  had  seen  no  temple  in  Athens,  except  this,  with 
interior  columns ;  he  informed  me  that  the  great 
spaa  of  the  roof  made  it  necessary  in  this  instance, 
but  that  it  was  contrary  to  their  rule  of  architecture 
and  obtained  in  no  other :  he  further  told  me,  that 
the  city  had  expended  ten  thousand  talents  in  this 
edifice:  the  image  of  the  god  was  cut  in  ivory  and 
gold :  to  every  column  was  affixed  a  brazen  statue, 
representing  the  colonial  cities  of  the  Athenian 
empire.  The  display  of  statuary  exceeded  all  de- 
scription or  belief,  nor  was  the  painter's  art  wanting 
in  its  share  of  the  decoration ;  for  wherever  pic- 
tures could  be  disposed,  and  particularly  about  the 
pedestal  of  the  statue  of  Jupiter,  the  most  capital 
paintings  were  to  be  seen. 

'*  My  sight  was  now  so  dazzled  with  the  display 
of  brilliant  images,  and  my  mind  so  overpowered 
with  the  miracles  of  art,  which  had  passed  in 
review,  that  I  beseeched  my  guide  to  carry  mc 
either  to  some  of  those  groves  which  were  in  my 
eye,  where  I  could  meditate  on  what  I  had  seen,  or 
to  spectacles  of  any  other  sort  according  to  his 
choice  and  discretion ;  for  otherwise,  I  should  ap- 
prehend, from  the  variety  of  objects,  I  should  retain 
the  memory  of  none.  He  told  me  in  reply  that  this 
was  his  intention,  observing  that  '  the  proportion  I 
had  seen  was  very  small  indeed  to  what  the  city 
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contained;  there  was  however  one  more  statue, 
which  he  could  not  dispense  with  himself  from 
showing  me,  being  a  model  of  beauty  and  perfec- 
tion;' and  having  so  said,  raethought  he  took  me 
into  a  neighbouring  garden,  and  in  a  grove  of  cy- 
press and  myrtle  presented  to  my  view  the  most 
exquisite  piece  of  sculpture  I  had  ever  beheld. — 
*  This,'  says  he,  '  is  the  Venus  called  Celestial,  the 
workmanship  of  the  immortal  Alcamen.' — After  1 
had  contemplated  this  divine  original  with  astonish- 
ment and  rapture,  I  was  satisfied  within  myself 
that  we  are  mistaken  in  supposing  it  has  descended 
to  us,  and  I  now  acknowledge  that  our  celestial 
Venus  is  a  copy  far  inferior  to  its  inimitable  proto- 
type. Having  examined  this  statue  for  some  time, 
I  turned  to  my  conductor  and  said,  'let  us  gratify 
our  senses  in  some  other  way ;  I  have  seen  enough 
of  art.' 

"  *  It  is  impossible  to  avoid  it,'  replies  he,  '  in  this 
city,'  and  so  saying  led  me  into  the  Lyceum;  'this 
Gymnasium,'  says  he,  '  has  been  lately  instituted 
by  Pericles,  and  these  plantations  of  plane  trees  are 
of  his  making  ;  so  are  these  aqueducts ;  the  Lyceum 
was  originally  dedicated  to  Pastoral  Apollo  ;  and 
owes  its  foundation  and  beauty  in  the  tirst  instance 
to  the  elegant  Pisistratus,  who  from  the  surprising 
resemblance  of  their  persons  we  now  call  the  elder 
Pericles.  The  place  is  delightful,  and  before  you 
leave  it  take  notice  of  this  statue  of  Apollo  ;  the 
artist  has  described  him  in  the  attitude  of  resting 
after  his  daily  course ;  you  see  he  leans  against  a 
column ;  his  right  arm  bent  over  his  head,  and  in  his 
left  he  holds  his  bow;  it  is  atirst-rate  piece  of  sculp- 
ture.' Leaving  the  Lyceum  my  conductor  took  me 
by  the  way  of  the  Tripods  ;  here  he  showed  me  the 
inimitable  satyr  in  brass,  the  boasted  masterpiece  of 
Praxiteles,  and  the  Cupid  and  Bacchus  of  Thymilus ; 
we  were  now  close  by  the  theatre,  in  the  portico  of 
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which  I  was  shown  the  statue  of  Eschylus,  and  two 
pedestals  for  the  statues  of  Sophocles  and  Euripides, 
then  under  the  artist's  hands,  although  both  those 
poets  were  now  living:  the  doors  of  the  theatre 
were  not  yet  opened,  and  the  temple  of  Venus  being 
near  at  hand,  methought  we  entered,  and  I  beheld 
the  beautiful  Cupid  crowned  with  roses,  painted  by 
Zeuxis  ;  from  hence  I  could  see  the  works  that 
Pericles  had  been  carrying  on  upon  the  citadel,  but 
this  we  did  not  enter. 

"  Methought  I  was  now  carried  into  the  theatre 
amidst  a  prodigious  crowd  of  people;  the  comedy 
of  the  night  was  entitled  The  Clouds,  and  the  famous 
Aristophanes  was  announced  to  be  the  author  of  it. 
It  was  expected  that  Socrates  woiild  be  personally 
attacked,  and  a  great  party  of  that  philosopher's 
enemies  were  assembled  to  support  the  poet.  I  was 
much  surprised,  when  my  companion  pointed  out 
to  me  that  great  philosopher  in  person,  who  had  ac- 
tually taken  his  seat  in  the  theatre,  and  was  sitting 
between  Alcibiades  and  Antipho  the  son  of  Peri- 
cles;  by  the  side  of  Alcibiades  sat  Euripides,  and 
at  Antipho's  left  hand  sat  Thucydides  :  I  never  be- 
held two  more  venerable  old  men  than  the  poet  and 
the  historian,  nor  such  comely  persons  as  Alci- 
biades and  Antipho.  Socrates  was  exceedingly 
like  the  busts  we  have  of  him,  his  head  was  bald, 
his  beard  bushy,  and  his  stature  low  ;  there  was 
something  very  deterring  in  his  countenance ;  his 
person  was  mean  and  his  habit  squalid  :  his  vest  was 
of  loose  drapery,  thrown  over  his  left  shoulder  after 
the  fashion  of  a  Spanish  Capa,  and  seemed  to  be  of 
coarse  cloth,  made  of  black  wool  undyed ;  he  had  a 
short  staft"  in  his  hand  of  knotted  wood  with  a  round 
head,  which  he  was  continually  rubbing  in  the  palm 
of  his  hand,  as  he  talked  with  Alcibiades,  to  whom 
he  principally  addressed  his  discourse.  Thucydides 
had  lately  returned  from  exile  upon  a  general  am- 
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nesty,  and  T  observed  a  melancholy  in  his  couute- 
nance  mixed  with  indignation.  Euripides  seemed 
employed  in  examining  the  countenances  of  the 
spectators,  whilst  Antipho  with  great  modesty  paid 
a  most  respectful  attention  to  the  venerable  philo- 
sopher on  his  right  hand.  Whilst  I  was  engaged 
in  observing  this  respectable  group,  my  conductor 
whispered  the  following  words  in  my  ear — '  This  is 
the  second  attack  from  the  same  hands  upon  So- 
crates ;  that  of  last  year  was  defeated  by  A  Icibiades; 
but  if  this  night's  comedy  succeeds,  1  predict  that 
our  philosopher  is  undone;  and  in  truth  his  school 
is  much  out  of  credit:  for  some  of  the  worst  charac- 
ters of  the  age  have  come  out  of  his  hands  of  late.' 

"  VV  hen  the  players  came  first  on  the  stage  there 
was  so  great  a  murmur  in  the  theatre  that  I  could 
scarce  hear  them ;  after  a  short  time  however  the 
silence  became  pretty  general,  and  the  plot  of  the 
play,  such  as  it  was,  began  to  open.  I  perceived 
that  the  poet  hatl  devised  the  character  of  an  old 
clownish  father,  who  being  plunged  in  debt  by  the 
extravagancies  of  a  flaunting  wife  and  a  spendthrift 
son,  who  wasted  his  fortune  upon  racehorses,  was 
for  ever  puzzling  his  brains  to  strike  upon  some 
expedient  for  cheating  his  creditors.  \Vith  this 
view  he  goes  U)  the  house  of  Socrates  to  take  coun- 
sel of  that  piiilosopher,  who  gives  him  a  great  many 
ridiculous  instructions,  seemingly  not  at  all  to  the 
purpose  :  and  amongst  other  extravagancies  assures 
him  that  Jupiter  has  no  concern  in  the  government 
of  the  world,  but  that  ail  the  fimclions  of  Providence 
are  performed  by  The  Cloiuls  ;  which  upon  his  in- 
vocation appear  and  perform  tlie  pait  of  a  chorus 
throughout  the  play:  tlie  philosopher  is  continually 
foiled  by  the  rustic  wit  of  the  old  father,  who,  after 
being  put  in  Socrates's  truckle-bed,  and  miserably 
stung  with  vermin,  has  a  meeting  with  his  creditors, 
and  endeavours  to  parry  their  demands  with  a  par- 
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viA  of  pedantic  quibbles,  which  he  has  learned  of  the 
pliilosophcr,  and  which  give  occasion  to  scenes  of 
admirable  comic  humour :  my  conductor  informed 
me  this  incident  was  pointed  at  Eschines,  a  favourite 
♦iisciple  of  Socrates  :  '  a  man,'  says  he,  '  plunged  in 
debts,  and  a  most  notorious  defrauder  of  his  cre- 
(iitors-  In  the  end  the  father  brings  his  son  to  be 
instructed  by  Socrates;  the  son,  after  a  short  lec- 
ture, comes  forth  a  perfect  atheist,  and  gives  his 
father  a  severe  cudgeling  on  the  stage ;  which  irre- 
verend  act  he  undertakes  to  defend  upon  the  princi- 
ples of  the  new  philosophy  he  had  been  learning. 
This  was  the  substance  of  the  play,  in  the  course  of 
which  there  were  many  gross  allusions  to  the  unna- 
tural vice  of  which  Socrates  was  accused;  and 
many  personal  strokes  against  Clisthenes,  Pericles, 
Euripides,  and  others,  which  told  strongly,  and 
were  much  applauded  by  the  theatre. 

"It  is  not  to  be  supposed,  that  all  fiiis  passed 
without  some  occasional  disgust  on  the  part  of  the 
spectators,  but  it  was  evident  there  was  a  party  in 
the  theatre,  which  carried  it  through,  notwithstand- 
ing the  presence  of  Socrates  and  the  respectable 
junto  that  attended  him  :  for  my  part  I  scarce  ever 
took  my  eyes  from  hira  during  the  representation, 
and  I  observed  two  or  three  little  actions,  which 
seemed  to  give  me  some  insight  into  the  temper  of 
his  mind,  during  the  severest  libel  that  was  ever  ex- 
hibited against  any  man's  person  and  principles. 

"  Before  Socrates  appears  on  the  stage,  the  old 
man  raps  violently  at  his  door,  and  is  reproved  by 
one  of  his  disciples,  who  comes  out  and  complains 
oi  the  disturbance;  upon  his  being  questioned  what 
the  philosopher  may  be  then  employed  u|)on,  he 
answers  that  he  is  engaged  in  measuring  the  leap  of 
a  tiea,  to  decide  how  many  of  its  own  leng-ths  it 
springs  at  one  hop;  the  disciple  also  informs  him 
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with  great  solemnity,  that  Socrates  has  discovered 
that  the  hum  of  a  gnat  is  not  made  by  the  mouth  of 
the  animal,  but  from  behind:  this  raised  a  laugh  at 
the  expense  of  the  naturalists  and  minute  philoso- 
phers, and  I  observed  that  Socrates  himself  smiled 
at  the  conceit. 

"  When  the  school  was  opened  to  the  stage,  and 
all  his  scholars  were  discovered  with  their  heads 
upon  the  floor,  and  their  posteriors  mounted  in  the 
air,  and  turned  towards  the  audience,  though  the 
poet  pretends  to  account  for  it,  as  if  they  were 
searching  for  natural  curiosities  on  the  surface  of  the 
ground,  the  action  was  evidently  intended  to  convey 
the  grossest  illusion,  and  was  so  received  by  the  au- 
dience :  when  this  scene  was  produced,  1  remarked 
that  Socrates  shook  his  head,  and  turned  his  eyes  off 
the  stage:  whilst  Euripides,  with  some  indignation, 
threw  the  sleeve  of  his  mantle  over  his  face ;  this  was 
observed  by  the  spectators,  and  produced  a  consi- 
derable tumult,  in  which  the  theatre  seemed  pretty 
fairly  divided,  so  that  the  actors  stood  upright,  and 
quitted  the  posture  they  were  discovered  in. 

"  When  Socrates  was  first  produced  standing  on 
a  basket  mounted  into  the  clouds,  the  person  of  the 
actor  and  the  mask  he  wore,  as  well  as  the  garment 
he  was  dressed  in,  was  the  most  direct  counterpart  of 
the  philosopher  himself  that  could  be  devised.  But 
when  the  actor,  speaking  in  his  character,  in  direct 
terms  proceeded  to  deny  the  divinity  of  Jupiter,  So- 
crates laid  his  hand  upon  his  heart  and  cast  his  eyes 
up  with  astonishment:  in  the  same  moment  Alci- 
biades  started  from  his  seat,  and  in  a  loud  voice 
cried  out— '  Athenians !  is  this  fighting?'  Upon 
this  a  great  tumult  arose,  and  very  many  of  the  spec- 
tators called  upon  Socrates  to  speak  for  himself,  and 
answer  to  the  charge  ;  when  the  play  could  not  pro- 
ceed for  the  noise  and  clamour  of  the  people,  all  de- 
manding Socrates  to  speak  for  himself,  the  philoso- 


101.  OBSERVER.  339 

pher  unwillingly  stepped  forward  and  said — '  You 
require  of  me,  O  Athenians,  to  answer  to  the  charge; 
there  is  no  charge,  neither  is  this  a  place  to  discourse 
in  about  the  gods :  let  the  actor  proceed  !' — Silence 
immediately  took  place,  and  Socrates's  invocation 
to  the  clouds  soon  ensued ;  the  passage  was  so  beau- 
tiful, the  machinery  of  the  clouds  so  finely  intro- 
duced, and  the  chorus  of  voices  in  the  air  so  exqui- 
sitely conceived,  that  the  whole  theatre  was  in  rap- 
tures, and  the  poet  from  that  moment  had  entire 
possession  of  their  minds,  so  that  the  piece  was 
carried  triumphantly  to  its  period.  In  the  heat  of 
the  applause  my  Athenian  friend  whispered  me  in 
the  ear  and  said — *  Depend  upon  it,  Socrates  will 
hear  of  this  in  another  place ;  he  is  a  lost  man  ;  and 
remember  I  tell  you,  that  if  all  our  philosophers  and 
sophists  were  driven  out  of  Attica,  it  would  be 
happy  for  Athens.' — At  these  words  I  started  and 
awaked  from  my  dream. 


No.  CII. 

Natio  comceda  est. 


If  the  present  taste  for  private  plays  spread  as  fast 
as  most  fashions  do  in  this  country,  we  may  expect 
the  rising  generation  will  be,  like  the  Greeks  in  my 
motto,  one  entire  nation  of  actors  and  actresses.  A 
father  of  a  family  may  shortly  reckon  it  amongst  the 
blessings  of  a  numerous  progeny,  that  he  is  provided 
with  a  sufficient  company  for  his  domestic  stage,  and 
may  cast  a  play  to  his  own  liking,  without  going- 
abroad  for  his  theatrical  amusements.  Such  a  steady 
troop  cannot  fail  of  being  under  better  legulation 
than  a  set  of  strollers,  or  than  any  set  whatever, 
who  make  acting  a  vocation :  where  a  manager  has 
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to  deal  with  iiono  hut.  players  of  his  own  begetting, 
every  play  bids  fair  to  have  a  strong  cast,  and  in  the 
phrase  of  the  stage,  to  be  well  got  up.  Happy  au- 
thor, who  shall  see  his  characters  thus  grouped  into 
a  family  piece,  firm  as  the  Theban  band  of  friends, 
where  all  is  zeal  and  concord ;  no  bickerings  nor 
jealousies  about  stage  precedency;  no  ladies  to  fall 
sick  of  the  spleen,  and  toss  up  their  parts  in  a  huff; 
no  heartburnings  about  flounced  petticoats  and  sil- 
ver trimmings,  where  the  mother  of  the  whole  com- 
pany stands  wardrobe-keeper  and  property- woman, 
whilst  the  father  takes  post  at  the  side  scene  in  the 
capacity  of  prompter,  with  plenipotentiary  control 
over  PS's  and  OP's. 

I  will  no  longer  speak  of  the  difficulty  of  writing  a 
comedy  or  tragedy,  because  thfit  is  now  done  by  so 
many  people  without  any  difficulty  at  all,  that  if 
there  ever  was  any  mystery  in  it,  that  mystery  is 
thoroughly  bottomed  and  laid  open ;  but  the  art  of 
acting  was  till  very  lately  thought  so  rare  and  won- 
derful an  excellence  that  people  began  to  look  upon 
a  perfect  actor  as  a  phenomenon  in  the  world,  which 
they  were  not  to  expect  above  once  in  a  century ; 
but  now  that  the  trade  is  laid  open,  this  prodigy  is 
to  be  met  at  the  turn  of  every  street;  the  nobility 
and  gentry,  to  their  immortal  honour,  have  broken 
up  the  monopoly,  and  new  made  players  are  now  as 
plentiful  as  new  made  peers. 

Nee  tamen  Antiochus,  nee  erit  mirabi'.U  illic 
Aut  Slratocles  aut  cum  niulli  Demetrius  liajino. 

Harrick  and  iPowell  woald  be  now  no  wonder, 
Nor  Barry's  silver  note,  nor  Qnin's  heroic  tiuuider. 

Though  the  public  professors  of  the  art  are  so 
completely  put  down  by  the  private  practitioners  of 
it,  it  is  but  justice  to  observe  in  mitigation  of  their 
defeat,  that  they  meet  the  comparison  under  some 
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disadvantages  which  their  rivals  have  not  to  con- 
tend with. 

One  of  these  is  diffidence,  which  volunteers  can- 
not be  supposed  to  feel  in  the  degree  they  do  who 
are  pressed  into  the  service :  I  never  yet  saw  a  pub- 
lic actor  come  upon  the  stage  on  the  first  night  of  a 
new  play  who  did  not  seem  to  be  nearly,  if  not 
quite  in  as  great  a  shaking  fit  as  his  author ;  but  as 
there  can  be  no  luxury  in  a  great  fright,  I  cannot  be- 
lieve that  people  of  fashion,  who  act  for  their  amuse- 
ment only,  would  subject  themselves  to  it;  they 
must  certainly  have  a  proper  confidence  in  their  own 
abilities,  or  they  would  never  step  out  of  a  drawing- 
room,  where  they  are  sure  to  figure,  upon  a  stage 
where  they  run  the  risk  of  exposing  themselves : 
some  gentlemen  perhaps,  who  have  been  mutie  per- 
sonce  in  the  senate,  may  start  at  the  first  sound  of 
their  own  voices  in  a  theatre;  but  graceful  action, 
just  elocution,  perfect  knowledge  of  their  author, 
elegant  deportment,  and  every  advantage  that  re- 
fined manners  and  courtly  address  can  bestow,  is 
exclusively  their  own.  In  all  scenes  of  high  life 
they  are  at  home;  noble  sentiments  are  natural  to 
them ;  love  parts  they  can  play  by  instinct,  and  as 
for  all  the  casts  of  rakes,  gamesters,  and  fine  gentle- 
men, they  can  fill  them  to  the  life.  Think  only  what 
a  violence  it  must  be  to  the  nerves  of  an  humble  un- 
pretending actor  to  be  obliged  to  play  the  gallant 
gay  seducer,  and  be  the  cuckold-maker  of  the  co- 
medy, when  he  has  no  other  object  at  heart  but  to 
go  quietly  home,  v/hen  the  play  is  over,  to  his  wife 
and  children,  and  participate  with  them  in  the  ho- 
nest earnings  of  his  vocation  ;  can  such  a  man  com- 
pete with  the  Lothario  of  high  life  ? 

And  now  I  mention  the  cares  of  a  family,  I  strike 
upon  another  disadvantage,  which  the  public  per- 
former is  subject  to  and  the  private  exempt  from : 

G  G2 
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the  Andromache  ot"  tlie  stage  may  have  an  infant 
Hector  at  home,  whom  she  more  tenderly  feels  for 
than  the  Hector  of  the  scene ;  he  may  be  sick,  he 
may  be  supperless ;  there  may  be  none  to  nurse  him, 
when  his  mother  is  out  of  sight,  and  the  maternal 
interest  in  the  divided  heart  of  the  actress  may  pre- 
ponderate over  the  heroine's :  this  is  a  case  not 
within  the  chances  to  happen  to  any  lady  actress, 
who  of  course  consigns  the  task  of  education  to 
other  hands,  and  keeps  her  own  at  leisure  for  more 
pressing  duties. 

Pnblic  performers  have  their  memories  loaded  and 
distracted  with  a  variety  of  parts,  and  oftentimes  are 
compelled  to  such  a  repetition  of  the  same  part  as 
cannot  fail  to  quench  the  spirit  of  the  representation  ; 
they  must  obey  the  call  of  duty,  be  the  cast  of  the 
character  what  it  may — 

Cttm  Thaida  sustinet,  aut  cum 

Vxorum  eomcedns  agit. 

Subject  to  all  the  various  casts  of  life, 
Now  the  loose  harlot,  now  the  virtuous  wife. 

But,  what  is  worse  than  all,  the  veterans  of  the 
public  stage  will  sometimes  be  appointed  to  play  the 
old  and  ugly,  as  1  can  instance  in  the  person  of  a 
most  admirable  actress,  whom  1  have  often  seen, 
and  never  without  the  tribute  of  applause  in  the 
casts  of  Juliet's  Nurse,  Aunt  Deborah,  and  otiier 
venerable  damsels  in  the  vale  of  years,  when  I  am 
confident  there  is  not  a  lady  of  independent  rank  in 
.England,  of  Mrs.  Pitt's  age,  who  would  not  rather 
struggle  for  Miss  Jenny  or  Miss  Hoyden  than  stoop 
to  bo  the  representative  of  such  old  hags. 

These,  and  the  subjection  public  performers  are 
under  to  the  caprice  of  the  spectators,  and  to  the 
attacks  of  conceited  and  misjudging  critics,  are 
amongst  the  many  disagreeable  circumstances  which 
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the  most  emineut  must  expect,  and  the  most  fortu- 
nate cannot  escape. 

It  would  be  hard  indeed  if  performers  of  distinc- 
tion, who  use  the  stage  only  as  an  elegant  and  moral 
resource,  should  be  subject  to  any  of  these  unplea- 
sant conditions  ;  and  yet  as  a  friend  to  the  rising- 
fame  of  the  domestic  drama  I  must  observe,  that 
there  are  some  precautions  necessary,  which  its  pa- 
trons have  not  yet  attended  to.  There  are  so  many 
consequences  to  be  guarded  against,  as  well  as  pro- 
visions to  be  made  for  an  establishment  of  this  sort, 
that  it  behoves  its  conductors  to  take  their  first 
ground  with  great  judgment;  and  above  all  things 
to  be  very  careful  that  an  exhibition,  so  ennobled  by 
its  actors,  may  be  cast  into  such  a  style  and  charac- 
ter as  may  keep  it  clear  from  any  possible  compa- 
rison with  spectacles,  which  it  should  not  conde- 
scend to  imitate,  and  cannot  hope  to  equal.  This 
I  believe  has  not  been  attempted,  perhaps  not  even 
reflected  upon,  and  yet,  if  I  may  speak  from  infor- 
mation of  specimens  which  I  have  not  been  present 
at,  there  are  many  reforms  needful  both  in  its  exter- 
nal as  well  as  internal  arrangement. 

By  external  I  mean  spectacle,  comprehending 
theatre,  stage,  scenery,  orchestra,  and  all  things  else 
which  fall  within  the  province  of  the  arbiter  delicia- 
runi ;  these  should  be  planned  upon  a  model  new, 
original,  and  peculiar  to  themselves;  so  industri- 
ously distinguished  from  our  public  playhouses  that 
they  should  not  strike  the  eye,  as  now  they  do,  like  a 
copy  in  miniature,  but  as  the  independent  sketch  of 
a  master  who  disdains  to  copy.  I  can  call  to  mind 
many  noble  halls  and  stately  apartments  in  the  great 
houses  and  castles  of  our  nobility,  which  would  give 
an  artist  ample  field  for  fancy,  and  which  with  pro- 
per help  would  be  disposed  into  new^  and  striking 
shapes  for  such  a  scene  of  action,  as  should  become 
t!ie  dignity  of  the  performers.     Halls  and  saloons, 
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flanked  with  interior  columns,  and  surrounded  by 
galleries,  would,  with  the  aid  of  proper  draperies  or 
scenery  in  the  intercolumnations,  take  a  rich  and 
elegant  appearance,  and  at  the  same  time  the  music 
might  be  so  disposed  in  the  gallery  as  to  produce  a 
most  animating  effect.  A  very  small  elevation  of 
stage  should  be  allowed  of,  and  no  contraction  by 
side  scenes  to  huddle  the  speakers  together  and  em- 
barrass their  deportment :  no  shift  of  scene  what- 
ever, and  no  curtain  to  draw  up  and  drop,  as  if  pup- 
pets were  to  play  behind  it ;  the  area,  appropriated 
to  the  performers,  should  be  so  dressed  and  fur- 
nished with  all  suitable  accommodations  as  to  afford 
every  possible  opportunity  to  the  performers  of 
varying  their  actions  and  postures,  whether  of  sit- 
ting, walking,  or  standing,  as  their  situations  in  the 
scene,  or  their  interest  in  the  dialogue  may  dictate ; 
so  as  to  familiarize  and  assimilate  their  whole  con- 
duct and  conversation  through  the  progress  of  the 
drama,  to  the  manners  and  habits  of  well  bred  per- 
sons in  real  life. 

Prologues  and  epilogues,  in  the  modern  style  of 
writing  and  speaking  them,  I  regard  as  very  unbe- 
coming, and  I  should  blush  to  see  any  lady  of 
fashion  in  that  silly  and  unseemly  situation  :  they 
are  the  last  remaining  corruptions  of  the  ancient 
drama ;  relics  of  servility,  and  only  are  retained  in 
our  London  theatres  as  vehicles  of  humiliation  at  the 
introduction  of  a  new  play,  and  traps  for  false  wit, 
extravagant  conceits,  and  female  flippancy  at  the 
conclusion  of  it :  where  authors  are  petitioners,  and 
players  servants  to  the  public,  these  condescensions 
must  be  made,  but  where  poets  are  not  suitors,  and 
performers  are  benefactors,  why  shouhl  the  free 
Muse  wear  shackles?  for  such  they  are,  though  the 
Angers  of  the  brave  arc  employed  to  put  them  on  the 
limbs  of  the  fair. 

As  I  am  satisfied  nothing  ought  to  be  admitted. 
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from  beginning-  to  end,  which  can  provoke  com])a- 
risons,  J  revolt  with  indignation  from  the  idea  of  a 
lady  of  fashion  being  trammeled  in  the  trickery  of 
the  stage,  and  taught  her  airs  and  graces,  till  she  is 
made  the  mere  facsimile  of  a  mannerist,  where  the 
most  she  can  aspire  to  is  to  be  the  copy  of  a  copy- 
ist :  let  none  such  be  consulted  in  dressing  or  drill- 
ing an  honorary  novitiate  in  the  forms  and  fashions 
of  the  public  stage ;  it  is  a  course  of  discipline, 
which  neither  person  will  profit  by  ;  a  kind  of  bar- 
ter, in  which  both  parties  will  give  and  receive  false 
airs  and  false  conceits  ;  the  fine  lady  will  be  disqua- 
lified by  copying  the  actress,  and  the  actress  will 
become  ridiculous  by  aping  the  fine  lady. 

As  for  the  choice  of  the  drama,  which  is  so  nice 
and  difficult  a  part  of  the  business,  I  scarce  believe 
there  is  one  play  upon  the  list,  which  in  all  its  parts 
and  passages  is  thoroughly  adapted  to  such  a  cast  as 
1  am  speaking  of:  where  it  has  been  in  public  use  I 
am  sure  it  is  not,  for  there  comparisons  are  unavoid- 
able. Plays  professedly  wrote  for  the  stage  must 
deal  in  strong  character,  and  striking  contrast:  how 
can  a  lady  stand  forward  in  a  part,  contrived  to  pro- 
duce ridicule  or  disgust,  or  which  is  founded  upon 
broad  humour  and  vulgar  buffoonery? 

Nempe  ipsa  vidctur. 
Nun  persona  loqui. 

'Tis  she  herself,  and  not  her  mask  which  speaks. 

1  doubt  if  it  be  altogether  seemly  for  a  gentleman 
to  undertake,  unless  he  can  reconcile  himself  to  cry 
out  with  Laberius — 

Eques  Romanus  care  egressus  meo 
Domum  revertam  minius. 

Esquire  I  sign'd  myself  at  noon, 
At  night  I  countersignd  Buffoon. 

The  drama,  therefore,  must  be  purposely  written 
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for  the  occasion  ;  and  the  writer  must  not  only  have 
local  knowledge  of  every  arrangement  preparatory 
for  the  exhibition,  but  personal  knowledge  also  of 
the  performers  who  are  to  exhibit  it.  The  play 
itself,  in  my  conception  of  it,  should  be  part  only  of 
the  projected  entertainment,  woven  into  the  device 
of  a  grand  and  splendid  ftte,  given  in  some  noble 
country  house  or  palace  :  neither  should  the  specta- 
tors be  totally  excused  from  their  subscription  to  the 
general  gala;  nor  left  to  dose  upon  their  benches 
through  the  progress  of  five  tedious  acts,  but  called 
upon  at  intervals  by  music,  dance,  or  refreshment, 
elegantly  contrived,  to  change  the  sameness  of  the 
scene  and  relieve  the  efforts  of  the  more  active  corps, 
employed  upon  the  drama. 

And  now  let  me  say  one  word  to  qualify  the  irony 
I  set  out  with,  and  acquit  myself  as  a  moralist. 

There  are  many  and  great  authorities  against  this 
species  of  entertainment,  and  certainly  the  danger 
is  great,  where  theatrical  propensities  are  too  much 
indulged  in  young  and  unexperienced  minds.  Ter- 
tullian  says  (but  he  is  speaking  of  a  very  licentious 
theatre)  Theatrum  sacrarium  est  Veneris — "  A  play- 
house is  the  very  sacristy  of  Venus."  And  Juvenal, 
who  wrote  in  times  of  the  grosset  impurity,  main- 
tains that  no  prudent  man  will  take  any  young  lady 
to  wife,  who  has  ever  been  even  within  the  walls  of 
a  theatre — 

Cutlets  an  habent  spectncula  iotis 
Quod  securus  amcs,  quodque  inde  excerpcre  possis? 

Look  round,  and  say,  if  any  man  of  sense 
Will  dare  to  single  out  a  wife  from  hence? 

Young  women  of  humble  rank  and  small  preten- 
sions should  be  particularly  cautious  how  a  vain  am- 
bition of  being  noticed  by  their  superiors  betrays 
them  into  an  attempt  at  displaying  their  unprotected 
persons  on  a  stage,  however  dignified  and  respect- 
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able.  If  they  have  talents,  and  of  course  applause, 
are  their  understandings  and  manners  proof  against 
applause  1  If  they  mistake  their  talents,  and  merit 
no  applause,  are  they  sure  they  will  get  no  con- 
tempt for  their  self  conceit?  If  they  have  both  act- 
ing talents  and  attractive  charms,  I  tremble  for  their 
danger;  let  the  foolish  parent,  whose  itching  ears 
tingled  with  the  plaudits  that  resounded  through  the 
theatre,  where  virgin  modesty  deposited  its  blushes, 
beware  how  his  aching  heart  shall  throb  with  sor- 
row, when  the  daughter  quiE  pttdica  ad  theatrum 
accesserat,  inde  revertetur  impudica.  (Cyprian  ad 
Donatum.) 

So  much  by  way  of  caution  to  the  guardians  and 
protectors  of  innocence ;  let  the  offence  light  where 
it  may,  I  care  not,  so  it  serves  the  cause  for  which 
my  heart  is  pledged. 

As  for  my  opinion  of  private  plays  in  general, 
though  it  is  a  fashion  which  hath  kings  and  princes 
for  its  nursing  fathers,  and  queens  and  princesses  for 
its  nursing  mothers,  I  think  it  is  a  fashion  that 
should  be  cautiously  indulged  and  narrowly  con- 
fined to  certain  ranks,  ages,  and  conditions  in  the 
community  at  large.  Grace  forbid  !  that  what  the 
author  of  my  motto  said  scoffingly  of  the  Greeks 
should  be  said  prophetically  of  this  nation  ;  emulate 
them  in  their  love  of  freedom,  in  their  love  of  sci- 
ence ;  rival  them  in  the  greatest  of  their  actions,  but 
not  in  the  versatility  of  their  mimic  talents,  till  it 
sliall  be  said  of  us,  by  some  future  satirist — 

Natio  comceda  est.     Rides  ?  majore  cachinno 
Concutitur :  fiet,  si  lachrymas  aspexit  amid. 
Nee  dolet,     Igniculum  brunns  si  tempore  poscaSj 
^dccipit  endromidem :   si  dixcris,  eestuo,  sitdat. 
Nnn  sumus  ergo  jiares ;  meliur,  qui  semper  et  omni 
Node  dieque  potest  alienuni  sumere  vultum. 

Laugh,  and  yonr  merry  echo  bursts  his  sides  ; 
Weep,  and  his  courteous  tears  gush  out  in  tides  ; 
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Light  a  few  sticks,  you  cry, 'tis  wintry — Lo! 

He's  a  furr'd  Laplander  from  top  to  toe  ; 

Put  out  the  fire,  for  now  'tis  warm — He's  more 

Hot,  sultry  hot,  and  sweats  at  every  pore: 

Oh!  he's  beyond  us;  we  can  make  no  race 

With  one,  who  nia;ht  and  day  maintains  his  pace. 

And  fast  as  you  shift  humours  still  can  shift  his  face. 

Before  I  close  this  paper  I  wish  to  go  back  to 
what  I  said  respecting  the  propriety  of  new  and  oc- 
casional dramas  for  private  exhibition :  too  majiy 
men  are  in  the  habit  of  decrying  their  contempora- 
ries ;  and  this  discouraging  practice  seems  more  ge- 
nerally leveled  at  the  dramatic  province  than  any 
other;  but  whilst  the  authors  of  such  tragic  dramas 
as  Douglas,  Elfrida,  and  Caractacus,  of  such  comic 
ones  as  The  School  for  Scandal,  The  Jealous  Wife, 
The  Clandestine  Marriage,  and  the  AVay  to  Keep 
Him,  with  others  in  both  lines,  are  yet  amongst  us, 
why  should  we  suppose  the  state  of  genius  so  de^ 
clined  as  not  to  furnish  poets  able  to  support  and  to 
supply  their  lionorary  representatives?  Numbers 
there  are,  no  doubt,  unnamed  and  unknown,  whom 
the  fiery  trial  of  a  public  stage  deters  from  breaking 
their  obscurity  :  let  disinterested  fame  be  their  prize, 
and  there  will  be  no  want  of  competitors. 

Latet  anguis  in  herha. 

"  There  is  a  serpent  in  the  grass,"  and  that  ser- 
pent is  the  emblem  of  wisdom ;  the  very  symbol  of 
wit  upon  the  watch,  couching  for  a  while  under  iUv 
cover  of  obscurity,  till  the  bright  rays  of  the  sun 
shall  strike  upon  it,  give  it  life  and  motion  to  erect 
itself  on  end,  and  display  the  dazzling  colours  of  its 
burnished  scales. 

TIioui!;li  ihou,  vile  cynic,  art  the  ages  slianif, 
|[oi)c  not  to  damn  all  liviiif^  fame; 
'rruc  wit  i?  aiui'd  in  sr.ilcs  ^o  bright, 
It  da/./,les  lliy  dull  f»\vli>li  >ight : 
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Thy  wolfish  fangs  no  entrance  gain. 
They  gnaw,  they  tug,  they  gnaw  in  vain, 
Their  hungry  malice  does  but  edge  their  pain. 

Avaunt,  profane !  'lis  consecrated  ground : 
Let  no  unholy  foot  be  found 

Where  the  arts  mingle,  where  the  muses  haun  , 

And  the  nine  sisters  hymn  their  sacred  chaunt, 
Where  freedom's  nymphlike  form  appears, 
And  high  'midst  the  harmonious  spheres 

Science  her  laurel  crowned  head  uprears. 

Ye  moral  masters  of  the  human  heart ! 

And  you  advance,  ye  sons  of  art ! 

Let  fame's  far  echoing  trumpet  sound 
To  summon  all  her  candidates  around  : 

Then  bid  old  time  his  roll  explore. 

And  say  what  age  presents  a  store 
In  merit  greater  or  in  numbers  more. 

Come  forth  and  boldly  strike  the  lyre, 

Break  into  song,  poetic  choir! 
Let  tragedy's  loud  strains  in  thunder  roll : 
With  pity's  dying  cadence  melt  the  soul ; 

And  now  provoke  a  sprightlier  lay  ; 

Hark!  comedy  begins  to  play. 
She  smites  the  string,  and  dulness  flits  away. 

For  envious  dulness  will  essay  to  fling 

Her  mud  into  the  muse's  spring. 

Whilst  critic  curs  with  pricking  ears 

Bark  at  each  bard  as  he  appears ! 

E'en  the  fair  dramatist,  who  sips 

Her  Helicon  with  modest  lips. 
Sometimes  alas !  in  troubled  water  dips. 

But  stop  not,  fair  one,  faint  not  in  thy  task, 

Slip  on  the  sock  and  snatch  the  mask, 

Polish  thy  clear  reflecting  glass. 

And  catch  the  manners  as  they  pass; 

Call  home  thy  playful  sylphs  again. 

And  cheer  them  with  a  livelier  strain ; 
Fame  weaves  no  wreath  that  is  not  earn'd  with  pain. 

And  thou,  whose  happy  talent  hit 

The  richest  vein  of  Congreve's  wit. 
Ah!  fickle  rover,  false  ingrateful  loon. 
Did  the  fond  easy  muse  consent  too  soon, 
VOL.  II.  H  H 
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That  tlioii  shoiildst  (jiiit  Thalia's  arms 
For  an  old  Bogum's  tawny  cliarins, 
And  shake  us,  not  with  laughter,  but  alarms! 

Cursed  be  ambition  !  Hence  with  musty  laws? 

Why  pleads  the  bard  but  in  Apollo's  cause? 

Why  move  the  court  and  humbly  apprehend 

But  as  the  muse's  advocate  and  friend  ? 
She  taught  his  faithful  scene  to  show 
All  that  man's  varying  passions  know, 
Gay  flashing  wit  and  heart-diosolving  woe. 

Thou  too,  thrice  happy  in  a  jealous  wife, 
Comic  interpreter  of  nuptial  life. 

Know  that  all  candid  hearts  detest 

Tlie"  unmanly  scoffer's  cruel  jest, 

Who  for  his  jibes  no  butt  could  find 

But  what  cold  palsy  left  behind, 
A  shaking  man  with  an  unshaken  mind. 

And  ye,  who  teach  man's  lordly  race. 

That  woman's  wit  will  have  its  place. 

Matrons  and  maidens  who  inspire 
The  scenic  flute,  or  sweep  the  Sapphic  lyre. 

Go  warble  in  the  silvan  seat. 

Where  the  Parnassian  sisters  meet, 
And  stamp  the  rugged  soil  with  female  feet. 

'Tis  ye,  who  interweave  the  myrtle  bough 

With  the  proud  palm  that  crowns  Britannia's  brow. 

Who  to  the  age  in  which  ye  live 
Its  charms,  its  graces,  and  its  glories  give; 

For  me,  I  seek  no  higher  praise. 

But  to  crop  one  small  sprig  of  bays. 
And  wear  it  in  the  sunshine  of  your  days. 


END  OF  VOL.  II. 
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